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PEEFACE. 


My  "  Shakspearian  Reader "  was  published  Gixteen 
years  ago,  with  the  hope  of  making  Shakspeare  a  "Text 
Book"  for  schools.  The  experiment  at  that  time  was 
considered  one  of  doubtful  success :  the  work  however 
has  become  a  "  standard  "  in  educational  literature,  and  a 
continnation  of  selections  from  the  Poet's  works  is  now 
demanded.  In  preparing  a  second  series,  those  Plays 
have  been  selected  that  would  best  subserve  my  ori^nal 
design.  The  Historical,  or  Chronicle  I'laya  of  Shaks- 
peare  seemed  expressly  adapted  for  this  purpose.  The 
ablest  writers  have  declared  them  to  be  invaluable 
adjuncts  to  the  study  of  English  history,  presenting,  as 
they  do,  a  truthful  narration  of  events,  drawn  from  ac- 
credited chronicles  of  the  times,  and  vivid  pictures  of 
the  manners,  habits,  and  customs  of  the  people.  This 
marvellous  power  of  truthful  characterization,  with  whlcii 
the  poet  has  invested  the  leading  historical  personages, 
makes  them  invaluable  aids  to  the  yoathful  student. 

The  original  text  of  Shakspeare  is  given  as  fully 
as  the  prescribed  limits  of  this  volume  would  allow; 
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the  contiouity  of  the  action  is  prosorved  by  explanatory 
notea.  Knowing,  from  loBg  practical  experience,  that  it 
to  introduce  Shakspeare  as  an  educational 
its  original  entirety,  tlie  same  rigid  expurgation 
ion  have  been  adopted,  as  were  rendered  im- 
first  series.  This  latter  portion  of  my 
task  has  been  executed,  in  a  due  reverential  spirit  for  the 
purity  and  integrity  of  the  text. 


13  impoasi 
work, 
and  revisi 
perative 


Jno.  "W".  S.  IIows. 

6  Collage  Place,  Neia  York, 
April  16,  IS63. 
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THE  LIFE  AND  DEATH  OP 

KING   JOHN. 


which  marlKd.  the  leigui  of  the  Klnga  of  Eaglaud  xvhoae  lives  he  eelected  far 

DhTonlcIers,  Hall,  Ho11nsh«d,  Slove,  ind  otbers,  fumiehed  the 
and  reliable  materials  for  his  principal  Historical  facts ;  and  at  thnea 
the  very  eKpteetion  of  these  authorities  ie  coploasly  need^  In  preparing  King 
John,  Qhabspeare  ivaa  also  largely  Indehtcd  to  a  chronicle  drama  he  found  npon 
tied  "  The  Tronblesome  Baigne  of  King  John."  But  wbile  nslng 
ctura  fur  his  vork,  he  dolhes  the  diy  historical  det^B  of  the 
et  wilh  all  Iha  beauty  of  his  own  poetfo  Imaginatioa.  and  inveBli  hla 
rs  with  a  vigor  and  elevation  which  give  a  depth  of  Interest  mcro  dra- 
iM  not  Btlrfc.  The  action  of  this  Ploy  begins  at  the  thirty-fourth 

of  hla  death,  being  an  interval  of  seventeen  years. 

The  tragic  Interest  oE  the  Play  mainly  reels  in  the  majesty  of  maternal  grief, 

mn,  young  Arthur.    They  are  exquleitely  elaborated  pictures.    Tho 

kspears  ftoia  Introducing  into  this  Play  John's  conlsst  with  Ms 
I  his  flnal  signing  of  the  gnat  "  Magna  ChaMa"  of  English  liberty, 
ea  of  the  King  wllh  the  Papal  power,  his  sobmiselon  to  the  Pope,  his 
of  the  crown,  and  the  other  main  Incidents  of  hla  Iroublesome  rdgn, 
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William  MAREsaii.L,  iJjrfnf  Pembroke. 

Geffuse  FiTz-pETEK,  EaH  <'/  Essex,  cUffjntliciarr/  of  Englanil. 
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Philip  P*utconHHiDaE,  his  half-l"vili(r. 
JiMEa  GuRNKi,  servant  to  I^dy  Faulcoabridge. 
Peteh  of  Pomfkbi,  ajiropAti. 


Lewis,  the  Dauphin. 

Cardinal  Pakdulph,  i 
Melon,  a  French  Ion. 
Chatilloh,  tOHbassador/Tom  Prance. 


Cardinal  Pakdulph,  tha  Pime'alegatt 
" a  Tiaacb  lord. 


SCmE-Somclime}  in  Ekkla 


SCEKE  I.— Ifortliampton.    A  Eoom  of  State  in  thePalace. 


K.  John.  Now,  eaj",  ChatiUon,  -what  would  France  with  n 

Chat  Thus,  after  greeting,  speaks  the  king  of  France, 
In  my  behavior,  to  the  mtgesty, 
The  borrow'd  majesty  of  England  here. 

Mi.  A  strange  beginning;— borrow'd  miyestyl 

K.  John.  Silence,  good  mother ;  hear  the  embassy. 

Ghat.  Phihp  of  France,  in  right  and  true  behalf 
Of  thy  deceased  brother  Jeffrey's  son, 
Artlinr  Plantagenet,  lays  most  lawful  claim 
To  this  fair  island  and  the  territories, — 
To  Ireland,  Poictiers,  Anjou,  Touraine,  Maine; 
Desiring  thee  to  lay  aside  the  sword 
Which  sways  aaur;pingly  these  several  titles. 
And  put  the  same  into  young  Arthur's  hand. 
Thy  nephew  and  right  royal  sovereiRn. 

K.  John.  What  follows,  if  we  disallow  of  this? 

Chat.  The  proad  control  of  fierce  and  bloody  war, 
To  enforce  these  rights  so  foroiWy  withheld. 
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KING  JOHN.  9 

E.  John.  Here  have  wc  war  for  war,  and  blood  for  blood, 
Controlment  for  controiment ;  bo  answer  Prance. 

Chat.  Then  take  mj  king's  defiance  from  my  month, 
The  farthest  Umit  of  my  embassy. 

K.  John.  Bear  mine  to  him,  and  so  depart  in  peace : 
Be  thou  as  lightning  in  the  eyes  of  Franco  ; 
For  ere  then  canst  report  I  will  be  there. 
The  thunder  of  my  cannon  shall  be  heard: 
So,  hence!  Be  thou  the  trumpet  of  our  wrntb. 
And  sullen  preaage  of  yoor  own  decay. — 
An  honorable  conduct  let  him  have: — 
Pembroke,  look  to't.— Farewell,  Ohatillon, 

t  Exeunt  Chatillon  and  Pembroke. 
avc  I  not  ever  said. 
How  that  ambitions  Constance  would  not  cease, 
Till  slie  had  kindled  France,  and  all  the  world, 
Upoa  the  right  and  party  of  her  son? 

K.  John.  Our  strong  possession,  and  our  right  for  us. 

BU.  Your  strong  possession,  much  more  than  your  right, 
Or  elae  it  must  go  wrong  with  you,  and  me. 

EntBT  the  Sheriff  0/ Northamptonshire,  mho  vihUpen  Esses. 

jaser.  My  liege,  here  is  tie  strangest  controversy. 
Come  from  the  country  to  be  jodg'd  by  yon. 
That  e'er  I  heard :  shall  I  produce  the  men  1 

K.  John.  Let  them  approach. —  [Exit  Sheriff. 

Our  abbeys,  and  our  priories  shall  pay 
This  expedition's  charge. — 

Ee-enter  Sheriff,  mlh  Eobebt  FArLCOKBiaoGE,  and  Pniur,  hii 
}mlf -brother. 

What  men  are  yon  ? 

Fattl.  Your  faithful  subject  I;  a  gentleman 
Bom  in  Northamptonshire,  and  eldest  son. 
As  I  suppose,  to  Robert  Faulconbridge, — 
A  soldier,  by  the  honor-giving  hand 
Of  Cceur-de-lion  Iqiighted  in  the  field. 

K.'John.  What  art  thou  ? 

Soi.  The  son  and  heir  t»  that  same  Faulconbridge. 

K.  John.  Is  that  the  elder,  and  art  thou  tiie  heir  } 
Yon  came  not  of  one  mother,  then,  it  seems. 

Faul.  Most  certain  of  one  mother,  mighty  king, — 
That  is  well  known ;  and,  aa  I  think,  one  father : 
But,  for  the  certain  knowledge  of  that  truth, 
I  put  yon  o'er  to  heaven,  and  to  my  mother : 
Of  that  I  doubt. 

Mi.  Out  on  thee,  rude  man !  thou  dost  shame  thy  mother. 
And  wound  her  honor  with  this  diffidyice. 

Fmd.  1,  madam  f  no,  I  have  no  reason  for  it, — 
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10  HISIOKICAL   SHAKSPEAEIAS  EEADEE. 

That  is  mj  brother's  plea  and  none  of  mine ; 
The  which  if  he  can  prove,  'a  pops  me  out 
At  least  from  fair  five  hundred  pound  a-year : 
Heaven  guard  my  motlier's  honor,  and  my  land  1 

K.  John.  A  good  blunt  fellow. — Why,  being  younger  born. 
Doth  he  lay  claim  to  thine  inheritance ! 

Faul.  I  know  not  why,  except  to  get  the  land. 
If  Sr  Robert  were  our  father,  and  this  son  like  him, 
O,  old  Sir  Robert,  father,  on  my  knee 
I  give  heaveu  thanks,  I  was  sot  like  to  thee. 

K.  John.  Why,  what  a  madcap  hath  heaven  lent  us  here! 

Mi.  He  hath  a  trick  of  Cceur-de-liou's  face ; 
The  accent  of  his  tongue  afiecteth  him : 
Do  you  not  read  some  tokens  of  my  son 
In  the  large  composition  of  this  man  ? 

K.  John.  Mine  eye  hath  well  examined  his  parts, 
And  finds  them  perfect  Kichard.— Sirrah,  speak, 
What  doth  move  you  to  claim  your  brother's  land ! 

FauL  Because  he  hath  a  half-face,  like  mj  father, 
"With  that  half-face  would  he  have  all  my  land : 
A  half-fac'd  groat  five  hundred  pound  a-year ! 

Sob.  My  gradous  li^e,  when  that  my  father  liv'd, 
Tour  brother  did  employ  my  fkther  much, — 
And  once  despatch'd  him  in  an  embassy 
To  Germany,  there,  with  the  emperor. 
To  treat  of  high  afiiurs  touching  that  time. 
The  advantage  of  his  absence  took  the  king. 
And  in  the  mean  time  sojonm'd  at  my  father's ; 
Where  how  he  did  prevwl,  I  shame  to  speak, — 
But  troth  is  truth : 

My  father  on  his  death-bed  by  will  beqneath'd 
His  lands  to  me ;  and  took  it,  on  his  death. 
That  this,  my  mother's  son,  was  none  of  his ; 
Then,  good  my  liege,  let  me  have  what  is  mine. 
My  father's  knd,  as  was  my  father's  will. 

K.  John,  Sirrah,  your  brother  is  legitimate,— 
Tour  father's  wife  did  after  wedlock  bear  him ; 
Your  father's  heir  must  have  your  father's  land. 

MIL  (To  FArLooHBWDciB.)  Whether  hadst  thou  rather  be  ( 
Faalco  □  bridge, 
And  like  thy  brother,  to  enjoy  thy  land, 
Or  the  repnted  son  of  OBur-de-lion, 
Lord  of  thy  presence,  and  no  land  beside  f 

Foiul.  Madam,  an  if  my  brother  had  my  shape, 
And  I  had  his.  Sir  Bohert  his,  like  him ; 
And  if  my  limbs  were  two  such  riding-rOds, 
My  arms  such  eel-skins  stuff 'd;  my  face  so  thin. 
That  in  mine  ear  I  durst  not  stick  a  rose, 
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Lest  men  slionld  saj,  "Loot,  where  tLree-farthings  goesl" 
And,  to  hia  shape,  were  heir  to  all  this  land, — 
Would  I  might  never  stir  from  off  this  place, 
I'd  give  it  eveiy  foot  to  have  this  face ; 
I  would  not  be  Sir  Nob  in  any  case. 

Eli.  I  like  thee  well :  wilt  thou  forsake  thy  fortune, 
Bequeath  thy  land  to  him,  and  foDow  me ! 
I  am  a  soldier,  and  now  bound  to  France, 

Faul.  Brother,  take  you  my  land.  111  take  my  chauce: 
Yonr  face  hath  got  five  hundred  pounds  a-year ; 
Yet  sell  your  face  for  five  pence,  and  'tis  dear. — 
Madam,  I'll  follow  you  unto  the  death, 

Eli.  Nay,  I  would  have  you  go  before  me  thither. 

Faiil.  Our  country  manners  give  our  betters  way. 

K.  John.  What  is  thy  name  ? 

Faul,  Philip,  my  liege,— so  is  my  name  begun, — 
Philip,  good  old  Sir  Robert's  wife's  eldest  son. 

K.  John,  From  henceforth  hear  Lis  name  whose  form  thou 
bearest ; 
Zneel  thou  down  Philip,  but  arise  more  great, — 
Arise  Sir  Richard,  and  Plantagenet. 

Faul.  Brother,  by  the  mother's  aide,  give  me  your  hand ; 
My  father  gave  me  honour,  your's  gave  land. — 

Mi.  The  very  spirit  of  Plantagenet! 
I  am  thy  grandam,  Richard ;  call  me  so. 

Faul.  Madam,  hy  chance,  but  not  hy  truth. 

K.  John.  Go,  Fauleonbridge :  now  haat  thou  thy  desire ; 
A  landless  knight  makes  thee  a  landed  'sqnire. — 
Come,  madam, — and  come,  Richard ;  we  must  speed 
For  France,  for  France ;  for  it  is  more  than  need. 
Faul.  Bother,  adieu :  good  fortune  come  to  thee  I 

[ExewUall  except  Faclconbiiidgb. 
A  foot  of  honor  better  thwil  was; 
But  many  a  foot  of  land  the  worse. 
Well,  now  can  I  make  any  Joan  a  lady : — 
"  Good  den,  Sir  Eichard :  "— "  God-a-merey,  fellow ;  "— 
And  if  hia  name  be  George,  I'll  call  him  Peter; 
For  new-made  honor  doth  forget  men's  names, — 
'Tis  too  respective,  and  too  sociable. 
For  yonr  conversion. 
Yet,  to  avoid  deceit,  I  mean  to  learn ; 
For  it  shall  strew  the  footsteps  of  my  rising,  IFcit. 
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SCENE  I.— France.    Before  the  WalU  ^Angiera. 
Enter,  on  one  side,  the  Aechdukb  op  Atjstbia,  and  forces;  on  the 
other,  Philip,  King  of  France  and  forceg  ;  Jjetiis,  Ookbtakce, 
AnTHunt,  and  Attendants. 
Lew.  Before  Angiers  well  met,  brare  Anstria.— 
Artliur,  that  great  lore-runner  of  thy  blood, 
Eichard,  that  rohb'd  the  lion  of  hia  heart, 
And  fought  the  holy  wars  in  Palestine, 
By  this  brave  dnke  came  early  to  bis  grave : 
And,  for  amends  to  his  posterity, 
At  our  importance  hither  is  he  come, 
To  spread  his  colors,  boy,  in  thy  bebalf ; 
And  to  rebuke  the  nsurpation 
Of  thy  nnnatural  uncle,  English  John : 
Embrace  him,  love  bim,  give  bim  welcome  bitlier. 

Arth.  Heaven  shall  forgive  yon  Ccenr-de-lion's  denth, 
The  rather,  that  you  give  his  offspring  life, 
Shadowing  their  right  under  your  wings  of  war : 
I  give  yon  welcome  with  a  powerless  hand. 
Hut  with  a  heart  full  of  unstained  love : 
Welcome  before  the  gates  of  Angiers,  duke. 
Lew.  A  noble  boy  I    Who  would  not  do  thee  right? 
Auit.  Upon  tby  cheek  lay  1  this  zealous  kiss. 
As  sefd  to  this  indentare  of  my  love ; — 
That  to  my  home  I  will  no  more  return. 
Till  Angiers,  and  the  right  thou  hast  in  France, 
Together  with  that  pale,  that  white-fao'd  shore, 
Whose  foot  spurns  back  the  ocean's  roaring  tides. 
And  coops  from  other  lands  her  isknders, — 
Even  till  that  England,  hedg'd  in  witii  the  main. 
That  water-walled  bulwark,  still  secure 
And  confident  ifrom  foreign  purposes, — 
Even  tilt  that  utmost  corner  of  the  west 
Salute  thee  for  her  king:  till  then,  fair  boy, 
Will  I  not  think  of  home,  but  follow  arms. 

Const.  O,  take  his  motlier's  thanks,  a  widow's  thanks, 
Till  jour  strong  hand  shall  help  to  ^ve  him  strength. 
To  make  a  more  requital  to  yonr  love  I 

AusL  The  peace  of  heaven  is  theirs  that  lift  their  swords 
In  such  a  just  and  charitable  war, 

K.  Phi.  Well  then,  to  work:  our  cannon  shall  be  bent 
Against  the  brows  of  this  resisting  town.^ 
Call  for  cur  ohiefest  men  of  discipline. 
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To  cuH  the  plots  of  best  advantages: 
We'll  lay  before  this  town  our  royal  bones, 
"VTade  to  the  market-place  in  Frenchmen's  blood, 
But  we  will  make  it  subject  to  this  boy. 

Gonst.  Stay  for  an.  answer  to  your  embassy, 
Lest  nnadvis'd  yon  stain  yonr  swords  with  blood; 
My  lord  ChatiUon  may  from  England  bi-ing 
That  right  iu  peace,  which  here  we  urge  in  war ; 
And  tiien  we  Hhall  repent  each  drop  of  blood, 
That  hot  rash  haste  so  indirectly  shed. 
Enter  OnATiLLON. 

K.  Phi.  A  wonder,  ladyl— lo,  npon  thy  wiab 
Oar  messenger,  Ohatillon,  is  arriv'd. — 
What  England  saya,  say  briefiy,  gentle  lord ; 
We  coldly  pause  for  tbee;  Ohatillon,  speak. 

Gkat.  TEen  turn  your  forces  from  this  paltry  siege, 
And  stir  tJiem  up  against  a  mightier  task. 
England,  impatient  of  your  just  demands. 
Hath  put  himself  in  arms :  tie  adverse  winds, 
Whose  leisure  I  have  stay'd,  liave  given  him  time 
To  land  his  legions  all  as  soon  as  I ; 
Ilia  marches  ate  expedient  to  this  town. 
His  forces  strong,  his  soldiers  confident. 
With  him  along  is  come  the  mother-qneen, 
With  her  her  niece,  the  lady  Blanch  of  8  pain ; 
And  all  th'  unsettled  hnmors  of  the  land : 
Rash,  inconsiderate,  flery  voluntaries. 
With  ladies'  faces,  and  fierce  dragons'  apleens, — 
Have  sold  their  fgrtunes  at  their  native  homes, 
Bearing  their  birthrights  prondiy  on  their  backs. 
To  make  a  hazard  oFnew  fortunes  here : 
In  brief,  a  braver  choice  of  dauntless  spirits. 
Than  now  the  English  bottoms  have  waft  o'er, 
Did  never  float  upon  the  swelliug  tide. 
To  do  bflence  and  scath  in  Ohriatendom.    \Drum&  TieaTo 
Tlie  interruption  of  their  churlish  drums 
Out3  off  more  cireumstance"^  they  are  at  hand, 
To  parley,  or  to  fight ;  therefore,  prepare. 

K.  Phi.  How  much  unlook'd  for  is  thia  espedition ! 

Auit,  By  how  much  unexpected,  by  ao  muoli 
We  must  awaka  endeavor  for  defence ; 
For  courage  mounteth  with  occasion  : 
Let  them  be  welcome  then ;  we  are  prepar'd. 
Enter  KiNa  Jons,  Elisoe,  Blancu,  riui.i 

K.  John.  Peace  be  to  France,  if  Fr 
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Our  just  and  lineal  entrance  to  our  own  1 

If  not,  bleed  France,  and  peace  ascend  to  heaven ! 

K.  FM.  Peace  bo  to  England,  if  that  war  return 
Trom  Franco  to  England,  there  to  live  in  peace ! 
Look  liere  apoa  thj  brother  GeflVey'a  face  ;— 

[Leading  AnrHDE  to  John. 
These  eyes,  these  brows,  were  moulded  out  of  his: 
This  little  abstract  dotli  contain  that  large, 
"Which  died  in  GEeffrey : 
That  Geffrey  was  thy  elder  hrother  bom. 
And  this  his  son ;  England  was  Geffrey's  right. 
And  this  is  Geffrey's :  in  the  name  of  heaveu, 
How  comes  it,  then,  that  thon  art  cdl'd  a  king, 
"When  living  blood  doth  in  these  temples  beat. 
Which  owe  the  crown  that  thou  o'ermasterest  ? 

K.  John.  Prom  whom  hast  thou  this  great  commission,  France, 
To  draw  my  answer  from  thy  articles ! 

K.  FM.  From  that  supernal  Judge,  that  stirs  good  tl 
In  any  breast  of  strong  authority. 
To  look  into  the  blots  and  stains  of  right. 
That  Judge  hatli  made  me  gu.ardian  to  tliis  boy : 
Under  whose  warrant  I  impeach  thy  wrong ; 
And  by  whose  help  I  mean  to  chastise  it. 

K.  John.  Alack,  thon  dost  usurp  anthority. 

K  Fhi.  Excuse,— it  is  to  beat  usurping  down. 

Mi,  Who  is  it  thou  dost  call  usurper,  France  ? 
■    Const.  Let  me  make  answer ;— thy  usurping  son. 

Anat.  Peace  I 

Faul.  Hear  Uie  crier. 

Auit.  What  art  thoa? 

Faut.  One  that  will  play  the  mischief,  sir,  with  yon, 
An  'a  may  catch  your  hide  and  you  alone : 
You  are  the  hare  of  whom  the  proverb  goes, 
Wiose  valor  plucks  dead  lions  by  the  beard : 
I'll  smoke  your  skin-coat,  an  I  catch  yon  right ; 
Sirrah,  look  to't;  i'  fiith,  I  will,  i'  faith. 

Blanch.  0,  well  did  he  become  that  lion's  robe, 
That  did  disrobe  the  lion  of  that  robe  I 

Faul.  It  lies  as  subtly  on  the  back  of  him, 
As  great  Alcides'  shoes  upon  an  ass : — 
But,  ass,  ril  take  that  burden  from  your  back, 
Or  lay  on  that  shall  mt^e  your  shoulders  crack. 

Aunt.  What  cracker  is  this  same,  thd;  deafs  our  ears 
With  this  abundance  of  superfluous  breath  ? 

E.  Phi.  Lewis,  determine  what  we  shall  do  straight 

I^w.  King  John,  tliis  is  the  very  snm  of  ali, — 
England  and  Ireland,  Anjou,  Touraine,  Maine, 
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KING  JOffN. 

In  right  of  Arthur  do  I  claim  of  thee : 

Wilt  thou  resign  them,  and  lay  down  thy  arms  ? 

jr.  John.  My  life  as  soon : — I  do  defy  thee,  France, — 
Arthur  of  Bretagne,  yield  thee  to  my  hand ; 
And,  out  of  my  dear  love,  I'll  give  thee  more 
Than  e'er  the  coward  hand  of  France  can  vin.: 
Submit  thee,  boy. 

££i.  Come  to  thy  grandam,  child. 

Const.  Do,  child,  go  to  it'  grandam,  child: 
Give  grandam  kingdom,  and  it'  grandam  wilt 
Give  it  a  pi  am,  a  cherry,  and  a  ^ : 
There's  a  good  grandam. 

Arth.  Good  my  mother,  peace  1 

I  would  that  I  were  low  idd  in  my  grave ; 
I  am  not  worth  this  coil  that's  made  for  me. 

Mi.  His  mother  shames  him  so,  poor  boy,  he  weeps. 

Const.  "Sow  shame  upon  you,  whe'r  she  does,  or  no  1 
His  grandam'a  wrongs,  and  not  his  motlier'a  shames, 
Draw  those  heaven-moving  pearls  from  his  poor  eyes, 
Which  heaven  shall  take  in  nature  of  a  fee ; 
Ay,  with  these  crystal  beads  heaven  shall  be  brib'd 
To  do  him  justice,  and  revenge  on  you. 

Mi.  Thou  monstrons  slanderer  of  heaven  and  earth ! 

Const.  Thou  monstrous  injurer  of  heaven  and  earthl 
Call  not  me  slanderer ;  thou  and  thine  usurp 
The  dominions,  royalties,  and  rights, 
Of  this  oppressed  boy. 

Mi.  I  can  produce 

A  will,  that  bars  the  title  of  thy  son. 

Const.  Ay,  who  doubts  that?  a  will  I  a  wicked  will; 
A  woman's  will ;  a  canker'd  grandam's  will ! 

K.  Fhi.  Peace,  lady  I  pause,  or  be  more  temperate : 
Some  trumpet  summon  hither  to  the  walls 
These  men  of  Angiers:  let  ns  hear  them  speak. 
Whose  title  they  admit,  Arthur's  or  John's. 

Trumpet  sounds.    Enter  Citizens  iipon  the  walls. 

1  Git.  Who  is  it  that  Iiath  wam'd  us  to  the  walls  ? 

K.  Fhi,  'Tis  France  for  England. 

K.  John,  England  for  itself: — 

Ton  men  of  Angiers,  and  my  loving  subjects, — 

K.  Fhi.  You  loving  men  of  Angiers,  Arthur's  subjectty 
Our  trumpet  call'd  you  to  this  gentle  parle. 

K.  John.  For  our  advajitage ;  therefore  hear  ua  first. 
These  flags  of  France  that  are  advanc'd  here 
Before  the  eye  and  prospect  of  your  town, 
Have  hither  mareh'd  to  your  endamagement: 
All  preparation  for  a  bloody  siege, 
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And  merciless  proceeding  by  these  Froncii, 
Confront  your  city's  eyes,  your  winking  gates ; 
But,  on  the  siglit  of  us,  your  lawful  king, — 
Behold,  tlie  French,  amaz'd,  vouchsafe  a  parle ; 
And  now,  instead  of  bullets  wrapp'd  in  fire, 
To  make  a  abating  fever  in  your  walls, 
They  shoot  but  calm  words,  folded  up  in  smoke, 
To  mate  a  faithless  error  in  your  ears : 
Which  trust  accordingly,  tind  citizens. 
And  let  us  in,  your  king ;  whose  labor'd  spirits, 
Forwearied  in  this  action  of  swift  spoed, 
Crave  harborage  within  yonr  city  walls. 

A'  Phi.  When  I  have  said,  make  answer  to  t!s  both, 
Lo,  in  this  right  hand,  whose  protection 
Is  most  divinely  vow'd  upon  the  right 
Of  bim  it  holds,  stands  yonng  Plantagenet, 
Son  to  the  elder  brother  of  this  man. 
And  king  o'er  bim,  and  all  that  he  enjoys : 
For  this  down-trodden  equity,  we  tread 
In  warlike  march  these  greens  before  your  town. 
'Tis  not  the  roundure  of  your  old-fac'd  walls 
Can  hide  you  from  our  messengers  of  war. 
Though  all  these  English,  and  their  discipline, 
Were  harbor'd  in  their  rude  circumference. 
Then,  tell  us,  shall  your  city  call  us  lord. 
In  that  behalf  which  we  have  challeug'd  it? 
Or  shall  we  give  the  signal  to  our  rage. 
And  stalk  in  blood  to  our  possession? 

1  Olt.  In  bijef,  we  are  the  king  of  Engla?id's  subjects: 
For  him,  and  in  his  right,  we  hold  this  town. 

£.  John.  Acknowledge  then  the  king,  and  let  me  in. 
1  Git.  That  can  we  not ;  hut  he  that  proves  the  king. 
To  him  will  we  prove  loyal :  till  that  time. 
Have"  we  ramm'd  up  our  gates  against  the  world. 

K.  John.  Doth  not  the  crown  of  England  prove  the  king? 
And  if  not  that,  I  bring  you  witnesses. 
Twice  fifteen  thousand  hearts  of  England's  breed, — 
To  verify  our  title  with  their  lives. 

X-  Phi.  As  many,  and  ob  well-bom  blood  as  those, — 
Stand  in  his  face  to  contradict  his  claim. 

1  Gil.  Till  you  compound  whose  right  is  worthiest. 
We  for  the  worthiest  hold  the  right  from  both. 

K.  John.  Then  heaven  for^vo  the  sin  of  all  those  souls. 
That  to  their  everlasting  residence. 
Before  the  dew  of  evening  fall,  shall  fleet. 
In  dreadful  trial  of  our  kingdom's  king  I 
K.  Phi.  Amen,  Amen  1— Monnt,  chevaliers  I  to  arms  I 
Miul.  St,  George,  that  swinged  the  dragon,  and  e'er  since 


Hosted  by  Google 


KISG  JOHN.  17 

Sita  on  his  Iiorsoback  at  mine  hostess'  door, 

Teacli  «3  Bome  fence  I— [To  Attsteia.]  Sirrali,  were  I  at  home, 

At  jour  den,  sirrah,  with  your  lioness, 

I  would  Bet  an  ox-hoad  to  your  lion's  hide, 

And  make  a  monster  of  you. 

'l"**-  Peace  I  no  more. 

Favl.  0,  tremble,  for  you  hear  the  lion  roar! 

K.  John.  Up  higher  to  the  plain ;  where  we'll  set  forth 
In  hest  appointment  all  our  regiments. 

^ul.  Speed,  then,  to  taie  advantage  of  the  field. 

K  Phi.  It  shall  he  so ;— [lb  Lbwis.J  and  at  the  other  hill 
Command  the  rest  to  stand.— God,  and  our  rightl         [Exeiini. 

SCEJJ-E  ir.— 77«  Same. 
Alarums  and  Ikcursions ;    then,  a  Eetreat.     Eater  a  French 
Herald,  witli,  PrumpeU,  to  the  gates. 
F.  Her.  You  men  of  Anglers,  open  wide  your  gates, 
And  let  young  Arthur,  duke  of  Bretagne,  in. 
Who,  by  the  hand  of  France,  this  day  hath  made 
Much  work  for  tears  in  many  an  English  mother; 
And  victory,  with  little  loss,  doth  play 
Upon  the  dancing  banners  of  the  !EVenoh, 
"Who  are  at  hand,  triamphantly  display'd, 
To  enter  conquerors,  and  to  proclaim 
Arthur  of  Bretagne,  England's  king,  and  yoars. 

Enter  an  English  Herald,  with  trumpets. 

E  Her.  Eejoice,  you  men  of  Angiers,  ring  your  hells ; 
King  John,  your  king  and  England's,  doth  approach. 
Commander  of  this  hot  malicious  day : 
Open  yonr  gates,  and  give  the  victors  way. 

1  (Jit.  Heralds,  from  off  our  towers  we  might  behold 
From  first  to  last,  the  onset  and  retire 
Of  both  your  armies;  whose  equality 
By  our  best  eyes  cannot  be  censured : 
Blood  hath  bought  blood,  and  blows  have  answer'd  blows ; 
Strength  matched  with  strength,  and  power  conttonted  power ; 
Both  are  alike ;  and  both  alike  we  like. 
One  must  prove  greatest :  while  they  weigh  so  even, 
"Wo  hold  our  town  for  neither ;  yet  for  both. 
Enter,  at  one  side,  Kitto  Jons,  with  his  powrr,  Elutoh,  Btiscn 

end  FAtricoKBraooE;  at  the  other,  Kiao  Pinup  Lewis  Aus^ 

TMA,  and/orcei. 

K.  John.  France,  hast  thou  yet  more  blood  to  cast  away  ( 
Say,  shall  the  current  of  our  right  rim  on  8 
Whose  passage,  Tci'd  with  thy  impediment. 
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Shall  leave  his  native  channel,  and  o'er-swell 
With  course  disturb'd  even  thy  confining  shores, 
tToIess  thou  let  his  Biiver  water  keep 
A  peaceful  progress  to  the  ocean. 

K.  Fhi.  England,  thou  hast  not  sav'd  one  drop  of  blooa, 
In  this  hot  trial,  more  than  we  of  France ; 
Eather,  lost  more :  and  bj  this  hand  I  swear, 
That  sways  the  earth  this  climate  overlooks. 
Before  we  will  lay  down  our  just-borne  arms, 
We'll  put  thee  down,  'gainst  whom  these  arms  we  bear, 
Or  add  a  royal  number  to  the  dead. 
Gracing  the  scroll,  that  tells  of  tliis  war's  loss, 
With  slaughter  coupled  to  the  name  of  kings. 

I^i-ul.  Ha,  m^estyl  how  high  thy  glory  towers. 
When  the  rich  hlood  of  kings  is  act  on  fite ! 
Why  stand  these  royal  fronts  amazed  thusf 
Cry,  havook,  kings  1  back  to  the  stain6d  field, 
Yoa  equal  potents,  flery-kindled  spirits  1 
Then  let  confusion  of  one  part  confirm 
The  other's  peace;  till  then,  blows,  hlood,  and  death  1 

K.  John.  Whose  party  do  the  townsmen  yet  admitt 

K.  Phi.  Speak,  citizens,  for  England ;  who's  your  king? 

1  at.  The  king  of  England,  when  we  know  the  king. 

E.  Phi.  Enow  him  in  us,  that  here  hold  up  his  right 

K.  John.  In  ns,  that  are  our  own  great  deputy. 
And  bear  possession  of  our  peraon  here ; 
Lord  of  our  presence,  Anpers,  and  of  you. 

1  Cit.  A  greater  power  than  we  denies  all  this ; 
And,  till  it  be  undoubted,  we  do  lock 
Our  former  scrupJe  in  our  strong-harr'd  gates ; 
King'd  of  our  fears,  until  our  fears,  rcsolv'd, 
Be  by  some  certain  king  pnrg'd  and  depos'd. 

Faul.  By  heaven,  these  scrojles*  of  Anglers  flout  jou,  kin 
And  stand  securely  on  their  battlements, 
As  in  a  theatre,  whence  they  gape  and  point 
At  your  industrious  scenes  and  acts  of  death. 
Your  royal  presences  bo  rul'd  by  me ; — 
Be  friends  awhile,  and  both  conjointly  bend 
Your  sharpest  deeds  of  malice  on  this  town : 
By  east  and  west  let  France  and  England  mount 
Their  battering  cannon,  charged  to  the  months. 
Till  their  sonl-fearing  clamors  have  hrawl'd  down 
The  flinty  ribs  of  this  conteraptiious  city : 
I'd  play  incessantly  upon  these  jades, 
Even  till  unfenced  desolation 
Leave  them  as  naked  as  the  vulgar  air. 
That  done,  dissever  your  united  strengths. 
And  part  your  mingled  colors  once  agwn ; 
*  Scrojica,  meon  fellows. 
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Turn  face  to  face,  and  bloody  point  to  point ; 

Then,  ia  a  moment,  fortune  shall  cnJl  forth 

Out  of  one  Bide  her  happy  miuion. 

To  whom  in  favor  she  shall  give  the  day 

And  tiss  him  with  a  glorions  victory. 

How  like  yon  this  wild  coansel,  mighty  states? 

Smacks  it  not  something  of  the  policy  S 

-ffi  John.  Now,  by  the  sky  that  hangs  above  oar  heads, 
I  like  it  well.— France,  ishal!  we  knit  onr  powers 
And  lay  this  Angiers  even  with  the  ground; 
Then,  after,  fight  who  shall  be  king  of  it? 

Faul.  An  if  thou  hast  the  mettle  of  a  king,— 
Being  wrong'd,  as  we  are,  by  this  peevish  town, — 
Turn  thou  the  mouth  of  thy  artillery, 
As  we  will  ours,  against  these  saucy  walls; 
And  when  that  we  have  daah'd  them  to  the  ground, 
Wliy,  then  defy  each  other. 

K.  Phi.  Let  it  be  so. — Say,  where  will  yon  assault  ? 

X  John.  Wo  from  the  west  will  send  destruction 
Into  this  city's  bosom. 

Amt.  I  from  the  north. 

K.  Phi.  Our  thunder  from  the  south, 

Shall  rain  their  drift  of  bullets  on  thk  town. 

Faul.  [4sMe.]  O,  prudent  diaciplmel  From  north  to  south, 
Austria  and  France  shoot  in  each  other's  mouth ; 
I'll  stir  them  to  it, — Come,  away,  awayl 

1  Git.  Hear  us,  great  kings :  voiiohsafe  a  while  to  stay. 
And  I  shall  show  you  peace,  and  feir-fac'd  league ; 
Win  you  this  city  without  stroke,  or  wonnd ; 
Rescue  those  breathing  lives  to  die  in  beds. 
That  here  come  saerificea  for  the  field : 
Peraever  not,  but  hear  me,  mighty  kings. 

E.  John.  Speak  on,  with  fevor ;  we  are  bent  to  hear. 

Cit.  That  daughter  there  of  Spain,  the  lady  Blanch, 
la  near  to  England :— look  upon  the  years 
Of  Lewis  the  Dauphin,  and  that  lovely  maid, 
O,  two  such  silver  currents,  whea  they  join. 
Do  glorify  the  banks  that  bound  them  in ; 
And  two  such  shores  to  two  such  streams  made  one. 
Two  sueh  controlling  bounds  shall  you  be,  kings, 
To  these  two  princes,  if  you  marry  them. 
This  union  shall  do  more  than  battery  can 
To  our  fast-closed  gates ;  for,  at  this  match. 
With  swifter  spleen  than  powder  can  enforce. 
The  month  of  passage  shall  we  fling  wide  ope. 
And  give  you  entrance :  but  without  this  match, 
The  sea  enraged  is  not  half  bo  deaf. 
Lions  more  confident,  moantains  and  rocka 
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More  free  from  motion ;  no,  not  death  himself 
In  mortal  furj  half  bo  peremptory, 
As  we  to  keep  the  city. 

Faul.  Here's  a  stay, 

That  shakes  the  rotten  carcase  of  old  death 
Out  of  his  rags  I     Here's  a  large  month,  indeed, 
That  spits  forth  death  and  moimtains,  rocb  and  seas  \ 
Talks  as  familiarly  of  roaring  lions. 
As  maids  of  thirteen  do  of  puppy-dogs! 
What  cannoneer  father'd  this  lusty  hlood  ! 
He  speaks  plain  cannon, — fire  and  smoke  ond  honnce ; 
Ho  gives  the  bastinado  with  his  tongue ; 
Our  ears  are  cudgell'd ;  not  a  word  of  his. 
But  buffets  better  than  a  fist  of  France; 
Zounds !    I  was  never  so  hethumped  with  words. 
Since  I  first  called  my  brother's  father  dad. 

Eli.  Son,  list  to  this  conjunction,  make  this  match ; 
Give  with  our  niece  a  dowry  large  enough : 
For  by  this  knot  thou  shalt  so  surely  tie 
Thy  now  unBur'd  assurance  to  the  crown. 
That  yond'  green  boy  shall  have  no  sun  to  ripe 
The  bloom  that  promiseth  a  mighty  fruit. 
I  see  a  yielding  in  the  looks  of  France; 
Mark,  how  they  whisper:  urge  them  while  their  souls 
Are  capable  of  this  ambition. 
Lest  zeal,  now  melted  by  tlie  windy  breath 
Of  soft  petitions,  pity,  and  remorse, 
Cool  and  congeal  again  to  what  it  was. 

Git.  Why  answer  not  the  doable  m^esties 
This  friendly  treaty  of  our  threaten'd  town ! 

E.  Phi.  Speak  England  first,  that  hath  been  forward  first 
To  speak  unto  this  city :  what  say  you  3 

K.  John.  If  tliat  the  Dauphin  there,  thy  princely  son. 
Can  in  this  book  of  beauty  read,  "  I  love," 
Her  dowry  shall  weigh  equal  with  a  queen: 
For  Anjou,  and  fair  Tonraiae,  Maine,  Poictiers, 
And  all  that  we  upon  this  side  tlie  sea 
(Except  this  city  now  by  us  besieg'd) 
Find  liable  to  onr  crown  and  dignity. 
Shall  gild  her  bridal  bed ;  and  make  her  rich 
In  titles,  honors,  and  promotions. 
As  she  in  beanty,  education,  blood. 
Holds  hand  with  any  princess  of  the  world. 

K.  PM.  What  say'st  thou,  boy?  look  in  the  lady's  face. 

Lew.    I  do,  my  lord;  and  in  her  eye  I  find 
A  wonder,  or  a  wondrous  miracle. 
The  shadow  of  myself  form'd  in  her  eye ; 
Which,  being  hut  the  shadow  of  your  son. 
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Becomes  a  sun,  and  makes  youv  soa  a  shadow ; 
I  do  protest,  I  never  lov'd  myself, 
Till  now  infixed  I  beheld  myself 
Drawn  ia  the  flattering  table  of  her  eye. 

f  Whispers  with  Blakch, 
her  eye  I — 
Eang'd  in  the  frowning  wrinkle  of  her  brow  I — 
And  quarter'd  in  her  heart  1— he  doth  espy 
Himaelf  love's  trjutor : — this  ia  pity  now, 
That,  hang'd  and  drawn  and  quarter'd,  there  should  he. 
In  such  a  love,  so  vile  a  lont  as  he. 
£.  John.  "What  say  these  young  ones! — "What  say  you,  my 

BloTick.  That  she  is  honnd  in  honor  still  l«  do 
What  yoa  in  wisdom  still  vouchsafe  to  say. 

K.  John.  Speak  then,  prince  Dauphin ;  can  you  love  this  lady? 

lew.  Fay,  ask  me  if  I  can  retrain  from  love ; 
For  I  do  love  her  most  unfeignedly. 

if.  John.  Philip  of  France,  if  thou  be  pleas'd  withal, 
Command  thy  son  and  daughter  to  join  hands. 
_K.  rhi.  It  likes  ns  well. — Young  princes,  elosc  your  hands. 
Now,  citizens  of  Angiera,  ope  your  gates, 
IjCt  in  that  amity  which  you  have  made ; 
For  at  saint  Mary's  chMel  presently 
The  rites  of  marriage  snail  be  solemnized.— 
Is  not  the  lady  Constance  in  this  troop! 
I  know  she  is  not ;  for  this  match,  made  np. 
Her  presence  would  have  interrupted  much : 
Where  is  she  and  her  sou !  tell  me,  who  knows. 

LeiB.  She  ia  sad  and  passionate  at  your  highness'  tent. 

K.  Phi.  And,  by  my  faith,  this  league,  that  we  have  made, 
W  ill  pve  her  sadness  very  little  om-e. — 
Brother  of  England,  how  may  we  content 
This  widow  lady?     In  her  right  we  came; 
"Which  we,  heaven  knows,  have  tum'd  another  way, 
To  our  own  vantage. 

K.  John.  TVe  will  heal  up  all; 

For  we'll  create  young  Arthur  duke  of  Bretagne 
And  ear]  of  Richmond ;  and  thb  rich  fdr  town 
We  make  him  lord  of.— Call  the  lady  Constance; 
Some  speedy  messenger  hid  her  repair 
To  our  solemnity :— I  trust  we  shall, 
If  not  flll  up  the  measure  of  her  will, 
Yet  in  some  measure  satisfy  her  so, 
That  we  shall  stop  her  exclamation. 
Go  we,  as  weU  as  haste  will  suffer  us. 
To  this  unlook'd  for  unprepared  pomp, 

[Exeunt  all  &eeept  Fadlconbeidoe.     The  Citizens 
retire  from  the  koIU. 
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Faul.  Mail  world  1  mad  kings  1  mail  compoMtion  1 
John,  to  stop  Arthur's  title  in.  the  whole, 
Hath  willingly  departed  with  a  part ; 
And  Fraaoe,  (whose  armor  conscience  buckled  on, 
Whom  zeal  and  charity  broi^ht  to  the  field 
As  heaven's  own  soldier,)  rounded  in  the  ear 
"With  that  same  parpose-changer,  that  sly  devil ; 
That  broker,  that  still  breaks  the  pate  of  fate ; 
That  daily  break-vow ;  he  that  wins  of  all. 
Of  kings,  of  beggars,  old  men,  young  men;  maids, — 
That  smootb-feced  gentleman,  tickling  commodity, — 
Commodity,  the  bias  of  the  world ; 
This  all-changing  word, 
Clapp'd  on  the  outward  eye  of  fickle  France, 
Hath  drawn  him  from  his  own  determin'd  aid. 
From  a  resolv'd  and  honorable  war, 
To  a  most  base  and  vile-conclnded  peace, — 
And  why  rail  I  on  this  commodity  I 
But  for  because  he  hath  not  woo'd  me  yet : 
Not  that  I  have  the  power  to  clutch  my  hand, 
"When  hia  fair  angels  would  salute  my  polm ; 
But  for  my  hand,  as  unattempted  yet. 
Like  a  poor  beggar,  raileth  on  the  rich. 
"Well,  whiles  I  am  a  beggar,  I  will  rail. 
And  say,  There  is  no  sin,  but  to  be  rich ; 
And  being  rich,  my  virtue  then  shall  be, 
To  say.  There  is  no  vice,  but  beggary : 
Since  kings  break  faith  upon  commodity. 
Gain,  be  my  lord ;  for  I  wilt  worship  thee  1 


ACT  III.   . 

SCENE  I.— Franco.    The  Freudi  Kmg't  Teni. 
Eater  Conbtanob,  Aethue,  and  Sausbttbt, 
Comt.  Gone  to  be  married !  gone  to  swear  apeacel 
False  blood  to  false  blood  joined!    Gone  tobeiriendsl 
Shall  Lewis  have  Blanch,  and  Blanch  those  provinces? 
It  is  not  so ;  thou  hast  misspoke,  misheard ; 
I  do  not  believe  thee,  man ; 
I  have  a  king's  oath  to  the  central^. 
Thott  shalt  be  punished  for  thus  frightening  me, 
Tor  I  am  sick,  and  capable  of  fears ; 
Oppresa'd  with  wrongs,  and  therefore  full  of  fears ; 
A  widow,  huabandkss,  subject  to  fears ; 
A  woman  naturally  bom  to  fears. 
What  dost  thou  mean  by  shaking  of  thy  head  f 
Why  dost  thou  look  so  sadly  on  my  son? 
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What  meaDs  that  hand  npon  that  breast  of  thinel 
Why  holds  thine  eye  that  lamentable  rheum, 
Like  a  proud  river  peering  o'er  its  bonnds? 
Be  these  sad  signs  confinnera  of  thy  words? 
Then  speak  again, — not  all  thy  former  tale, 
Bat  this  one  word,  whether  thy  tale  be  true. 

Sal.  As  true,  as  I  believe  you  think  them  false, 
That  give  you  canse  to  prove  my  saving  true. 

Congt,  O,  if  thou  teach  me  to  bebeve  this  sorrow, 
Teach  thou  this  sorrow  how  to  make  me  die. 
Lewis  marry  Blanch !   O  boy,  then  where  art  thou  ? 
France  friend  with  Englandl  what  becomes  of  me! — 
Fellow,  be  gone ;  leannot  brook  thy  aght; 
This  news  hath  made  thee  a  most  ugly  man. 

Sal.  What  other  harm  have  I,  good  lady  done. 
But  spoke  the  harm  that  is  by  others  done  ? 

GoTtst.  'Which  harm  within  itself  so  hoinous  is, 
As  it  makes  harmful  all  that  speak  of  it. 

Arth.  I  do  beseech  yon,  madam,  be  content, 

OoTtsf.  If  thou,  that  hidd'st  me  bo  content,  wert  grim, 
Full  of  nnpleasing  blots  and  sightless  stains, 
Lame,  foolish,  crooked,  swart,  prodigious, 
Patch'd  with  foul  moles  and  eye-offending  marks, 
I  wonld  not  care,  I  then  would  be  content ; 
For  then  I  should  not  love  thee ;  no,  nor  thou 
Become  thy  great  birth,  nor  deserve  a  crown. 
But  thoa  art  fmr;  and  at  thy  birth,  dear  boy, 
Kature  and  Fortune  join'd  to  make  thee  great: 
Of  Nature's  gifts  thou  laay'st  with  IDies  boast. 
And  with  the  half-blown  rose :  but  Fortune,  O I 
She  is  corrupted,  cbang'd,  and  won  from  thee ; 
Slie  adulterates  hourly  with  thine  unde  John ; 
And  with  her  golden  hand  hath  pluck'd  on  France 
To  tread  down  fair  respect  of  sovereignty. 
Tell  me,  thou  fellow,  is  not  France  forsworn ! 
Envenom  him  with  words ;  or  get  thee  gone, 
And  leave  those  woes  alone,  which  I  alone 
Am  bound  to  under-bear. 

•Sail.  Pardon  me,  madam, 

I  may  not  go  without  you  to  the  kings, 

CoTist.  Thou  maj'at,  thou  shalt ;  I  will  not  go  with  thee : 
I  will  instruct  my  sorrows  to  he  proud ; 
For  grief  is  proud,  and  makes  his  owner  stoop. 
To  me,  and  to  the  state  of  my  great  grief. 
Let  kings  assemble ;  for  my  grief's  so  great. 
That  no  supporter  but  the  huge  firm  earth 
Can  hold  it  np ;  here  I  and  sorrows  sit ; 
Here  is  my  throne,  bid  kings  come  bow  to  it. 

[She  easts  herself  seated  on,  the  ground. 
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K.  Phi.  'Tia  true,  fair  daughter ;  and  this  blessed  day 
Ever  in  Prance  sball  be  kept  festival: 
To  solemnize  this  day  the  glorious  sun 
Stays  in  his  course,  and  plays  the  alchemist, 
Turning,  with  splendor  of  hia  precious  eye, 
The  meagre  cloddy  earth  to  glittering  gold ; 
The  yearly  course,  that  bringa  this  day  about, 
Shall  never  eee  it  but  a  holiday. 

GoTtaf,  IBMnff-l  A  wicked  day,  and  not  a  holy  dayl 
What  hath  this  day  doserv'd?  what  hath  it  done, 
That  it  in  golden  letters  should  be  set, 
Among  the  high  tides,  in  the  calendar  J 
Nay,  rather  turn  this  day  out  of  the  week, 
This  day  of  shame,  oppreasion,  perjury ; 
This  day,  all  things  begun  come  to  ill  end, — 
Yea,  faith  itself  to  hollow  &Jaehood  change  I 

K.  FM.  By  heaven,  lady,  you  shall  have  no  cause 
To  carse  the  feir  proceedings  of  this  day : 
Have  I  not  pawn'd  to  you  my  mqesty? 

Const.  You  fiave  beguiled  me  with  a  counterfeit, 
Eesembling  mfljeaty ;  which,  being  touch 'd  and  tried, 
Proves  valueless :  you  are  forsworn,  forsworn ; 
You  eame  in  arms  to  spill  mine  enemies'  blood, 
But  now  in  anas  you  strengthen  it  with  yours: 
The  grappling  vigor  and  rough  frown  of  war 
Is  cold  in  amity  and  painted  peace, 
And  our  oppression  hath  made  up  this  league. — 
Arm,  arm,  you  heavens,  against  these  peijur'd  kings! 
A  widow  cries :  be  hnsbimd  to  me,  heavens  I 
Let  not  the  hours  of  this  ungodly  day 
Wear  out  the  day  in  peace ;  hut,  ere  sunset, 
Sot  arm6d  discord  'twist  these  perjur'd  kings  1 
Hear  me  1  0,  hear  me  I 

jltMt.  Lady  Constance,  peace ! 

Const.  "Warl  warl  no  peace!  peace  is  to  me  a  war. 
O,  LymogesI    O,  Austrial  thou  dost  shame 
That' hloody  spoil ;  thou  slave,  thou  wretch,  thou  coward ! 
Thou  little  vahant,  great  in  vill^oy ! 
Thou  ever  strong  upon  the  stronger  side ! 
Thou  Fortune's  champion,  that  dost  never  fight 
But  when  her  humorous  ladyship  is  hy 
To  teach  tliee  safety !    Thou  cold-blooded  slave. 
Hast  thou  not  spoke  like  thunder  on  my  ade  i 
Been  sworn  my  soldier!  bidding  me  depend 
Upon  tliy  stars,  thy  forture,  acd  thy  strength  ? 
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And  dost  thou  now  fall  over  to  my  foes  I 
Thoa  wear  a  iion'a  hide  I  doff  it  for  shame, 
And  hang  a  oftif 'a-skm  on  those  recreant  limbs. 

Aw»t.  0,  that  a  man  should  speak  those  woi'ds  to  mel 

I'wal.  And  hang  a  calf's-akin  on  those  recreant  limhs. 

Aiigt.  Thou  dar'st  not  say  so,  villain,  for  thy  life. 

Faul.  And  hang  a  caK's-skin  on  those  recreant  iimhi, 

K.Jehn.  We  like  not  this;  thou  dost  forget  thyself. 

K.  Phi.  Hei'e  oomes  the  holy  legate  of  the  pope. 
Enter  Panduuti. 

Fand.  Hail,  yon  anointed  depnties  of  heaven ! 
To  thee,  King  John,  my  holy  errand  is, 
I  Pandulph,  of  fair  Milan  cardinal. 
And  from  Pope  Innocent  the  legate  here, 
Bo  in  his  name  religiously  demand, 
'Wiij  thou  gainst  the  church,  oar  holy  motlier, 
So  wilfally  doat  spurn ;  and,  force  perforce, 
Keep  Stephen  Langton,  chosen  archbishop 
Of  Oanterbury,  from  that  holy  Bee  f 
Thia,  in  onr  'foresaid  holy  father's  name. 
Pope  Imioeent,  I  do  demand  of  thee. 

K.  John.  What  earthly  name  to  interrogatories 
Can  task  the  free  breath  of  a  sacred  king ! 
Thou  canst  not,  cardinal,  devise  a  name 
So  slight,  unworthy,  and  ridiculous. 
To  charge  me  to  an  answer,  as  the  pope. 
Tell  him  this  tale ;  and  from  the  mouth  of  England, 
Add  thus  much  more, — that  no  Italian  priest 
Shall  tithe  or  toll  in  our  dominions ; 
But,  as  we  under  heaven  are  supreme  head. 
So,  under  Him,  that  great  supremacy, 
Where  we  do  reign,  we  will  alone  uphold. 
Without  th'  assistance  of  a  mortal  hand; 
So  tell  the  pope ;  ali  reverence  set  apart 
To  him,  and  his  usurp'd  authority, 

IC.  Phi.  Brother  of  England,  you  blaspheme  in  this. 

K.John.  Though  yon,  and  all  the  kings  of  Christendom, 
Are  fed  ao  grossly  hy  this  meddling  priest. 
Dreading  the  corse  that  money  may  buy  out ; 
And,  by  the  merit  of  vile  gold,  dross,  dust, 
Purchase  corrupted  pardon  of  a  man. 
Who,  in  that  sale,  sells  pardon  from  himself; 
Though  you  and  all  the  rest,  so  grossly  led. 
This  juggling  witchcraft  with  revenue  cherish ; 
Yet  I,  ione,  alone  do  me  oppose 
Against  the  pope,  and  count  his  friends  my  foes. 

Pand.  Th*n,  by  the  lawful  power  that  I  have, 
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Thou  shall  stand  curs'd  and  eKcommunieate : 
And  hleused  shall  he  be  that  doth  revolt 
From  his  allegiance  to  a  heretic ; 
And  meritorious  shall  that  hand  he  call'd, 
Canonized,  and  worshipp'd  as  a  saint, 
That  takes  away  by  any  secret  course 
Thy  hateful  life. 

Comt.  O,  lawful  let  it  he 

That  I  have  room  with  Borne  to  curse  awhile ! 
Good  father  cardinal,  cry  thou  amen 
To  my  keen  curses;  for,  without  my  wrong. 
There  is  no  tongue  hath  power  to  curae  him  right. 
Pand.  There's  law  and  warrant,  lady,  for  my  curse. 
Cmat.  And  for  mine  t«o :  when  law  can  do  no  right, 
Let  it  he  lawful  that  law  bar  no  wrong ; 
Law  cannot  give  my  child  his  kingdom  here ; 
For  he  that  holds  his  kingdom  holds  the  law  : 
Therefore,  since  law  itself  is  perfect  wrong, 
How  can  the  law  forbid  my  tongue  to  curse  ? 
Paiid.  Philip  of  France,  on  peril  of  a  curse, 
Let  go  the  hand  of  that  arch-heretic ; 
And  raise  the  power  of  France  upon  his  head. 
Unless  he  do  submit  himself  to  Kome. 
Eli.  Look'st  thou  pale,  France  f  do  not  let  go  thy  hand. 
Aii»L  Kii^  Philip,  listen  to  the  eai-dinal. 
Faul.  And  hang  a  calf 's-skin  on  his  recreant  hmhs. 
Atat.  Weil,  i-nfBan,  I  must  pocket  up  these  wrongs, 
K.  John.  Philip,  what  say'st  thon  to  the  cardinal? 
K.  Phi.  Good  reverend  father,  make  my  person  yours, 
And  tell  me  how  you  would  bestow  yourself. 
This  royal  hand  and  mine  are  newly  knit, 
And  shall  these  hands,  so  lately  pnrg'd  of  blood. 
So  newly  join'd  in  love,  so  strong  in  both. 
Unyoke  this  seizure  and  this  kind  regret? 
O,  holy  sir. 

My  reverend  father,  let  it  not  be  so ! 
Out  of  your  grace,  devise,  ordajn,  impose 
Some  gentle  order ;  and  then  we  shall  he  Uess'd 
To  do  year  pleasnre,  and  continue  friends. 

Pand.  All  form  is  formless,  order  orderless. 
Save  what  is  opposite  to  Enf^and's  love. 
Therefore,  to  arms !  he  champion  of  our  cliurch! 
Or  let  the  church,  our  mother,  breathe  her  curse, — 
A  mother's  curse,— on  her  revolting  son. 
France,  thou  may'st  hold  a  serpent  by  the  tongue, 
A  chafed  lion  hy  the  mortal  paw, 
A  fasting  tiger  safer  by  the  tooth, 
Than  keep  in  -eace  that  hand  which  thou  dost  hold. 
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K,  Phi.  I  may  disjoin  mj  hand,  bat  not  my  faith. 

Pand.  So  mak'st  thou  t'aitli  an  enemy  to  faitb : 
Oj  let  thy  TOW 

First  made  to  heaven,  fii-st  he  to  heaven  perform'd, — 
Uut,  if  not,  then  know, 
The  peril  of  our  curses  light  on  thee, 
So  heavy,  as  thou  shalt  not  shake  them  off, 
But  in  deap«r  die  under  tlieir  black  weight. 

Ayit.  Eehellion,  llat  rebellion! 

Paul.  Will't  not  he  I 

"Will  not  a  calf  s-skin  stop  that  moutli  of  thine  ? 

Lew.  Father,  to  ai'm^^ ! 

Blanch.  Upon  thy  wedding  day? 

Against  the  blood  that  thou  hast  married  ? 
O  husband,  hear  me  1  even  for  that  name. 
Which  till  thia  time  my  tongne  did  ne'er  prononnce. 
Upon  my  knee  I  beg,  go  not  to  arms 
Against  mine  uncle. 

Uonnt.  0,  apon  my  knee, 

Made  hard  with  kneeling,  I  do  pray  to  thee, 
Thou  virtuous  Dauphin,  ijter  not  the,doom 
Tore-thought  by  heaven. 

Blanch.  Now  shaU  I  see  thy  love:  ivhat  motive  may 
Be  stronger  with  thee  than  the  name  of  wife? 

C<m4t.  That  which  upholdcth  him  that  thee  upholds, 
His  honor; — 0,  thine  bonor,  Lewis,  thine  honor! 

Lew.  I  muse  your  majesty  doth  seem  so  cold, 
When  such  profound  respeota  do  pull  you  on. 

Pand.  I  will  denounce  a  curse  upon  his  head, 

K.  Phi.  Thou  shalt  not  need.— England,  I'll  fal!  from  thee. 

Congt.  0,  ftur  return  of  banish'd  m^estyl 

Mi.  O,  foul  revolt  of  French  inconstancy ! 

K.  John.  France,  thou  slialt  rne  this  hour  witliin  this  hour. 
Cousin,  go  draw  our  puissance  together. — 

[Exit  FiCLCOKBIilDCE. 

France,  I  am  buni'd  up  with  inflaming  wrath ; 
A  rage  whose  heat  hath  this  condition, 
Tliat  nothing  can  allay,  nothing  but  blood. 
The  blood,  and  dearest  valn'd  blood  of  France. 

K.  Phi.  Thy  rage  shall  burn  thee  np,  and  thou  sbait  turn 
To  ashes,  ere  our  blood  shall  quench  that  Are  : 
Look  to  thyself,  thou  art  in  jeopardy. 

K.  John.  No  more  than  he  that  threats.— To  arms  let's  hie! 
[Exevnt. 
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SCENE  II.— France.    riain»  near  Angiers. 
Alarums;   Exeuruom.     Enter  Fauxcokbeidoe  vtith  ATOTMA'a 

Faul.  Sow,  by  my  life,  this  day  grows  wondrona  hot ; 
Some  airy  devil  hovers  ia  the  sky, 
And  pom-B  down  mischief.     Austria's  head,  ]io  there, 
While  Philip  hreathes. 

Eater  Kraa  Jock,  Agtiicr,  and  Hcbekt, 

K.  John.  Hubert,  keep  this  hoy.— Philip,  make  up : 
My  mother  is  assailed  ia  onr  tent, 
And  ta^eD,  I  fear. 

Eaul.  My  lord,  I  rescued  her; 

Iter  highness  is  in  safety,  fear  you  not; 
But  on,  my  li^e ;  for  very  little  paina 
Will  briag  this  labor  to  a  happy  end.  [Eceunf. 

SCENE  HI.— TAfi  Same. 

Alaruim;   Ea:ur»iom;   Retreat.     Enter  KiHo  Jons,  Elinor, 
AiiTncE,  Fahloonbhidge,  Hubket,  and  Lords. 

K.John.  [K*  EiJSOR.]  So  shall  it  he;  your  grace  shall  stay 
behind, 
So  strongly  guarded.— [Tb  Abthue,]  Cousin,  look  not  sad ; 
Thy  graudam  loves  thee  ;  and  thy  uncle  will 
As  dear  be  to  thee  as  thy  father  was, 

Arth.  O,  this  will  make  my  mother  die  with  grief  I 

E.  John.  \To  Eacl.]  Cousin,  away  for  England ;  haste  before : 
And,  ere  our  coming,  see  thou  shake  the  bags 
Of  hoarding  abbots ;  imprisoned  angels 
Set  at  liberty ;  the  fat  ribs  of  peace 
Must  by  the  hungry  now  be  fed  upon : 
Use  our  commission  in  its  utmost  force, 

Faal.  Bell,  hook,  and  caudle  shall  not  drive  me  back, 
When  gold  and  silver  becks  me  to  come  on. 
I   leave  your  highness. — Grandam,  I  will  pray 
(If  ever  I  remember  to  be  holy,) 
For  your  fair  safety ;  so  I  kiss  your  hand. 

Eli.  Farewell,  gentle  cousin. 

K.  John.  Coz,  farewell. 

[Exit  FArLCOBBEineE. 

Eli.  Come  hitiior,  little  kinsman ;  hark,  a  word. 

{She  taJses  Abthue  aside. 

K.  John.  Come  hither,  Hubert.     0  my  gentle  Hubert, 
We  0W3  tbce  much  ;  within  this  w.ill  of  flesh 
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There  is  it  soul  counts  thee  her  creditor, 
And  with  advantage  means  to  pay  thy  love : 
And,  my  good  friend,  thy  voluntary  oath 
Lives  in  this  bosom,  dearly  cherished. 
Givo  rao  thy  hand.     I  had  a  thing  to  say, — 
But  I  win  fit  it  with  some  hetter  time, 
By  hoavon,  Hubert,  I  am  almost  asham'd 
To  say  what  good  respect  I  have  of  thee. 

JTvh.  I  am  much  bounden  to  your  mi^esty. 

K.  John.  Good  friend,  thou  hast  no  cause  to-say  so  yel 
But  tho  shfllt  have ;  and  creep  time  ne'er  so  slow, 
Yet  it  ushall  come  for  me  to  do  thee  good. 
I  hod  a  thing  to  say, — but  let  it  go  : 
The  sun  is  in  the  heaven,  and  the  proud  day, 
Attended  with  the  pleasures  of  the  world, 
Is  all  too  wanton,  and  too  full  of  gawds. 
To  give  me  audience : — if  the  midnight  bell 
Did,  with  his  iron  tongue  and  brazen  month, 
Sound  one  into  the  drowsy  ear  of  night ; 
If  this  same  were  a  churchyard  where  we  stand, 
And  thou  possessed  with  a  thousand  wrongs; 
Or  if  that  surly  spirit,  melancholy. 
Had  bak'd  thy  blood,  and  made  it  heavy,  thick ; 
(Which  else  mna  tickling  up  and  down  the  veins, 
Making  that  idiot,  laughter,  keep  men's  eyes, 
And  strain  their  cheeks  to  idle  merriment, — 
A  passion  hateful  to  my  purposes,) 
Or  if  that  thou  conld'st  see  me  without  eyes. 
Hear  me  without  thine  ears,  and  make  reply 
Without  a  tongue,  using  conceit  alone, 
Without  eyes,  ears,  and  harmful  sound  of  words; 
Then,  in  despite  of  brooded  watohful  day, 
I  would  into  thy  bosom  pour  my  thoughts : 
But  ah,  I  will  not : — yet  I  love  thee  well ; 
And,  by  my  troth,  I  think  thou  lov'st  me  well. 

Sub.  So  woll,  that  what  you  bid  me  undertake. 
Though  that  my  death  were  adjunct  to  my  act, 
By  heaven,  I  would  do  it. 

£'.  John.  Do  not  I  know  thou  would'st! 

Good  Hubert,  Hubert,  Hubert,  throw  thine  eye 
On  jond'  youi^  boy:  I'll  tell  thee  what,  my  friend, 
He  is  a  very  serpent  in  my  way ; 
And  wheresoe'er  this  foot  of  mine  doth  tread. 
He  lies  before  me :— dost  thou  understand  mo? 
Thou  art  his  keeper, 

Hal.  And  I'll  keep  him  so, 

That  he  shall  not  offend  your  m^esty. 

if.  John.  Death. 
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HuK  Uy  lord  ? 

K.  John.  A  grave. 

Suh.  He  shall  not 

K.  John. 
I  could  bo  merrj  now,    Iliibert,  I  lovo  thee ; 
Well,  I'll  not  Bay  what  I  intend  for  thee: 
Eemember.— Madam,  fare  jou  well: 
I'll  Bond  tLoae  powers  o'er  tu  your  m^esty. 

Mi.  My  blessing  go  Trith  thee  I 

K.  John.  For  Englan 

Hubert  shall  be  your  man,  attend  on  you 
With  all  true  dnty.^On  toward  Calais,  lio! 


SCENE  IV.— France.     The  FreneJi  King's  Tent. 
Enter  Krao  Philip,  Lewis,  PAancLPji,  and  Attendants, 

K.  Phi.  So,  by  a  roaring  tempest  on  the  flood, 
A  wliole  armado  of  convicted  sail 
la  scatter'd,  and  di^oin'd  from  fellowship. 

Fund.  Courage  and  comforti  all  shall  yet  go  well, 

X.  Phi.  What  can  go  well,  when  we  have  ran  so  ill  1 
Are  we  not  beaten  f    Is  not  Anders  lost ! 
Arthur  ta'en  prisoner !  divers  .dear  friends  slain  S 
And  bloody  England  into  England  gone, 
O'erbearing  interruption,  spite  of  Prance  f 

Lew.  What  he  hath  won,  that  hath  he  fortified : 
So  hot  a  speed  with  snch  advice  dispos'd. 
Such  temperate  order  in  so  fierce  a  cause. 
Doth  want  example :   who  hath  read,  or  heard, 
Of  any  kindred  action  like  to  this  3 

E.PM.  Well  couldlbearthatEngland  had  this  praise, 
So  we  could  find  sonft  pattern  of  our  shame. — 
Look,  who  comes  here  I  a  grave  unto  a  soul ; 
Holding  th'  eternal  spirit,  against  her  wUl, 
Itt  the  vile  prison  of  afflicted  breath. — 

Enter  Oobstancb. 
I  pr'ytheo,  lady,  go  away  with  me. 

(hmt.  Lo,  now  I  now  see  the  issue  of  your  peace  1 

K.  Phi.  Patience,  good  lady !  comfort,  gentle  Constance  I 

Cim»t.  No,  I  defy  tdl  counsel,  all  redress, 
But  that  which  ends  all  counsel,  true  redress, 
Death,  death  r — 0,  amiable  lovely  death  I 
Arise  forth  from  liie  couch  of  lasting  night. 
Thou  bate  and  terror  to  prosperity. 
And  I  win  kiss  tiy  detestable  bones; 
Come,  grin  on  me ;  and  I  wUl  think  thou  smil'st, 
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And  buss  thee  b3  thy  wife !    Misei7's  love, 

K.  Phi.  0,  fair  afRiction,  peaeel 

Comt.  No,  no,  I  will  not,  having  breath  to  cry : — 
O,  that  my  tongue  were  in  the  thunder's  month  1 
Tlien  with  a  passion  would  I  shake  the  world ; 
And  rouse  from  sleep  that  fell  anatomy, 
Which  cannot  hear  a  lady's  feeble  voice, 
Which  Boorns  a  modern  invocation. 

Pand.  Lady,  you  utt«r  raadoesa,  and  not  sorrow. 

Conat,  Thou  art  not  holy  to  belie  me  so ; 
I  am  not  mad :  this  htur  I  tear  is  mine ; 
My  name  is  Constance ;  I  was  Geffrey's  wife ; 
Young  Arthur  is  my  son,  and  he  is  lost : 
I  am  not  mad ; — I  would  to  heaven  I  were ! 
For  then  'tis  like  I  should  forget  myself : 
O,  if  I  could,  what  grief  should  I  forgetl — 
Preach  some  philosophy  to  make  mo  mad, 
And  thou  shalt  be  canoniz'd,  cardinal ; 
If  I  were  mad,  I  should  forget  niysou, 
I  am  not  mad ;  too  well,  too  well  I  feel 
The  different  plague  of  each  calamity. 

K.  Phi.  Bind  up  those  tresses. 

Const.  Yes,  that  I  will ;  and  wherefore  will  I  Oo  it  ? 
I  tore  them  from  their  bonds,  and  cried  aloud, 
"  O,  that  these  hands  could  so  redeem  my  son  : 
As  they  have  given  these  liairs  their  libertyl" 
But  now,  I  envy  at  their  hberty, 
And  will  again  commit  them  to  their  bonds, 
Because  my  poor  child  is  a  prisoner, — 
And,  father  cardinal,  I  have  heard  yon  say 
Tbat  we  shall  see  and  know  our  friends  in  heaven : 
If  that  be  true,  I  shall  see  my  hoy  again ; 
For,  since  the  birth  of  Cain,  the  first  male  child. 
To  him  that  did  but  yesterday  suspire, 
There  was  not  such  a  gracious  creature  horn. 
But  now  will  canker  sorrow  eat  my  bad. 
And  chase  the  native  beauty  from  his  cheek, 
And  he  will  look  as  hollow  as  a  ghost, 
As  dim  and  meagre  as  an  ague's  fit; 
And  so  he'll  die ;   and,  rising  so  again. 
When  I  shall  meet  him  in  the  court  of  heaven 
I  shall  not  know  him;   therefore  never,  never 
Must  I  behold  my  pretty  Arthur  more. 

Pand.  Yon  hold  too  heinous  a  respect  of  grief. 
Const.  He  talks  to  me,  that  never  had  a  son. 
K-  Phi.  You  are  as  foud  of  grief,  as  of  your  child. 
Comt.  Grief  fills  the  room  up  of  my  absent  child, : 
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Lies  in  his  bed,  walks  np  and  down  with  me, 
Puta  on  Ilia  pretty  looks,  repeats  his  words, 
Eemeniboi's  me  of  all  his  gracious  parts, 
Stuffs  out  his  vacant  garments  with  his  form ; 
Then,  have  I  reason  to  be  fond  of  grief. 
Fare  yon  well :  had  you  such  a  loss  as  I, 
I  eould  give  better  comfort  than  joo  do. — 
I  will  not  keep  this  form  upon  my  head, 

\3'earing  off  her  head-dress, 
Wlen  thoro  is  such  disorder  in  my  wit. 
O  Lord  1  my  boy,  ray  Arthur,  my  fair  son  I 
My  life,  my  joy,  my  food,  my  all  the  world ! 
My  widow-eomfort,  and  my  sorrow's  cure !  [Hxit, 

K.  Phi.  I  fear  some  ontrage,  and  I'll  follow  her.  {Exit. 

Lew.  There's  nothing  in  this  world  can  make  me  joy : 
Life  is  as  tedious  as  a  twice-told  tale, 
Vexing  the  dull  ear  of  a  drowsy  man ; 
And  bitter  shame  hath  spoil'd  the  sweet  world's  taste. 
That  it  yields  naught  but  shame  and  bitterness. 

Pand.  Before  the  curing  of  a  strong  disease. 
Even  in  the  instant  of  repair  and  health. 
The  flt  is  strongest ;   evils  that  take  leave, 
On  their  departure  most  of  all  show  evil. 
What  have  yon  lost  by  losing  of  this  day ! 

Lew.  All  days  of  glory,  joy,  and  happiness, 

Paiid.  If  you  had  won  it,  certainly  you  had. 
No,  no;  when  Fortune  means  to  men  most  good, 
She  looks  upon  them  with  a  threatening  eye, 
'Tis  strange  to  think  how  much  king  John  hath  lost 
In  this  which  he  acconnts  so  clearly  won. 
Are  you  not  grlev'd  that  Arthur  is  his  prisoner! 

LmB.  As  heartily  as  he  is  glad  he  hath  him. 

Pand.  Your  mind  is  all  as  youthful  as  your  blood. 
Now  hear  me  speak  with  a  prophetio  spirit: 
John  hath  seiz'd  Arthur;  and  it  cannot  be, 
That,  whiles  warm  life  plays  in  that  infant's  veins, 
The  misplac'd  John  should  entertam  an  hour, 
One  minute,  nay,  one  quiet  breath  of  rest. 
A  sceptre  snateh'd  with  an  unruly  hand, 
Must  be  as  boisterously  maintain'd  as  gain'd ; 
And  ho  that  stands  upon  a  slippery  place, 
Makes  nice  of  no  vile  hold  to  stay  him  up : 
That  John  may  stand,  then  Arthur  needs  must  fail ; 
So  be  it,  for  it  cannot  be  but  so. 

Lew.  But  what  shall  I  gain  by  young  Arthur's  fallt 

Pand.  You,  in  the  right  of  lady  Blanch  your  wife, 
May  then  make  all  the  claim  that  Arthur  did. 

Lew.  And  lose  it,  life  and  all,  as  Arthur  did. 
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Fan^,  How  green  joa  are,  and  fresh  in  tliis  old  world  1 
John  lays  yon  plots;    the  times  conspire  with  yon, 

Xew.  May  be,  he  will  not  touch  young  Arthur's  life, 
But  hold  himself  safe  in  his  prisonment. 

Pand.  O,  sir,  when  he  shall  hear  of  your  approoch, 
If  that  young  Arthur  be  not  gone  already. 
Even  at  that  news  he  dies ;    and  then  the  hearts 
Of  all  his  people  shall  revolt  from  him. 
(Jo  with  me  to  the  king :    'tis  wonderful 
What  may  he  wronght  out  of  their  discontent, 
Kow  that  their  souls  ore  topfnil  of  offence : 
For  England  go :— I  will  whet  on  the  king. 

Lew.  Strong  reasons  make  strange  actions:   Jet  us  go: 
If  ytfu  say  ay,  the  king  will  not  say  no.  yEsei 


SCENE  I.— Northampton.    A  Hoom  in  fJte  CaUle. 
Ent&-  HcEBET  and  two  Attendants, 

Hub.  Heat  me  these  irons  hot ;  and  look  thou  stand 
'Within  the  arras:  when  f  strike  my  foot 
Upon  the  bosom  of  the  gronnd,  rush  forth. 
And  hind  the  boy,  which  you  shall  find  with  me, 
Fast  to  the  chair :  be  heeiiil :  £ence,  and  watch. 

1  Attend.  I  hope  your  warrant  will  bear  ont  the  deed. 

Ituh.  Uncleanly  scruples  I  fear  not  you:  look  to' t. — 

[Ereunt  Attendants. 
Young  lad,  come  forth ;  I  have  to  eay  with  you. 
Enter  Aetucb. 

Artli.  Good  morrow,  Enbert. 

Hub.  Good  morrow,  little  prince. 

ArtJi.  As  little  prince  (having  so  great  a  title 
To  he  more  iirince,)  as  may  be. — Yon  are  sad. 

Miib.  Indeed,  I  have  been  merrier, 

Arth.  Mercy  on  me  1 

Methinks  nobody  should  be  sad  but  I; 
Yet,  I  remember,  when  I  was  in  France, 
Young  gentlemen  would  be  as  sad  as  night, 
Only  for  wantonness.    By  my  Christendom, 
So  I  were  out  of  prison,  and  kept  sheep, 
I  should  he  as  merry  as  the  day  is  long ; 
And  so  I  would  bo  here,  but  that  1  doubt 
My  uncle  practises  more  harm  to  me : 
Ho  is  afraid  of  me,  and  I  of  him ; 
2» 
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Is  it  my  fault  that  I  was  Geffrey's  boh  ? 

No,  indeed,  is't  not ;  and  I  would  to  heayen 

I  were  your  son,  so  jon  would  lore  me,  Hubert. 

Huh  [AHde.'\  If  I  talk  to  him,  with  his  innocent  prata 
He  will  awake  my  mercy,  which  lies  dead: 
Therefoi-e  I  will  he  sudden,  and  despatch. 

Arth.  Areyott  Kct,  Hubert?  yoa  look  pale  to-day: 
In  sooth,  I  would  you  were  a  little  sick, 
That  1  might  sit  all  night,  and  watch  with  you ; 
I  warrant,  I  love  you  more  than,  you  do  me. 

Hah.  \_Aaide.]  His  words  do  taie  possession  of  my  bosom.— 
Read  here,  young  Arthur.  [S/utmng  a  paper 

\ Aside.]  How  now,  foolish  rheum  1 

1  must  be  brief,  leat  resolutiott  drop 
Out  at  mine  eyes  in.  tender  womanish  tears.— 
Can  you  not  read  it  ?  is  it  not  &ir  writ  1 

Arl/i.  Too  fiurly,  Hubert,  for  so  foul  effect ; 
Must  yon  with  hot  irons  burn  out  both  mine  ejcsf 

Muh.  Young  boy,  I  mast. 

Arth.  And  will  you  1 

Hub.  And  I  will. 

Artk.  Have  you  the  heart  ?  _  "When  your  head  did  but  ache, 
I  knit  my  handkerchief  about  your  browa, 
(The  best  I  had,  a  princess  wrought  it  me,) 
And  I  did  never  ask  it  you  again ; 
And  with  my  hand  at  midnight  held  your  head ; 
And,  like  the  watchful  minutes  to  the  hour, 
Stai  and  anoa  cheer'd  up  the  heavy  time. 
Saying,  "  What  lack  you !  "  and,  "Where  lies  yonr  grief  f ' 
Or,  "What  good  love  may  I  perform  for  yon?" 
Many  a  poor  man's  son  would  have  lain  still, 
And  ne'er  have  spoke  a  loving  word  to  you ; 
But  you  at  your  sick  serv.ice  had  a  prince. 
Nay,  you  may  think  my  love  was  crafty  love, 
And  call  it  cunning :— do,  an  if  yon  will : 
If  heaven  he  pleas'd  that  you  must  use  me  ill. 
Why,  then  you  must. — Will  you  put  out  mine  eyes? 
These  eyes  tliat  never  did,  nor  never  shall 
So  much  as  frown  on.  you? 

Huh.  I  have  sworn  to  do  it; 

And  with  hot  irons  must  I  burn  them  ont. 

Arth.  An  if  an  angel  should  have  come  to  me, 
And  told  me  Hubert  should  put  out  mine  eyes, 
I  would  not  have  believ'd  him, — no  tongue  but  Hubert's. 

Hub.  {Stamps.]  Come  forth. 

Eo-enier  Attendants,  xdili  cord,  irons,  &a. 
Do  as  I  bid  you  do. 
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Arth.  0 1  save  me,  Hubert,  save  me !  my  eyes  are  ont 
Even  with  the  fierce  looks  of  these  hloody  men, 

Sub.  Give  me  the  iron,  I  say,  and  bind  hhn  here. 

AHA.  Alas  I  what  need  you  be  80  hoisterons-roiighf 
I  will  not  struggle,  I  will  stand  stone-still. 
For  hearen's  sake,  Hubert,  let  me  not  be  bound  1 
Nay,  hear  me,  Hubert  I — drive  these  men  away. 
And  I  wiU  sit  as  quiet  as  a  lamb : 
I  will  not  stir,  nor  wince,  nor  speak  a  word, 
Nor  look  upon  the  iron  angerly : 
Thnist  but  these  men  away,  and  I'll  forgivD  yon. 
Whatever  torment  yon  do  put  me  to. 

BmJ.  Go,  'stacd  within ;  let  mo  alone  with  him. 

1  Attend.  I  am  best  pleased  to  be  from  such  a  deed, 

^Exeunt  Attendants. 

Arth.  Alas  1    I  then  have  chid  away  my  friend : 
He  hath  a  stem  look,  but  a  gentle  heart ; — 
Let  him  come  back,  that  his  compassion  may 
Give  life  to  yours. 

Mui.  Come,  boy,  prepare  yourself. 

Arth.  Is  tliere  tio  remedy  f 

Huh.  None,  but  to  Jose  your  eyes. 

Arth.  O  heaven  I— that  there  were  but  a  mote  in  yours, 
A  grain,  a  dust,  a  gnat,  a  wandering  hair, 
Any  annoyance  in  that  ptLeoious  sense  I 
Then,  feeling  what  small  things  are  boisterous  there, 
Your  vile  intent  must  needs  seem  horrible.    . 

Svh.  Is  this  your  promise?  go  to,  hold  your  tongue. 

Arth.  Hubert,  the  utterance  of  a  braee  of  tongues 
Must  needs  want  pleading  for  a  pair  of  eyes : 
Let  me  not  hold  my  tongue, — let  me  not,  Hubert ; 
Or,  Hubert,  if  you  will,  cut  out  my  tongue. 
So  I  may  keep  mine  eyes :  0,  spare  mine  eyes. 
Though  to  no  use  bnt  still  to  look  on  you! — 
Lo  I  by  my  troth,  the  instrument  is  cold, 
And  would  not  harm  me. . 

Sul.  1  can  heat  it,  boy. 

Arth.  Ko,  in  good  sooth ;  the  Are  is  dead  with  grief; 
The  breath  of  heaven  Lath  blown  his  spirit  out, 
And  strew'd  repentant  ashes  on  his  head. 

Sub.  Bnt  with  my  breath  I  can  revive  it,  boy. 

Arth.  And  if  you  do,  you  will  but  make  it  blush. 
And  glow  with  shame  of  your  proceedings,  Hubert. 

Mub.  1  will  not  touch  thine  eyes 
For  all  the  treasure  that  thine  nncle  owes. 

ArtA.  0,  now  you  look  like  Hubert !  all  this  while 
Ton  were  disguised. 

S«!i.        "      "        Teacc !  no  more.    Adieu. 
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Your  uncle  mast  not  know  bat  yon  are  dead ; 
I'lriill  tliese  dogged  spies  with  false  repoi'ts: 
And,  pretty  cMld,  sleep  dQubtleBs  and  secure, 
That  Hubert  for  the  wealth  of  all  the  world 
Will  not  offend  thee. 

AHk,  O  heaven! — I  thank  you,  Iluhert. 

Hub.  Silence!  no  more;  go  closely  in  with  me: 
Much  danger  do  I  undergo  for  thee.  [Exeunt, 

BCESE  II.— NoitlianiptoQ,    A  Boom  of  State  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Kms  Jons,  crowned ;  Pbmhhokb,  Sausbtiet,  and  other 
Lords.     The  £ing  takm  Ms  ulaie. 

K.  John.  Here  once  again  we  sit,  once  again  crown'd, 
And  look'd  upon,  I  hope,  with  cheerful  eyes. 

Pern.  This  "once  again,"  hot  that  your  highne^  plCM'd, 
Was  once  superfluona :  you  were  crown'd  before, 
And  that  high  royalty  was  ne'er  pluck'd  off; 
The  faiths  of  men  ne'er  stained  with  revolt ; 
Fresh  expectation  troahlcd  not  the  land, 
"With  any  long'd-for  change,  or  better  state. 

Sal,  Therefore,  to  be  possess'd  with,  double  pomp, 
To  guard  a  title  liat  was  rich  hefore. 
To  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  tie  lily, 
To  throw  a  perfume  on  the  violet, 
To  smooth  the  ice,  or  add  another  hue 
Unto  the  rainbow,  or  with  taper-light 
To  seek  the  beauteous  eye  of  heaven  to  garnish. 
Is  wasteful,  and  ridiculous  excess. 

Fern.  Bnt  that  your  royal  pleasure  must  be  done, 
This  act  ia  aa  an  ancient  tale  new  told; 
And  in  the  last  repeating  troublesome. 
Being  ui^ed  at  a  time  unseasonable. 

Sm,  In  this,  the  ^tique  and  well-noted  liice 
Of  plain  old  form  is  much  disfigured; . 
And,  like  a  shifted  wind  unto  a,  sail, 
It  makes  the  course  of  thoughts  to  fetch  about; 
Startles  and  flights  consideration ; 
Hakes  souud  opinion  sick,  and  truth  suspected. 
For  putting  on  so  ne*  a  fashion'd  robe. 

Pem.  When  workmen  strive  to  do  better  than  well, 
Tliey  do  confound  their  skill  in  covetousness; 
And,  oftentimes,  excusing  of  a  fault 
Doth  make  the  fault  the  worse  by  the  excuse, — 
As  patches,  set  upon  a  little  breach, 
Discredit  more  in  hiding  of  the  fault. 
Than  did  the  fault  before  it  was  so  patch'd. 
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Sal.  To  this  effect,  before  jou  were  new-crown'd, 
We  breath'd  our  counsel:  but  it  pleas'd  your  highness 
To  overbear  it ;  and  we  are  all  well  pleas'd, 
Since  all  and  every  part  of  what  we  would, 
Doth  ninke  a  stand  at  what  jour  highness  will. 

K.  John.  Some  reasons  of  this  double  coronation 
I  have  possessed  yon  with,  and  think  them  strong ; 
And  more,  more  stroi^,  (when  lesser  is  my  fear,) 
I  shall  indue  you  with  ;  meantime,  but  ask 
What  you  woijd  have  reform'd  that  is  not  well. 
And  well  shall  yon  perceive  how  wiilingly 
I  will  both  hear  and  grant  you  your  requests. 

Fern.  Then  I,  (as  one  that  am  the  tongue  of  these, 
To  sound  the  purposes  of  all  thdr  hearts,) 
Both  for  myself  and  them,  (but,  chief  of  all. 
Your  safety,  for  the  which  myself  and  them 
Bend  their  best  stndies,)  heartily  request 
Th'  enfranchisement  of  Arthur ;  wliose  restraint 
Doth  move  the  murmuring  lips  of  discontent. 
That  the  time's  enemies  may  not  have  this 
To  grace  oecasions,  let  it  be  our  suit, 
That  you  have  bid  us  ask  his  liberty. 

K.  John.  Lot  it  be  so :  I  do  commit  hia  youth 
To  your  direction. — 

Enter  Hubert. 

Hubert,  what  news  with  you  f 

[Speaiis  apart  with  liiin. 
Fern.  This  is  the  man  should  do  the  bloody  deed ; 
He  sliow'd  his  warrant  to  a  friend  of  mine : 
The  image  of  a  wicked  heinous  fault 
Lives  in  nis  eye ;  that  close  aspect  of  his 
Does  show  the  mood  of  a  much-troubled  breast ; 
And  I  do  fearfully  believe  'tis  done, 
■ffhat  we  so  fear'd  he  tad  &  charge  to  do. 

Sal.  The  color  of  the  king  doth  come  and  go 
Between  his  purpose  and  his  conscience, 
Like  heralds  'twixt  two  dreadful  battles  set : 
His  passion  ia  so  ripe,  it  needs  must  break. 

Fern.  And  when  it  breaks,  I  fear  will  issue  thence 
Tlie  foul  corruption  of  a  sweet  child's  death. 

jr.  John.  "We  cannot  hold  mortality's  strong  hand : — 
Good  lords,  although  my  will  to  give  is  Uying, 
The  suit  which  yon  demand  is  gone  and  dead; 
He  tells  US,  Arthur  is  deceas'd  to-night 
S<tl.  Indeed,  we  fear'd  his  sickness  was  past  cure. 
Pcm.  Indeed,  we  heard  how  near  his  death  ho  waa, 
Before  the  child  himself  felt  he  was  sick : 
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This  must  be  answer'd,  eitlier  here,  or  hence. 

JC.  John.  Why  do  yoii  bend  such  solemn  brows  on  me? 
Think  jOQ  I  bear  the  she^s  of  deatinyS 
Have  I  cojnmandmeat'on  the  pulse  of  life  1 

Sal,  It  ia  apparent  foul-play ;  and  'tis  shame, 
That  greatness  should  so  grossly  offer  it ; 
So  thrive  it  in  your  game  1  and  so,  farewell. 

Pern.  Stay  yet,  lord  Salisbgry ;  111  go  with  thee. 
This  mnst  not  be  thus  borne:  this  will  break  out 
To  all  our  sorrows,  and  ere  loug,  I  doubt. 

[Exeant  Lords. 

K.  John.  They  burn  in  indignation.     I  repent : 
There  is  no  sure  foundation  set  on  blood, 
No  certain  life  achiev'd  by  others'  death.— 
Miter  a  Messenger. 
A  fearful  eye  thou  haat :  where  is  that  blood 
Tliat  I  have  seen  inhabit  in  those  cheeks  f 
So  foul  a  sky  clears  not  without  a  storm : 
Pour  down  thy  weather: — how  goes  all  in  France? 

-Miss.  From  France  to  England. — Never  such  a  power 
For  any  foreign  preparation 
Was  levied  in  the  body  of  a  land. 
The  copy  of  your  speed  ia  learn'd  by  them ; 
For,  when  you  should  be  told  they  do  prepare. 
The  tidings  come  that  they  are  all  arriv'd. 

K.  John.  0,  where  hath  our  intelligence  been  drunk* 
Where  hath  it  slept?  "Where  is  my  mother's  care. 
That  such  an  army  could  be  drawn  in  IVance, 
And  she  not  hear  of  it  ? 

Mess.  My  liege,  her  ear 

Is  stopp'd  with  dust ;  the  first  of  April,  died 
Your  noble  mother :  and,  as  I  hear,  my  lord, 
The  lady  Constance  in  a  frenzy  died 
Three  days  before. 

K.  John.  Withhold  thy  speed,  dreadfnl  Oecasionl 
O,  make  n  league  with  me,  till  I  have  pleas'd  " 
Jly  iiseontented  peers ! — What !  mother  dead ! 
How  wildly,  then,  walks  my  estate  in'Tranee  1 — 
Dnder  whose  conduct  came  thDae  powers  of  France, 
That  thou  for  trtith  ^v'st  out  are  landed  here  f 

Mess,  Under  the  Danphin. 

K.  John.  Thou  host  made  me  giddy 

With  these  ill  tidings. — 

Enter  Faulcosbkidgb  atid  Peteb  or  Pomfbet. 
ITow,  what  says  the  world 
To  your  proceedin_gs?  do  not  seek  to  stuff 
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My  head  with  more  iO  news,  for  it  is  full. 

Paul.  But  if  you  be  afcard  to  hear  the  worst. 
Then  let  the  worst,  unheard,  fall  on  your  head. 

K.  John.  Bear  with  me,  couain ;  for  I  was  amaz'd 
Tinder  the  tide ;  but  now  I  breathe  agaiii 
Aloft  the  flood ;  aad  can  give  audience 
To  any  tongue,  speak  it  of  what  it  wilL 

Faul.  How  I  have  sped  among  the  clergymen, 
The  sums  I  have  collected  shall  express: 
Bat  as  I  travell'd  hither  through  the  land, 
1  find  the  people  strangely  fantasied ; 
Possess'd  with  rumours,  full  of  idle  dreams, 
Not  knowing  what  they  fear,  but  full  of  fear: 
And  here's  a  prophet,  that  I  brought  with  me 
From  forth  the  streets  of  Pomfret,  whom  I  found 
"With  many  hundreds  treading  on  his  heels ; 
To  whom  he  sung,  in  rude  harsh-soQBding  rhymes, 
That,  ere  the  next  Ascenwon-day  at  noon, 
Tour  highness  should  deliver  up  your  crown. 
K.  John.  Thou  idle  dreamer,  wherefore  didst  thou  so  "i 
JPeter.  Poreknowing  that  the  truth  will  fall  out  so. 
If.  John.  Hubert,  away  with  him ;  imprison  him ; 
And  on  that  day  at  noon,  whereon,  he  says, 
I  shall  yield  up  my  crown,  let  him  be  hang'd. 
Deliver  him  to  safety;  and  return, 
ITor  I  must  use  thee. —  [I^it  Ht;beht,  with  Pktee. 

O  ray  gentle  cousin, 
Ilear'st  thou  the  news  abroad,  who  are  arriv'd ! 

Fa-al.  ThePrencli,  mylord;  men's  mouths  are  full  of  it: 
Besides,  I  met  lord  Bigot,  and  lord  Salisbury, 
(With  eyes  as  red  as  new-enkindled  fire,) 
And  others  more,  going  to  seek  the  grave 
Of  Arthur,  who,  they  say,  is  till'd  to-night 
On  your  suggestion. 

K.  John.  Gentle  kinsman,  go, 

And  thrust  thyself  into  their  companies : 
I  have  a  way  to  win  their  loves  again ; 
Bring  them  before  me. 
Faul.  I  will  seek  them  out. 

K.  John.  Nay,  hut  make  haste ;  tlie  better  foot  before. 
O,  let  me  have  no  subject  enemies, 
When  adverse  foreigners  affright  my  towns 
With  dreadful  pomp  of  stout  invasion ! 
Be  Mercury ;  set  feaUiers  to  thy  heels, 
And  fly  like  thought  from  them  t«  me  again. 
Faul.  The  spirit  of  the  time  shall  teach  me  speed. 

{Fxit  Pal-loonbridgb. 
JT.  Jehn.  Go  after  him ;  foi-  he,  perhaps,  shall  need 
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Some  ipessenger  betwixt  me  and  the  peers; 
And  be  thou  lie. 

Mess,  TTith  all  my  lieart,  my  liege.  [Exit, 

K.  John.  My  jiiotlier  dead! 

Be-enter  HuBERr. 

JIul.  My  lord,  they  sny,  five  moons  were  Keen  to-niglit; 
Four  fixed ;  and  the  fifth  did  whirl  aboat 
The  other  fpor  in  wondrous  motVoa. 

K.  John.  Five  moons! 

Hub.  Old  ijieo,  and  bsldams,  in  tlie  streets 

J)o  prophesy  npon  it  dMgerously : 
Yoang  Arthur's  death  is  coinmon  in  their  moutlis: 
And  when  they  talk  of  hira,  they  shake  their  beads, 
And  whisper  one  another  in  the  ear ; 
And  he  that  speaka,  doth  gripe  the  hearer's  ■wrist; 
Whilst  he  that  bears,  makes  fearful  action. 
With  wrinkled  brows,  with  nods,  with  rolling  eyes. 
I  saw  a  smith  stand  with  his  hammer,  thns. 
The  whilst  bis  iron  did  on  the  anvil  cool, 
With  open  mouth  swallowing  a  tailor's  n^ws ; 
Who,  with  his  shears  and  measure  in  his  hand, 
Standing  on  slippers,  (which  Bis  nimble  haste, 
Had  falsely  thrust  upon  eontrdry  feet,) 
Told  of  a  many  thoiisand  warlike  French, 
That  were  embattailfed  and  rank'd  in  Kent : 
Another  lean  unwash'd  artificer 
Cuts  off  his  tale,  and  talks  of  Arthur's  death. 

K.  John.  Why  seek'st  thou  to  possess  me  with  these  fears! 
Why  nrgest  thou  so  oft  young  Arthur's  death  1 
Thy  hand  hath  murder'd  him:  I  had  a  mighty  cause 
To  wish  him  dead,  but  thou  hadst  none  to  kifl  him. 

Sui.  Had  nqne,  my  lord  1  why,  did  you  not  proyoke  mo ! 

JC.  John.  It  is  the  curse  of  kings,  to  be  attended 
By  slaves,  that  take  their  humors  for  a  warrant 
To  break  within  the  bloody  house  of  life ; 
And,  on  the  winking  of  authority. 
To  understand  a  law ;  to  know  the  meaning 
Of  dangerous  nuyesty,  when,  perchance,  it  frowns 
More  npon  humour  tliau  advis'd  respect. 

IT'ib.  Here  is  your  l;and  aiid  setj  for  what  I  did. 

K.  John.  O,  when  the  last  account  'twist  heaven  and  earth 
Is  to  be  made,  then  shall  this  hand  and  seal 
Witness  sj^ainst  us  to  our  oQndemnation  I 
llow  oft  the  sight  of  means  to  do  ill  deeds, 
Makes  deeds  ill  done)  llad'st  not  thon  been  by, 
A  fellow  hy  the  hand  of  nature  mark'd. 
Quoted,  and  Mgn'd,  to  do  a  deed  of  shame, 
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Thb  murder  had  not  come  into  my  mind ; 
But,  taking  note  of  tliy  abhorr'd  aspect. 
Finding  tLee  fit  for  bloody  villainy, 
Apt,  liable  to  be  em[)loj'd  in  danger, 
I  fiiiiitly  broke  with  thee  of  Arthur's  death ; 
And  thou,  to  be  endeared  to  a  king, 
Mode  it  no  conscience  to  destroy  a  prince. 

Huh.  My  lord, — 

K.  John.  Hadst  thou  but  shook  thy  head,  or  mad 
"When  I  spate  darkly  what  I  purposed, 
Or  turn'd  an  eye  of  doubt  upon  my  face, 
As  bid  me  tell  my  tale  in  express  words, 
Deep  shame  had  struck  mo  dnmb,  made  me  hroalc  o 
And  those  thy  fears  might  ha^e  wrought  fears  in  mi 
But  thou  didst  understand  me  by  my  signs, 
And  didst  in  signs  again  parley  with  sin ; 
Yea,  without  stop,  didst  let  thy  heart  consent. 
And  consequently  thy  rude  hand  to  act 
The  deed,  which  both  our  tongues  held  vilo  to  namt 
Out  of  my  sight,  and  never  see  me  more  1 
My  nobles  leave  me :   and  my  state  is  brav'd. 
Even  at  my  gates,  with  ranks  of  foreign  powers  : 
Na^r,  in  the  body  of  this  fleshly  land. 
This  kingdom,  this  confine  of  blood  and  breath, 
Hostility  and  cLtU  tmnult  reigns 
Between  my  conscience  and  my  cousin's  death. 

Hub.  Arm  you  against  your  other  enemies, 
m  make  a  peace  between  yonr  soul  and  you. 
Young  Arthar  is  alive :  this  hand  of  mine 
Is  yet  a  maiden  and  nn  innocent  hand, 
Not  painted  with  the  crimson  spots  of  blood. 
"Within  this  bosom  never  enter'd  yet 
The  dreadful  motion  of  a  mnrderoos  thought ; 
And  you  have  slander'd  nature  in  my  form, — 
Which,  howsoever  rade  exteriorly, 
Is  yet  the  cover  of  a  fiirer  mind 
Than  to  be  bntcher  of  an  innocent  child. 

K.  John.  Doth  Arthur  live?    O,  haste  thee  to  tb( 
Throw  this  report  on  their  incensed  rage. 
And  make  them  tame  to  their  obedience  I 
Forgive  the  comment  that  my  passion  made 
Upon  thy  feature ;  for  my  rage  was  blind. 
And  foul  imaginary  eyes  of  blood 
Presented  thee  more  hideous  than  thou  art. 
0,  answer  not ;  but  to  my  closet  bring 
The  angry  lords,  with  all  expedient  haste! 
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SCENE  ni— Northampton.    S^ore  tJie  Caetle. 
Enter  AnTJirir,  on  tke  icalls. 

Arth.  The  wall  is  high;  and  jct  wiL  I  leap  down : — 
Good  ground,  he  pitiful,  and  hurt  me  not! —  [Leaps  down, 

Ome!  ray  uncle's  spirit  18  in  these  stones: — 
HeaTcn  take  my  soul,  and  England  keep  my  hones !  [Dies. 

Enter  Pkmbkokb,  Sausbuey,  and  Bigot. 

Sal.  Lords,  I  will  meet  him  at  Saint  Edmund's-Bnry 
It  ia  our  safety,  and  we  must  emhrace 
This  gentle  offer  of  the  perilous  time. 

Pem.  "Who  hrought  that  letter  from  the  cardinal ! 

Sal.  The  count  Melnn,  a  nohle  lord  of  France ; 
■Whose  private  with  me,  of  the  Danphia's  love, 
la  much  more  general  than  these  lines  import. 

Big.  To-morrow  morning  let  ns  meet  him,  then. 

Sal.  Or  rather,  then  set  forward;  for 'twill  he 
Two  long  days'  jonrney,  lords,  or  o'er  we  meet. 
Enter  FArLcoNBRiBGE. 

Faul.  Once  more  to-day  well  met,  distemper'd  lordsl 
The  king  by  me  requests  your  presence  straight. 

Sal.  The  king  hath  dispossei-sed  himself  of  ns : 
We  will  not  line  his  thin  hestained  cloak 
With  our  pure  honors,  nor  attend  the  foot 
That  leaves  the  print  of  hlood  where'er  it  walks. 
EetuTD,  and  tell  him  so :  we  know  the  worst. 

Faul.  Whate'er  you  think,  good  words,  I  think,  were  best. 

Sal.  Onr  griefi,  and  not  our  manners,  reason  now. 

Faul.  But  there  is  little  reason  in  your  grief; 
Therefore,  'twere  reason  yon  had  manners  now. 

Pem.  Sir,  sir,  impatience  hath  his  privilege. 

Faul.  'Tis  trne, — to  hurt  his  master,  no  man  else, 

Sal.  This  ia  the  prison : — what  is  he  lies  here! 

[Seeing  Akthtts, 

Pem.  0  death,  made  proud  with  pnre  and  princely  beauty ! 
The  earth  had  not  a  hole  to  hide  this  deed. 

Sal.  Murder,  as  hating  what  himself  hath  done. 
Doth  lay  it  open  to  urge  on  revenge. 

Big.    Or,  when  he  doom'd  this  beauty  to  a  grave, 
Found  it  too  precious-princely  for  a  grave. 

Sal.  Sir  Richard,  what  think  you ! 

Faul.  It  ia  a  hideous  and  a  bloody  work  ; 
The  graceless  action  of  a  heavy  hand, — 
If  that  it  be  the  work  of  any  hand. 

Sal.  If  that  it  be  the  work  of  any  hand  ? — 
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We  bad  a  kind  of  light,  what  would  ensae: 
It  is  the  shamcfal  work  of  Hubert's  hand; 
The  practice,  and  the  purpose,  of  the  ting ; — 
From  whose  obedience  I  forbid  my  soul, 
Kneeling  before  this  ruin  of  sweet  life, 
And  breathing  to  his  breathless  escellenoe 
The  incense  of  a  vow,  a  holy  vow, 
Never  to  taste  the  pleasures  of  the  world, 
Never  to  be  infected  with  delight, 
Nor  conversant  with  ease  and  idleness. 
Till  I  have  set  a  glory  to  this  head, 
By  giving  it  the  worship  of  revenge. 

Pem.  Big.  Our  souls  religiously  confirm  thy  words. 
Enter  Hubbbt. 

5(iS.  Lords,  I  am  hot  with  haste  in  seeking  you: 
Arthur  doth  live ;  the  king  hath  sent  for  you. 

Sa.1.  O,  he  fs  bold,  and  blushes  not  at  deoth : — 
Avaunt,  thou  hateful  villain,  get  thee  gone  I 

SuT).  I  am  no  villain. 

Bal.  \J)Ta'«)ing  his  su}ord.]  Must  I  rob  the  law  ! 

Faul.  Your  sword  is  bright,  sir ;  pat  it  up  again. 

Sal.  Sot  till  I  sheathe  it  in  a  murderer's  skin. 

Jliib.  Stand  back,  loi-d  Salisbury, — stand  back,  I  say: 
By  heaven,  I  think  my  sword's  as  sharp  as  yours : 
I  would  not  have  yon,  lord,  forget  yourself, 
Nor  tempt  the  danger  of  my  true  defence ; 
Lest  I,  by  marking  of  your  rage,  forget 
Your  worth,  your  greatness,  and  nobility. 

Mg.  Out,  villain  1  dar'st  thou  brave  a  nobleman  i 

Huh.  Not  for  my  life:  but  yet  I  dare  defend 
My  innocent  life  against  an  emperor. 

Sal.  Thou  art  a  murderer, 

Mub.  Do  not  prove  me  so; 

Yet,  I  ara  none;  whose  ton.sue  soe'er speaks  false, 
Not  truly  speaks ;  who'speaks  not  truly,  lies. 

Fern.  Out  him  to  pieces. 

Faul.  Keep  the  peace,  I  say. 

Sal.  Stand  by,  or  I  shall  gall  yon,  Faulconbridge. 

Faut.  If  thou  but  frown  on  me,  or  stir  thy  foot. 
Or  teach  thy  hasty  spleen  to  do  me  shamo, 
I'll  strike  tliee  dead. 

Big.  What  wilt  thou  do,  renowned  Faulconbridge! 
Second  a  villain  and  a  murderer! 

ffui.  Lord  Bigot,  I  am  none. 

Big.  Who  kill'd  this  prince? 

Mtib.  'Tis  not  an  hour  since  I  left  him  well : 
I  hctnor'd  him,  I  lov'd  him ;  and  will  weep 
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My  date  of  life  oiat  for  Lis  sweet  life's  loss. 

Sal.  Tmat  not  those  cunning  waters  of  his  eyes, 
Por  villainy  is  not  without  audi  rheum ; 
And  he,  long  traded  in  it,  maira  it  eeem 
Ijke  rivers  of  remorse  and  innocency. 
Away  with  me,  all  yon  whose  souls  abhor 
Th'  uncleanly  savors  of  a  slanghter-house ; 
For  I  am  stiBed  with  this  smell  of  sin. 

Big.  Away  towai'd  Biiry,  to  the  Dauphin  there! 

Frni.  There,  tell  the  king,  ho  may  cnqaire  us  out. 

[Eeeunt  Lords. 

Faul.  Here's  a  good  world  I — Knew  you  of  this  feir  work  3 

Jhib.  Do  but  hear  me,  eir : — 

IhuL  Ha !  I'll  tell  thee  what ; 
There  is  not  yet  so  grim  a  fi^nd  of  darkness 
As  thou  Bhalt  be,  if  thou  didst  kill  this  child. 

Huh.  Upon,  iny  soul, — 

Faul.  If  thou  didst  but  consent 

To  this  most  cmel  act,  do  but  despair ; 
And  if  thou  want'st  a  cord,  the  smallest  thread 
That  ever  spider  twisted  from  herself 
"Will  serve  to  strangle  thee ;  a  rush  will  be  a  beam 
To  hang  thee  on ;  or  would'st  thou  drown  thyself, 
Put  but  a  little  water  in  a  spoon, 
And  it  shall  be  as  all  the  ocean. 
Enough  to  stifle  such  a  villtun  up. 
I  do  suspect  thee  very  grievo«sI)[. 

Sub.  If  I  in  act,  consent,  or  sin  of  thought, 
Be  guilty  of  the  stealing  that  sweet  breath 
Which  was  embounded  in  this  beauteous  clay. 
Lot  hell  want  pains  enough  to  tortm'e  me  I 
I  left  him  well. 

Faiil.  Go,  bear  him  in  thine  arms. — 

I  am  nmaz'd,  methinks ;  and  lose  my  way 
Among  the  thorns  and  dangers  of  this  world. — 
How  easy  dost  thou  take  all  England  up  1 
From  forth  this  morse!  of  dead  royalty. 
The  life,  the  right,  and  truth  of  fill  this  realm 
Is  fled  to  heaven. — Bear  away  that  chUd, 
And  follow  me  with  speed :  111  to  the  king : 
A  thousand  businesses  are  brief  in  hand, 
And  heaven  itself  doth  frown  upon  the  land,  [Eieunt. 
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SOEira  L— Northampton.    A  Jioom  in  the  Taiace. 
Enter  Kiso  John,  Pakduifh  itiih  the  crown.,  and  Attendants. 

K.  John.  Thus  have  I  yielded  up  into  jonr  hand 
The  circle  of  m j  giorj. 

Pand.  {Givitiff  John  the  erovm.]  Take  again 
From  this  mj  hand,  as  holding  of  the  pope, 
Tour  sorereign  greatness  and  authority, 

K.  John.  Now  keep  your  holy  word :  go  meet  the  French ; 
And  from  his  holinesa  use  all  your  power 
To  stop  their  marches,  'fore  we  are  inflam'd. 
Our  discontented  counties  do  revolt; 
Our  people  quarrel  with  obedience ; 
Swearing  allegiance,  and  the  love  of  soul, 
To  stranger  blood,  to  foreign  royalty. 

Pand.  It  was  my  breath  that  blew  this  tempest  np, 
TTpon  your  stubborn  usage  of  the  pope : 
But  since  you  arc  a  gentle  convertite. 
My  tongue  shall  hijsh  again  this  storm  of  war, 
And  make  ffiir  weather  in  yonr  blustering  land. 
On  this  Ascension-day,  remember  well, 
Upon  yonr  oath  of  service  to  the  pope, 
Go  I  to  make  the  French  lay  down  their  arms.  [Scii. 

K.  John.  Is  this  Ascenaion-day  1    Did  not  the  prophet 
Say,  that  before  Ascension-day  at  noon. 
My  crown  I  should  give  off  ?     Even  so  I  have: 
I  did  suppose  it  should  be  on  constraint ; 
But,  heaven  be  thank'd,  it  5  but  voluntjiry. 

Miter  FATILCOKBErDGE. 

Faul.  All  Kent  hath  yielded ;  nothing  there  holds  out, 
But  Dover  castle ;  London  hath  receiv'd, 
Like  a  kind  host,  the  Dauphin  and  his  powers : 
Your  nobles  will  not  hear  you,  but  are  gone 
To  offer  service  to  your  enemy; 
And  wild  amazement  hurries  up  and  down 
The  little  number  of  your  doubtful  friends. 

K.  John.  "Would  not  my  loi-ds  return  to  me  again. 
After  they  heard  young  Arthur  was  alive  ? 

Paul.  They  found  hun  dead,  and  cast  into  the  streets ; 
An  empty  casket,  where  the  jewel  of  life 
By  some  vile  hand  was  robb'd  and  ta'en  away. 

K.  John.  The  villain  Hubert  told  me  he  did  live. 

Paul.  So,  on  my  soul,  hf  did,  for  aught  he  know. 
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But  wherefoi-e  do  you  droop?  why  look  yon  sad? 
Be  great  in  act,  as  you  liave  been  in  thought ; 
Let  not  the  world  see  fear,  and  sad  dbtrust, 
Govern  the  motion  of  a  kingly  eye : 
Be  stirring  aa  the  time ;  be  lire  with  fire ; 
Threaten  the  threatener,  and  ootfaee  the  brow 
Of  bragging  horror ;  so  shall  inferior  eyes, 
That  borrow  their  behaviors  from  the  great, 
Grow  great  by  your  example,  and  put  on ' 
The  dauntless  spirit  of  resolntion. 

K.  John.  The  legate  of  the  pope  hath  been  with  'm&, 
And  I  haye  made  a  happy  peaee  with  him ; 
And  he  hath  promis'd  to  dismiss  the  powers 
Led  by  the  Dauphin. 

Faul,  O  inglorious  leagne  1 

Shall  we,  npon  the  footing  of  our  laijd. 
Send  fair-play  orders,  and  make  compromise, 
Insinuation,  parley,  and  base  truce, 
To  arms  invasive  f  shall  a  beardless  boy, 
A  cocker'd  silken  wanton,  brave  our  fields, 
And  flesh  his  spirit  in  a  warlike  soil, 
Mocking  the  air  with  colors  idly  spread, 
Aud  find  no  check  f    Lot  us,  my  liege,  to  arms : 
Perchance,  the  cardinal  cannot  make  your  peace ; 
Or  if  he  do,  let  it  at  least  be  said. 
They  saw  we  had  a  purpose  of  defence. 

JC,  John.  Have  thou  the  oi'dering  of  this  present  time. 

Faul.  Away  then,  with  good  courage  I  yet,  I  know, 
Our  party  may  well  meet  a  prouder  foe.  [Ekcunt. 


SCEN^E  11.—^  Plain,  near  St,  Edmund's-Bary.     T/ie  French 
Camp, 

Lew.  My  lord  Melun,  let  this  be  copied  out, 
And  keep  it  safe  for  our  remembranoe : 
Return  the  precedent  to  these  lords  again; 
That,  having  our  fair  order  written  down, 
Both  they,  and  we,  perusing  o'er  these  notes. 
May  know  wherefore  we  took  the  sacrament, 
And  keep  our  faitlis  firm  and  inviolable. 

Sal.  Upon  our  sides  it  never  shall  "be  broken. 
And,  noble  Dauphin,  albeit  we  swear 
A  voluntary  zeal,  and  unurg'd  faith, 
To  your  proceedings ;  O,  it  grieves  my  soul, 
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That  I  mnat  draw  this  metal  from  my  side 
To  be  a  widow-maker  1    O,  and  there, 
Where  honorable  rescue,  and  defence, 
Cries  out  upon  the  name  of  Salisbury  1 

Lew,  A  noble  tempev  dost  thon  show  in  this ; 
Look,  where  the  holy  legate  comes  apace. 
To  ^ve  ns  warraat  from  the  hand  of  heaven, 
And  on  our  actions  sot  the  name  of  right 
With  holy  breath. 

Enter  Pakdulph,  attended, 

Pand.  Hail,  noble  prince  of  Francel 

The  nest  is  this, — king  John  hath  reconcil'd 
Himself  to  Rome; 

Therefore,  thy  threat'ning  colors  now  wind  up  ; 
And  tame  the  savage  spirit  of  wild  war. 
That,  like  a  lion  foster'd  up  at  hand, 
It  may  lie  gently  at  the  foot  of  peace, 
And  be  no  farther  harmful  than  in  show. 

Lew.  Your  grace  shall  pardon  me,  I  will  not  back : 
I  am  too  high-bom  to  be  propertied. 
To  be  a  secondary  at  control, 
Or  useful  serving-man,  and  instrument. 
To  any  sovereign  state  throughout  tie  world. 
Your  breath  first  kindled  the  dead  coal  of  wars 
Between  this  ohastis'd  kingdom  and  myself. 
And  come  ye  now  to  tell  me,  Joha  hath  made 
His  peace  withEome?    What  is  that  peace  to  me? 

Pand.-'Yoa  look  but  on  the  outside  of  this  work. 

Leat,  Outside  or  inside,  I  will  not  return 
Till  my  attempt  be  so  much  glorified. 

As  to  my  ample  hope  was  promised.  [Trumpet  sourub. 

What  lusty  trumpet  thus  doth  summon  us  f 

Eater  Faclcokbsidoe,  attended. 

Faul.  According  to  the  fair  play  of  the  world. 
Let  me  have  audience;  I  am  sent  to  speak; — 
My  holy  lord  of  Milan,  from  the  king 
I  come,  to  learn  how  Vou  have  dealt  for  him ; 
And,  as  you  answer,  I  do  know  the  scope 
And  warrant  limited  unto  my  tongue. 

Pand.  The  Dauphin  is  too  wilfol-opposite, 
And  will  not  temporize  with  my  entreaties; 
He  flatly  says,  he'll  not  lay  down  his  arms, 

Faul.  By  all  the  blood  that  ever  fury  breath'd, 
The  youth  says  welh— Now,  hear  our  English  king; 
For  thus  Ills  royalty  doth  speak  in  me. 
He  is  prep,ii-\i,  and  reason  too,  he  should, 
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To  whip  this  dwarfish  war,  these  pigmy  arms, 

From  out  the  circle  of  his  territories. 

Shall  that  victorious  hand  be  feehled  here, 

That  in  your  chambers  gave  you  chastisement! 

Nol     Know,  the  gallant  monarch  ia  in  arms; 

And  like  an  eagle  o'er  his  ejry  towers, 

To  souse  annoyance  that  comes  near  his  neat. 

Lev).  There  end  thy  brave,  and  turn  thy  face  in  peace ; 
"We  grant  thou  eanst  outscoid  us :  fare  thee  well: 
We  hold  our  time  too  precious  to  be  spent 
"With  such  a  brabbier. 

Pand.  Give  mo  leave  to  speafc. 

Faul.  Noj  I  will  speak. 

Lem.  We  will  attend  to  neither. — 

Strike  np  the  drums;  and  let  the  tongue  of  war 
Plead  for  our  interest,  and  our  being  here. 

Faul.  Indeed,  your  drums,  being  beaten,  will  cry  ont; 
And  ao  shall  you,  being  beaten :  do  but  start 
An  echo  with  the  clamor  of  thy  drnm, 
And  even  at  hand  a  drum  ia  ready  brac'd. 
That  shall  reverberat*  all  as  lond  as  thine ; 
Sound  but  another,  and  another  shall, 
As  load  as  thine,  rattle  tlie  welkin's  ear, 
And  mock  the  doep-raouth'd  thunder :  for  at  hand 
(Not  trusting  to  this  halting  legate  liere, 
Whom  he  hath  ua'd  rather  for  sport  than  need) 
Is  warlike  John ;  and  in  his  forehead  sits 
A  bare-ribb'd  death,  whose  office  ia  tljis  day 
To  feast  upon  whole  thousands  of  theTVencb. 

Lets.  Strike  up  our  drums,  to  find  this  danger  out. 

Faul.  And  thou  shalt  find  it,  Dauphin,  do  not  doubt. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IIL—Near  St.  Edmund's-Bury.    A  FieU  ofBaltU. 
Alaruftu.    Enter  King  John  and  Hubert. 

K.  John.  How  goes  the  day  with  as  ?     O,  tell  me,  Hubert. 

5!(&.  Badly,  I  fear.    How  fares  your  megesty? 

IC  John.  This  fever,  that  hath  troubled  me  so  long. 
Lies  heavy  on  me ; — O,  my  heart  is  sick  I 
Fnter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  My  lord,  yonr  valiant  kinsman,  Faulconhridge, 
Desires  your  majesty  to  leave  the  field, 
And  s^nd  him  word  by  me  which  way  you  go. 

K.  John.  Tell  him,  toward  Swinstead,  to  the  abbey  there. 

Mess.  Be  ot  good  comfort;  for  the  great  supply, 
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Tliat  was  expected  by  the  DaupLiii  Lere, 
Are  wreck'd  three  nights  ago  on  Goodwin  sands. 
This  news  was  brought  to  Richard  but  eren  now : 
The  French  fight  coldly,  and  retire  themselves. 

K.  John.  Ah  mel  this  tyrant  fever  bnms  me  up, 
And  will  not  let  me  welcome  this  good  news. 
"  '    Q  toward  Swinstead :  to  my  litter  straight ; 
..  ...  j^  mid  I  am  faint. 


SCENE  v.— j\"£aj-  St.  Edmund's-Bury.     TU  French  Gamp. 
Enter  Lewis  and  TiU  train. 

Lew.  The  sun  of  heaven,  methoaght,  was  loath  to  set, 
But  stay'd,  and  mads  the  western  welkin  hlnsh, 
When  th'  English  measur'd  baekwi^  tlieir  own  gronnd, 
In  feint  retire.     O,  bravely  came  we  off. 
When  with,  a  volley  of  our  needless  shol^ 
After  such  bloody  toil,  we  bid  good  night ; 
And  wound  our  tottering  colors  clearly  up, 
Last  in  the  field,  and  almost  lords  of  it! 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mexf.  Where  is  my  prince,  the  Dauphin? 

Lew.  Here : — what  news! 

Mess.  TJie  count  Melnn  is  slain :  the  English  lords 
By  his  persuasion,  are  again  fallen  off; 
And  your  supply,  which  you  have  wish'd  so  long, 
Are  cast  away,  and  snnk,  on  Goodwin  sands. 

Lew.  Ah,  foul  shrewd  news ! — Beshrew  thy  very  heart ! — 
I  did  not  think  to  be  so  sad  to-night, 
As  this  hath  made  me. — Who  was  he,  that  said. 
King  John  did  fly  an  hour  or  two  before 
The  stumbling  night  did  part  our  weary  powers  ? 

Mesi.  Whoever  spoke  it,  it  ia  true,  my  lord. 

Lew.  Well ;  keep  good  qnarter,  and  good  care  to-night ; 
The  day  shall  not  bo  up  so  sewn  as  I, 
To  try  the  fair  adventure  of  to-morrow.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  TI. — An  open.  Place  in  the  Neighborhood  o/Swinstead- 
Abbey. 

Enter  rACLCOsEEincK  and  Hcbebt,  meeting, 
ffab.  Who's  there  1  speak,  ho !  speak  quickly,  or  I  shoot, 
Faul.  A  friend.— What  art  thou  'i 
SmI.  Of  the  part  of  England. 
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Faul  Whither  dost  thou  go! 

£u6,  "What's  that  to  thee  1    Why  may  not  1  demand 
Of  thiae  affairs,  as  well  aa  thou  of  mine  J 

Fml.  Hubert,!  think? 

ffu6.  Thou  hast  a  perfect  thought : 

I  will,  upon  all  hazards,  well  believe 
Thou  art  my  friend,  that  kaoiv'at  my  tongue  so  well. 
■Who  art  thon  ? 

Faul.  Who  thou  wilt:  an  if  thou  please, 

Thon  may'st  befriend  me  so  much  as  to  think 
I  come  one  way  of  the  Plantageneta. 

Hvb.  Untind  remembrance !  thou,  and  eyeless  night, 
Have  done  me  shame : — brave  soldier,  pardon  mc. 
That  any  accent  breaking  from  thy  tongue 
Should  'scape  the  true  acquaintance  of  mine  ear. 

Faul.  Come,  come ;  sans  compliment,  what  news  abroad ! 

Bttb.  Why,  here  walk  I,  in  the  black  brow  of  night, 
To  find  you  out, 

Faul.  Brief,  then ;  and  what's  the  news  ? 

Sub.  O,  my  sweet  sir,  news  fitting  to  the  night, — 
Black,  fearful,  comfortless,  and  horrible. 

ihuL  Show  me  the  very  wound  of  this  ill  news; 
I  am  no  woman,  I'll  not  swoon  at  it. 

Ruh.  The  king,  I  fear,  is  poiaon'd  by  a  monk : 
I  left  him  almost  speechless ;  and  broke  out 
To  acquaint  you  witn  this  evil,  that  you  might 
The  better  arm  you  to  the  sadden  time, 
Than  if  you  had  at  leisure  known  of  this. 

Faul.  How  did  he  ta^e  it?  who  did  taste  to  himt 

Huh.  A  monk,  I  tell  you ;  a  resolved  Tillain. 
The  king  yet  speaks,  and,  peradventure,  may  recover. 

ihul.  Whom  didst  thoa  leave  to  tend  his  majesty? 

Bub.  Why,  know  you  not  ?  the  lords  are  all  come  hack, 
And  brought  prince  Henry  in  their  company ; 
At  whose  request  the  king  hath  pardon'd  them, 
And  they  are  all  about  his  m^esty. 

Foal.  Withhold  thine  indignation,  mighty  heaven, 
And  tempt  us  not  to  bear  above  our  power ! — 
I'll  tell  thee,  Hubert,  half  my  power  this  night, 
Pasdng  these  flats,  are  taken  by  the  tide, — 
These  Lincoln  waishes  have  devoured  them ; 
Myself,  well-mounted,  hardly  have  esoap'd. 
Away,  before  I  conduct  me  to  the  king ; 
I  doubt  he  will  ho  dead  or  ere  I  come.  [Eteunt. 
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SCENE  Til.— 2Ke  Orchard  of  SwiEste  ad- Abbey. 
Enter  Pbisce  IIeney,  Salisbury,  and  ISigot. 

P.  Ren,  It  is  too  late ;  the  life  of  all  his  blood 
la  tonch'd  corruptibly ;  and  his  pure  brain 
(Which  some  suppose  the  soul's  frail  dwelling-house) 
Doth,  by  the  idle  comments  that  it  makes, 
Foretell  the  ending  of  mortality. 

Enter  Pembhoke. 

Fern.  His  highness  yet  doth  speak ;  and  holds  belief, 
That,  being  bronght  into  the  open  air, 
It  would  aliay  the  burning  qndity 
Of  that  fell  poison  which  aasaileth  him. 

1\  Hen..  Let  him  be  brought  into  the  orchard  here. — 

[Exit  Bi 
Doth  he  still  rage? 

Pern.  lie  ia  more  patient 

Than  when  yon  left  him ;  even  now  he  sung. 

P.  lien.  O  vanity  of  sickness!  fierce  extremes 
In  their  continuance  will  not  feel  themselves, 
'lis  strange  that  death  should  sing.— 
I  am  the  cygnet  to  this  pale  faint  swan, 
Who  chants  a  doleful  hymn  to  his  own  death. 
And  from  the  organ-pipe  of  frailty  sings 
His  soul  and  body  to  their  lasting  rest. 

Sal.  Be  of  good  comfort,  priuce ;  for  you  are  born 
To  set  a  form  upon  that  indigest, 
Whioh  he  hath  left  so  shapeless  and  so  rude. 

J  in  KixG  John  ii 

JT.  JoTin.  Ay,  marry,  now  my  soul  hath  elbow-room ; 
It  would  not  out  at  windows,  nor  at  doors. 
There  is  so  hot  a  summer  in  my  bosom. 
That  all  my  bowels  cramble  up  to  dust : 
I  am  a  scribbled  form,  drawn  with  a  pen 
TTpon  a  pw-chment ;  and  against  this  flro 
Do  I  shrink  up. 

P.  Ren.  How  fares  your  m^ic?ty  ? 

K.  John.  Poison'd,— ill  faro;— dead,  forsook,  cast  off: 
And  none  of  you  will  bid  the  winter  come, 
To  thrust  his  icy  fingers  in  my  maw ; 
Kor  let  my  kingdom's  rivers  take  their  course 
Through  my  burn'd  hosoii: ;  nor  entreat  lie  north 
To  make  his  hleak  winds  kiss  my  parched  lips, 
And  eomfoi't  me  with  cold : — I  do  not  ask  you  much, 
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I  beg  cold  comfort;  and  yoit  are  bo  sti-alt, 
And  BO  iiigratefal,  you  deny  mo  that. 

P.  Hen.  O,  that  there  were  some  virtue  ia  my  tears, 
That  might  relieve  you! 

E.  John.  The  salt  in  them  ia  hot— 

"Within  me  is  a  hell ;  and  there  the  poison. 
Is,  as  a  flend,  confin'd  to  tyrannize 
On  uiireprievahle  cofldemned  blood. 

Enter  rAUtCOIfBElDGH. 

Fiml.  0, 1  am  scalded  with  my  violent  motion, 
And  spleeE  of  speed  to  see  yonr  majesty. 

K.  John.  O  cousin,  thou  art  come  to  set  tmoe  eye: 
The  tackle  of  my  heart  ia  oraek'd  and  bum'd ; 
And  all  the  shrouds,  wherewith  my  life  should  sail, 
Are  turned  to  one  thread,  one  little  h^r : 
My  lieart  hath  one  poor  string  to  stay  it  by, 
Which  holds  but  tiU  thy  news  be  uttered ; 
And  then  aH  this  thou  aeest  is  hut  a  clod, 
And  model  of  confonnded  royalty. 

J!i«i.  The  Dauphin  is  preparing  hitherward, 
Where,  heaven  he  knows,  how  we  shall  answer  him ; 
For.  ju  a  night,  the  best  part  of  my  power, 
As  I  upon  Mvantage  did  remove, 
Were  in  the  waahes,  all  unwarily. 
Devoured  by  the  unexpected  flood.  [  The  Kisu  dta. 

Sat'.  You  breathe  these  dead  news  in  as  dead  an  ear. — 
Myliese!  raylordl— But  now  aking,— now  tliua. 

P.  Hen.  Even  so  must  I  run  on,  and  even  so  stop. 
What  surety  of  the  world,  what  hope,  what  stay, 
When  this  was  now  a  king,  and  now  ia  clay! 

Faul.  Art  thou  gc©e  so!    I  do  but  stay  behind 
To  do  the  ofBce  for  thee  of  revenge. 
And  then  my  soul  shall  wait  on  thee  to  heaven, 
As  it  on  eartli  liath  been  thy. servant  still. 

P.  Hen.  At  Worcester  must  his  body  lie  intorr'd ; 
For  so  ho  will'd  it. 

Faul.  Thither  ahall  it,  then  : 

And  happily  may  your  sweet  self  put  oa 
The  lineal  state  and  glory  of  the  land ! 
To  whom,  with  all  submission,  on  my  knee, 
I  do  beqneath  my  fMthful  services, 
And  true  subjection  everlastingly. 

Sal.  And  the  like  tender  of  our  love  we  make, 
To  rest  without  a  spot  for  evermore. 

P.  Hen.  I  have  a  kind  soul  that  would  give  you  thanka, 
And  knows  not  how  to  do  it,  but  with  tears. 

Faul.  O,  lut  us  p^y  the  time  but  noeclful  woe. 
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Since  it  Lath  been  lieforehand  with  our  griefs.— 
This  England  never  did,  nor  never  shall, 
Lie  at  the  proud  foot  of  a  conqueror, 
But  when  it  first  did  help  to  wound  itself. 
Now  these,  her  princes,  are  come  home  again. 
Come  the  three  comera  of  the  world  in  arms. 
And  we  shdl  shock  them:  naught  shall  make  ui 
If  England  to  itself  do  rest  but  true. 
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THE    LIFE   AND    DEATH  OF 

KING  RICHAED  IL 


F       111    i    Idents  in  tlio  lifo  of  Richard  II.,  the  "most  odmlrablo  of  all 
sajk  pe         p    cljr  Historical  I'laya,"  Ihe  Poet  wbb  ihieBj-  Indebted  to  Hol- 

1  d  It  1  a  iilild  and  faithfttl  plctura  of  the  fEign  of  that  unfortunalB 
m  h  wt  niaractcr  is  drawn  wlih  a  fidelity  and  beaut/  of  exeoution 
wii  h  d  ni  it  InTalnaMe  ae  a  mere  hletorical  portrait.  The  other  characters 
are  aleo  taithtnl  embodiments,  whllo  the  real  fnoidenla  o(  mchsrd'a  ewntful  life 
are  portrayed  with  snoh  perfect  truth,  that  the  whole  Play  forms  a  glowing  pio- 
lure  of  the  moel  remanttc  aud  picturesque  period  of  EngUsIi  Hietory.  The  Tlay 
la  the  introductory  one  to  tlio  sei  ~ 
and  Lancaaler^  while  together  the 
longed  civil  conte^L 

TheMatory  of  Richard  II.,  as  < 


PEESOKS  EEPEESENTED. 

Kino  RicHATtn  ths  Secokd. 

JoH»  OP  Gaunt.  BvL  of  Lunoastep,  f  ^"^^^  ^  WcE.dE- 

HENRr  BoLisoBHOKE,  Ilule  of  Hereford,  eon  to  John  of  Gaunt;  pfUri 

King  Henry  IV.  '' 

DOBE  OF  AUMEHLE,  JOB  to  the  D'ltg  of  Yort. 
Thohab  Mowbiui,  Duke  cf  Norfolk. 


Baqot,  [■  Ooidiree^  King  Ridiarl 
Green,  1 

Earl  of  NonTiniHBERLAND. 
Hekki  Peuct,  Ms  son. 
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LoBD  Ross. 

LOBD  WlLLOUGHBI. 
LOHD  FlTZWiTEK. 

Bishop  op  Caklislk. 
Abbot  op  Westminstrh. 
Tin  Iiord  Marshal. 

Sic  PlBBCB  OF  EXTOH. 

Sir  Stephrs  Scroop. 

Caplain  of  a  Jland  of  Welsbmen. 

QrEEN  TO  KiNQ  Richard. 


Jltrnfe,  Ha-alds,  OJicer 

SCENE,— Hifpcrsedly  in  EsGLiSD  and  Wales. 


SCENE  I.— London.    A  Boom  in  tU  Palace. 


K.  Ekh.  Old  Joha  of  G^nt,  time-honor'd  Lancaster, 
Hast  thou,  according  to  thy  oath  and  band, 
Bronglit  hither  Henry  Hereford  thy  hold  son. 
Here  to  make  good  the  boisterous  late  appeal. 
Which  then  onr  leisure  would  not  let  us  hear, 
Against  the  dalie  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Mowbray  ? 

Gaunt.  I  have,  my  liege. 

K.  Sick.  Tell  me,  moreoTer,  hast  thou  sounded  him, 
If  he  appeal  the  duke  on  ancient  malice ; 
Or  worUiily,  as  a  good  subject  shonld, 
Oa  some  known  ground  of  treachery  in  him? 

Gaunt.  As  near  as  I  conld  sift  him  on  that  argument, — 
On  some  apparent  danger  seen  in  him, 
Aim'd  at  your  highnesa, — no  inveterate  malice. 

K.  Rich.  Then  call  them  t«  our  presence :  face  to  face. 
And  frowning  brow  to  brow,  ourselves  will  hear 
Th'  accuser,  and  th'  accused,  freely  speak : — 

[Exeunt  some  Attendants. 
High-stomaeh'd  are  they  both,  and  full  of  ire, 
In  rage  deaf  as  the  sea,  hasty  as  fire. 

Se-etiter  Attendants  ■with  Bolihgbeokb  and  Nohfolk. 

BoUng.  Many  years  of  happy  days  befall 
My  gracious  sovereign,  my  most  loving  liege  I 
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Until  the  hcavcDs,  envying  earth's  good  Lap, 
Add  an  immortal  title  to  your  crown  I 

K.  Rich.  Wb  thaiik  yon  both ;  yet  one  hut  flatters  ns, 
As  well  appeareth  by  the  cause  you  come ; 
Namely,  to  appeal  each  other  of  high  treason. — 
Cousin  of  Hereford,  what  dost  thou  object 
Against  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Mowbray  ? 

Boling.  First,  (heaven  be  the  record  to  my  speech  I) 
In  the  devotion  of  a  subject's  Ioto,  ' 
Tendering  the  precions  safety  of  my  prince, 
And  free  from  other  misb^otten  hate, 
Gome  I  appellant  to  thia  princely  presence. — 
Now,  Thomas  Mowbray,  do  I  turn  to  thee, 
And  mark  my  greeting  well ;  for  what  I  speai, 
My  body  shall  Tasks,  good  upon  thia  earth. 
Or  ii)y  divine  soul  answer  it  in  heaven. 
Thou  art  a  traitor  and  a  miscreant. 
Too  good  to  be  so,  and  too  bad  to  live, — 
Once  more,  the  more  to  aggravate  the  note. 
With  a  foal  traitor's  name  stuli'  1  thy  throat ; 
And  wish,  (so. please,  my  sovereign)  ere  I  move. 
What  my  tongue  speaks,  ray  right-drawn  sword  may  prove. 

Not.  Let  not  my  eo]d  words  here  accuse  my  zeal; 
'Tis  not  the  trial  of  a  woman's  war. 
The  hitter  clamor  of  two  eager  tongues. 
Can  arbitrate  this  cause  b.etwixt  ns  twain ; 
The  blood  is  hot  that'mjist  be  cool'd  for  this; 
Setting  aside  his  high  blood's  royalty. 
And  let  him  be  no  kinsman  to  my  hege, 
I  do  defy  him,  and  I  spit  at  him ; 
Call  him  a  slanderous  coward,  and  a  villain ; 
Which' to  maintain,  I  wQuld  allow  him  odds ; 
And  meet  him,  were  1  tied  to  run  a-foot 
Even  to  the  frozen  ridges  of  the  Alps, 
Or  any  other  ground  inhabitable. 
Where  ever  Englishman  durst  set  his  foot. 
Meantirae,  let  this  defend  my  loyalty, — 
By  all  my  hopes,  mpst  fWaely  doth  he  lie. 

BoUrtg,  Pale  trembling  coward,  tliere  I  throw  my  gage. 
Disclaiming  here  the  kindred  of  the  king ; 
And  lay  aside  my  high  blood's  royalty. 
Which  fear,  not  reverenco,  makes  thee  to  eacept : 
If  guilty  dread  have  left  thee  so  much  strength 
As  to  take  up  mine  honor's  pawu,  then  stpop ; 
By  that  and  all  the  rites  of  knighthood  else. 
Will  I  make  good  against  thee,  armto  arm. 
What  I  liave  spoke,  or  thou  canst  worse  devise. 
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Nor.  I  take  it  up ;  and  lij  that  sword  I  swear, 
Which  geDtly  laid  my  knigbthood  on  my  Bhoulder, 
I'll  answer  thee  in  aaj  fair  degree, 
Or  chiralroas  desiga  of  knightly  trial : 
And  when  I  mount,  alive  may  I  not  light, 
If  I  te  traitor,  or  unjnstly  flght !  ,      ,  „ 

X.  Mich.  What  doth  our  cousin  lay  to  Mowbray  B  charge? 
It  must  be  great,  that  can  inherit  us 
So  much  as  of  a  thought  of  ill  in  him. 

Baling.  Look,  what  I  speak,  my  life  shall  prove  it  trne;— 
That  Mowbray  hath  received  eiglit  thousand  nobles 
In  name  of  lendings  for  your  highness'  soldiers. 
The  which  be  hath  detain'd  for  lewd  employments. 
Like  a  f^se  traitor  and  injurions  villain. 
Besides,  I  say,  and  will  in  battle  prove, — 
Or  here,  or  elsewhere,  to  the  farthest  verge 
That  ever  was  survey'd  by  English  eye, — 
That  all  the  treasons,  for  these  eighteen  years 
Oomplotted  and  contrived  in  this  land, 
Fetch  from  false  Mowbray  their  first  head  and  spring. 
Farther,  I  say,— and  farther  will  maintain 
Upon  his  bad  life  to  make  all  this  good, — 
That  he  did  plot  the  duke  of  Gloster's  death ; 
Whoso  hiood,  like  sacriflcing  Abel's,  cries, 
Even  from  the  tongneless  caverns  of  the  earth, 
To  me  for  justice  and  rough  chastisement; 
And,  by  the  glorious  worth  of  my  descent, 

This  arm  shall  do  it,  or  tiiis  life  be  spent. 
K.  Bieh.  How  high  a  piicb  bis  resolution  soars! — 

Thomas  of  Norfolk,  what  say'st  thou  to  this! 
Nor.  O,  let  my  sovereign  turn  away  his  face, 

And  Md  his  ears  a  little  while  be  deaf, 

Till  I  have  told  this  slander  of  his  blood. 

How  God,  and  good  men,  bate  so  foul  a  liar. 
K.  Rich.  Mowbray,  impartial  are  our  eyes  and  ears : 

Were  he  my  brother,  nay,  my  kingdom's  ten-, 

(As  he  is  but  my  father's  brother's  son,) 

Now,  by  my  sceptre's  awe,  I  make  a  vow, 

Such  neighbor  nearness  to  onr  sacred  blood 

Should  nothing  privilege  bun,  nor  partializo 

The  onstooping  firmness  of  my  upright  soul: 

He  is  our  sabject,  Mowbray,  so  art  thou ; 

Free  speech  and  fearless,  I  to  tiieo  allow. 
Nor.  Then,  Bolinghroke,  as  low  as  to  thy  heart, 

Through  the  false  passage  of  thy  tkroat,  tliou  liest  1 

I  interchangeably  hnri  down  my  gage 

Upon  this  overweening  traitor's  foot, 

To  prove  myself  a  loyal  gentleman 
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Even  ia  the  best  blood  chamber'd  ia  his  bosom. 
In  haste  whereof,  most  heartily  I  pray 
Tottr  highness  to  assign  our  trial-day. 

K.  Rich.  Wrath-kindled  gentlemen,  be  rul'd  by  me ; 
Let's  purge  this  chole'r  "without  letting  bSooQ : 
Forget,  forgive;  coaclude,  and  be  agreed ; 
Good  uncle,  let  this  end  where  it  begun ; 
We'll  oalra  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  yon  your  son. 

Count  To  be  a  make-peace  shall  become  my  age  :— 
Throw  down,  my  son,  the  duke  of  Norfolk's  gage, 

K.  Sick.  And,  Norfolk,  throw  down  his. 

ffaunt.  When,  Hairy?  when? 
Obedience  bids,  I  shonld  not  bid  again. 

K.  Jiich.  iTorfolk,  throw  down ;  we  bid ;  there  is  no  boot. 

S/T.  Myself  I  throw,  dread  sovereign,  at  thy  foot. 
My  life  thou  ahalt  command,  but  not  my  shame. 

S'.  SieA.  Bage  must  be  withstood: — 
GHve  me  his  gage : — lions  make  leopards  tame. 

Ifor.  Yea,hutiiotchange  their  spots:  take  but  my  shame. 
And  I  resign  my  gage.    My  dear  dear  lord, 
The  purest  treasure  mortal  times  afford, 
Is  spotless  reputation ;  that  away, 
Men  are  but  gilded  loam,  or  painted  clay. 
A  jewel  in  a  ten  times  barr'd  up  chest 
Is  a  bold  spirit  in  a  loyal'breast. 
Mine  honor  is  my  life ;  both  grow  in  one ; 
Take  honor  from  me,  and"  my  life  is  done : 
Then,  dear  my  liege,  mine  honor  let  me  try ; 
Iq  that  I  live,  and  for  that  will  I  die. 

Jr.  Biah.  Oonsin,  throw  down  your  gage ;  do  you  begin. 

Baling.  O,  heaven  defend  my  soul  from  snch  Ibul  sinl 

K.  Rich.  We  were  not  born  to  sne,  but  to  command ; — 
Which  since  we  cannot  do  to  make  you  friends, 
Bo  ready,  as  your  lives  shall  answer  it. 
At  Ooveatry,  upon  Stunt  Lambert's  day : 
There  shall  your  swords  and  lances  arbitrate 
The  sweUing  difference  of  your  settled  hate : 
Since  we  cannot  atone  you,  we  shall  see 
Justice  design  the  victor's  chivtdry^— 
Lord  Marghal,  command  onr  officers  at  arms 
Be  ready  to  direct  these  home  alarms.  {Exeunt. 
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SCEITE  III.— Gosford  Green,  j 


Mar.  My  lord  Auraerlo,  is  Horry  Hereford  arm'dS 

Aum.  Yea,  at  all  points;  and  longs  to  enter  in. 

Maa.  The  duke  of  Norfolk,  Bprightfnlly  and  bold. 
Stays  but  the  summons  of  the  appellant's  trumpet. 

Aum.  Why  then,  the  champions  are  prepar'd,  and  stay 
For  nothing  but  his  majesty's  approach. 

FWnTiak  of  TVumpeti.  Mater  KiKa  Eichakd,  icAo  talet  hU  teat 
on  hw  Throne;  Gaunt,  Busht,  Bagot,  Gebes,  and  others, 
who  tahe  their  placet.  A  TVumpet  u  founded,  and  answered 
iy  another  Trumpet  within.  Then,  enter  Noefolk  in  ar- 
mor, preceded  iy  a  Berald. 

K.  Rich.  Marshal,  demand  of  yonder  champion 
The  caijBe  of  hia  wriva!  here  in  arms : 
Ask  hint  his  name ;  and  orderly  proceed 
To  swear  him  in  the  justice  of  his  cause. 

Mar.  In  heaven's  name  and  the  king's,  say  who  thou  art, 
And  why  thou  com'st  thus  knightly  cfad  in  arms ; 
Against  what  man  thou  com'st,  and  what  thy  quarrel : 
Speak  truly,  on  thy  knighttbod  and  thine  oath ; 
As  80  defend  thee  heaven  and  thy  valor  I 

Nor.  My  name  is  Thomas  Mowbray,  duke  of  Norfolk ; 
Who  hither  come  engaged  by  my  oath. 
Both  to  defend  my  loyalty  and  truth 
To  Gtod,  my  king,  and  his  succeeding  issue. 
Against  the  duke  of  Hereford  that  appeals  me  ; 
And,  by  the  grace  of  Heaven  and  this  mine  arm. 
To  prove  him,  in  defending  of  myself, 
A  traitor  to  ray  God,  my  king,  and  me : 

And,"  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  heaven !  [He  takes  Aw  seat. 

Trumpet  sounds.    Enter  Bolingbhoke,  in  armor,  preceded  ly 

a  EeraU. 

K.  Rich.  Marshal,  ask  yonder  knight  in  arms. 
Both  who  he  ia,  and  wliy  he  coraeth  hither 
Thus  plated  in  habiliments  of  war ; 
And  formally,  according  to  our  law, 
Pepose  him  in  tlie  justice  of  his  canse. 

Mar.  What  is  thy  name?  and  wherefore  com'st  thou  hither, 
Before  king  Eichard  in  his  royal  lists? 
Against  whom'oomest  thoa  ?  and  what's  thy  quarrel  ? 
Speafe  like  a  true  knight,  so  defend  tliee  lieaven ! 

Baling.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lanonstor,  and  Derby, 
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Am  I ;  who  ready  here  do  stand  in  arms, 

To  prove,  by  God's  grace  and  mj  body's  valor. 

In  lists,  on  Thomaa  Mowbray,  duke  of  Norfolk, 

That  "he's  a  trajtbr,  foul  and  dangerous, 

To  heaven,  king  Eichard,  and  to  me ; 

And,  as  I  truly  fight",  defend  me  heaven! 

Mar.  On  pain  of  death,  no  person  be  BO  bold, 
Or  daringTiardy,  as  to  toucfi'  the  lists ; 
Except  the  mnrdial,  and  snch  officers 
Appointed  to  direct  these  fair  designs. 

Baling.  Lord  marshal,  let  me  kiss  my  BOvereign's  hand, 
And  bow  my  knee  before  hia  majesty; 
For  Mowbray  and  myself  are  like  two  moa 
That  vow  a  Jong  and  weary  pilgrimage ; 
Then  let  us  take  a  ceremQhloua  leave. 
And  loving  farewell  of  our  several  friends. 

Mar.  The  appellant  in  all  duty  greets  your  bighnessj 
And  craves  to  kfss  your  hand,  and  take  his  leave. 
K.  Sick.  [Desemia  from  his  throne.]    "We  will  descend,  and 
fold  him  in  onr  anus. — 
Cousin  of  Hereford,  as  thy  cause  is  right, 
So  be  thy  fortnne  in  this  royal  fight  1 
rarewell,  my  biood ;  which  if  to-day  thou  shed, 
Lament  we  may,  bat  not  revenge  thee  dead. 
Boling.  O,  let  no  noble  eye  profane  a  tear 
For  me,  if  I  be  gi^'d  with  Mowbray's  spear : 
As  confident  as  is  the  falcon's  flight 
Against  a  bird,  do  I  with  Mowbray  fight. — 

Gaunt.  Heaven  in  thy  good  cause  make  thee  prosperous! 
Boling.  Mine  innocency,  and  Saint  George  to  thrive! 

[3p,  talcm  Ail  seat. 
Nor.  [Tfitt'np.]  However  heaven,  or  fortune,  cast  my  lot, 
There  lives  or  dies,  true  to  king  "Richard's  throne, 
A  loyal,  just,  and  upright  gentleman. 

K.  Rich.  Parewell,  my  lord :  securely  I  espy 
Virtue  with  valor  couched  in  thine  eye. — 
Order  the  trial,  marshal,  and  begin. 

[Tlie  KiKO  and  the  torda  return,  to  their  seatt. 
Mar.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancaster,  and  Derby, 
Eeoeive  thy  iance;  and  God  defend  tlie'right  I 

Baling.  [Rising^  Strong  as  a  tower  in  hope,  1  cry,  amen. 
Mar.  [To  an  Officer.]  Go  bear  this  lance  to  Thomas,  duke  of 

Horfolfc. 
1  Her.  ffarry  of  Hereford,  Lancaster,  and  Derby, 
Stands  here  for  heaven,  his  sovereign,  and  himself, 
OnpMn  to  he  found  false  and  recreant, 
To  prove  the  dnke  of  ITorfolk,  Thomas  Mowbray, 
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A  traitor  to  his  God,  liis  king,  and  him ; 
And  dares  him  to  set  forward  to  the  fight. 

2  Her.  Here  standoth  Thomas  Mowbray,  duke  of  Norfolk, 
On  pain  to  bo  foand  false  and  recreant, 
Both  to  defend  himself,  and  to  approve 
Henry  of  Hereford,  Lancaster,  and  Derby, 
To  heaven,  his  sovereign,  and  to  him,  disloyal ; 
Oourageouaiy,  and  with  a  free  desire. 
Attending  but  the  signal  to  begin. 
Mm:  Sound,  trumpets;  and  set  forward,  combatants. 

\A.  charge  sounded. 
Stay,  the  king  hath  thrown  his  warder  down. 

K.  BUh.  Let  them  lay  hy  their  helmets  and  their  spears, 
And  both  return  back  to  their  chairs  again : — 
Withdraw  with  us :  and  let  the  trumpets  sound, 
While  we  return  these  dukes  what  we  decree.— 

\A.  long  flourish. 
{To  the  Gonihatant»i\  Draw  near. 
And  list,  what  with  our  coancil  we  have  done, 
You,  cousin  Hereford,  upon  pain  of  life. 
Till  twice  fire  summers  have  enrich'd  our  fields, 
Shall  not  rogreet  our  fair  dominions, 
Hut  tread  the  stranger  paths  of  banishment. 

Soling.  Tour  will  be  done:  tim  must  my  comfort  bo, — 
That  sun  that  warma  you  here  shall  shine  on  me ; 

And  those  his  golden  beams,  to  you  here  lent, 

Shall  point  on  me,  and  gild  my  banishment. 

K.  Bkh.  Norfolk,  for  thee  remains  a  heavier  doom, 

Which  I  with  some  unwillingness  pronounce: 

The  sly  slow  hours  shall  not  determinate 

The  dateless  limit  of  thy  dear  csiie ; — 

The  hopeless  word  of — "  never  to  return  " 

Breathe  L  against  thee,  npon  pain  of  life. 
Nor.  A  heavy  sentence,  my  most  sovereign  liege, 

And  all  unlook'd  for  ftoja  your  highness'  mouth. 

Thus  I  turn  me  from  my  country's  light. 

To  dwell  in  solemn  shades  of  endless  night.  [BctiriTig. 

K.  Bidk.  Eeturn  again,  and  take  an  oath  with  thee. 

Lay  on  our  royal  sword  your  banish'd  hands ; 

Swear  by  the  duty  that'you  owe  to  heaven. 

To  keep  the  oath  that  we  administer : — 

You  never  shall  (so  lielp  yon  truth  and  God  I) 

Embrace  each  other's  love  in  banishment; 

Nor  never  look  upon  each  other's  face ; 

Nor  never  write,  regreet,  nor  reconcile 

This  lowering  tempest  of  your  home-bred  hate ; 

Nor  never  by  advisfid  purpose  meet 
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To  plot,  contrivo,  or  complot  any  ill 

'Gainst  us,  our  Btate,  onr  subjects,  or  our  land. 

Baling.  I  swear. 

Nor,  And  I,  to  keep  all  this. 

Boling.  Norfolk,  so  far,  as  to  mine  enemy; — 
By  this  time,  had  the  king  permitted  us. 
One  of  onr  souls  had  wander'd  in  the  air, 
Banish'd  this  fraU  sepulchre  of  our  flesh. 
As  now  our  flesh  is  banish'd  from  this  land: 
Confess  thy  treasons,  ere  thou  fly  the  realm  ; 
Since  thou  haat  far  to  go,  hear  not  along 
The  clogging  burden  of  a  guilty  soul, 

Kor.  No,  Bolingbroke  :  if  ever  I  irero  traitor. 
My  name  be  blotted  from  the  book  of  life. 
And  I  from  heaven  banish'd,  as  from  hence! 
But  what  thon  art,  heaven,  thou,  and  I  do  know ; 
Aud  an  too  soon,  I  fear,  the  king  shall  me. — 
Farewell,  my  liege. — Now  no  way  can  I  stray : 
Save  back  to  England,  all  the  world's  my  way.  [Ei 

K.  Rich.  Uncle,  even  in  the  glasses  of  thine  eyes 
I  see  thy  grievM  heart :  thy  sad  Mpeet 
Hath  from  the  number  of  his  banish'd  years 
Pluck'd  four  away. — \To  Bohno.]  Six  frozen  winters  spent, 
Eetum  with  welcome  home  from  banishment. 

Boling.  How  long  a  time  lies  in  one  little  word ! 
Four  lagging  winters,  and  four  wanton  springs. 
End  in  a  word :  such  is  the  breath  of  kings. 

Gaunt.  X  thank  my  liege,  that  in  regard  of  me 
He  shortens  four  years  of  my  eon's  exile; 
But  little  vantage  shall  I  reap  thereby ; 
For,  ere  the  six  years  that  he  hath  to  spend, 
Can  change  their  moons  and  bring  their  times  about, 
My  oil-dried  lamp,  and  time-bewasted  light, 
Shall  be  extinct  with  age  and  endless  night ; 
My  inch  of  taper  will  be  burnt  and  done. 
Aid  blindfold  death  not  let  me  see  my  son. 

K.  Rieh.  Why,  uncle,  thou  hast  many  years  to  live. 

Gaunt.  But  not  a  minute,  king,  that  thou  canst  give; 
Shorten  my  days  thon  canst  with  sullen  sorrow. 
And  pluok  nights  from  me,  but  not  lend  a  morrow ; 
Thou  canst  help  time  to  furrow  me  with  age, 
But  stop  no  wrinkle  in  his  pilgrimage ; 
Thy  word  is  current  with  him  for  my  death, 
But,  dead,  thy  kingdom  cannot  buy  my  breath. 

K.  Rich.  Thy  son  is  banish'd  upon  good  advice, 
"Whereto  thy  tongue  a  party  verdict  gave : 
Why  at  our  justice  seem'st  thou,  then,  to  lower  ? 
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Gaunt.  Things  sweet  to  taste  prove  in.  digestion  Bour. 
You  urg'd  me  as  a  judge ;  but  I  had  rather 
You  would  haye  bid  me  argue  like  a  father, 

K.  Bich.  Couain,  farewell; — and,  uncle,  bid  him  so: 
Six  years  wo  banisli  him,  and  be  shall  go. 

[FlourUh.    Exeunt  Kih«  Kichaed  and  train. 

Aum.  Cousin,  farewell:  what  presence  must  not  know, 
Prom  where  jon  do  remain,  let  paper  show. 

MaT.  Mj-  lord,  no  leave  tate  I ;  for  I  will  ride, 
As  far  as  land  will  let  me,  by  your  side. 

Gaunt.  O !  to  what  purpose  dost  thou  hoard  thy  words, 
That  thou  retnrn'st  no  greeting  to  thy  friends  ? 

Baling,  I  have  too  few  to  take  my  leave  of  yon, 
"When  the  tongue's  office  should  he  prodigal 
To  breathe  th'  abundant  dolor  of  the  heart. 

Oaunt,  Thy  grief  is  but  thy  absence  for  a  time. 
The  sullen  passage  of  thy  weary  steps 
Esteem  a  foil,  wherein  thou  art  to  set 
Tlie  precious  jewel  of  thy  home-return. 

Baling.  Kay,  rather,  every  tedious  stride  I  make 
"Will  bnt  remember  me,  what  a  deal  of  world 
I  wander  from  the  jewels  that  I  love. 

Gaunt.  All  places  that  tlie  eye  of  heaven  visits, 
Are  to  a  wise  man  ports  and  happy  havens. 
Teach  thy  necessity  to  reason  thus; 
There  is  no  virtue  like  necessity. 
Look,  what  thy  soul  holds  dear,  imagine  it 
To  lie  that  way  thou  go'st,  not  whence  tliou  com'et : 
Suppose  the  singing  birds  musicians, 
The  grass  whereon  thou  tread'st  the  presence  strew'd, 
Tlie  flowers  fcur  ladies,  and  thy  steps  no  more 
Than  a  doligbtful  measure,  or  a  dance ; 
For  gnarling  sorrow  hath  less  power  to  bite 
Tlie  man  that  mocks  at  it,  and  sets  it  light. 

Baling.  0,  who  can  hold  a  fire  in  his  hand. 
By  thinking  on  the  frosty  Caucasus ! 
Or  cloy  the  hungry  edge  of  appetite, 
By  bare  imagination  of  a  feast! 
Or  wallow  naked  in  December  snow. 
By  thinking  on  fantastic  summer's  heat ! 
O,  no  I  the  apprehension  of  the  good. 
Gives  bnt  the  greater  feeling  to  the  worse : 
Pell  sorrow's  tooth  doth  never  rankle  more, 
Than  when  it  bites,  but  lancetli  not  the  sore. 

Oaunf.  Come,  come,  ray  son,  I'll  bring  thee  on  thy  way : 
Had  I  thy  youth  and  cause,  I  would  not  stay. 

Boling.  Then,  England's  pxiund,  farewell ;  sweet  soil,  adieu; 
My  mother,  and  my  mirsc,  tiiat  boary  me  yet! 
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Where'er  I  wapder,  boaat  of  this  I  can, — 

Ihongli  banisii'd,  yet  a  true-boni  Englishman,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.—Tkc  Court. 
Enter  Kisa  Eiohakd,  Bagot,  and  Gbeeh  ;  Atjmeele  follomng. 

K.  Rich.  We  did  obserTe.— Cousin  Anmerle, 
How  far  brought  you  high  Hereford  on  his  way  ? 

Aum.  I  hi-ought  high  Hereford,  if  yon  naXl  him  so, 
Bnt  to  the  nest  highway,  and  there  I  left  him. 

E.  Eieh.  And  say,  what  store  of  parting  tears  were  sh,ed  t 

Aum.  'Faith,  none  for  me ;  except  the  north-cast  wind, 
Which  then  blew  bitterly  against  our  faces, 
Awak'd  the  sleeping  rheum,  and  so  by  chance 
Did  grace  onr  hollow  parting  with  a  tear, 

K.  Eich.  What  said  our  cousin,  -when  yon  parted  with  himt 

Aum.  "Parewell":  and,  for    my  heart  disdained  that  my 
tongue 
Should  so  profane  the  word,  that  taught  me  craft 
To  counterfeit  oppression  of  such  grief, 
That  words  seem'd  buried  in  my  sorrow's  grave. 
Marry,  would  the  word  "  farewell"  have  lengthcn'd  hours, 
And  added  years  to  his  short  banishment, 
He  should  have  had  a  volume  of  farewells ; 
But,  since  it  would  not,  he  had  none  of  me. 

K.  Sieh.  He  is  onr  cousin,  cousin ;  but  'tis  doubt, 
When  time  shall  call  him  home  from  banishment. 
Whether  onr  kinsman  come  to  see  his  friends, 
Ourself,  and  Bushy,  Bagot  here,  and  Green, 
Observ'd  his  courtship  to  the  common  people; 
How  he  did  seem  to  dive  into  their  hearts 
With  humble  and  familiar  courtesy ; 
What  reverence  he  did  throw,away  on  slaves ; 
Wooing  poor  craftsmen  with  the  craft  of  smiles. 
And  patient  unSerbearing  of  his  fortune, 
As  'twere  to  banish  their  affects  with  him. 
Off  goes  his  bonnet  to  an  oyster-wench ; 
A  brace  of  draymen  bid  God  speed  him  well. 
And  had  the  tribute  of  his  supple  knee, 
With — ''  Thanks,  my  counti-jmen,  my  loTing  friends ;" 
As  were  our  Jlngland  in  reversion  his, 
And  he  our  subjects'  next  degree  in  hope. 

Green.  Well,  he  is  gone;  and  with  him  go  these  thoughts. 
Now  for  the  rebels,  which  stand  out  m  Ireland, — 
Expedient  manage  must  be  made,  my  liege. 
Ere  farther  leisure  yield  them  farther  means, 
For  tlicir  advantage,  and  your  bigness'  loss. 
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K.  Bicli.  "Wo  will  onraelf  in  person  to  this  war: 
And,  for  our  coffers, — with  too  greata  conrt, 
And  liberal  lorgesa, — are  grown  somewhat  light, 
"We  are  enforc'J  to  farm  onr  royal  realm ; 
The  revenne  whereof  shall  furnish  ua 
For  onr  aflmrs  in  hand.    If  that  come  short, 
Onr  suhstitutes  at  home  shall  have  blank  charters ; 
Whereto,  when  they  shall  know  what  men  are  rich, 
They  shall  subscribe  them  for  large  sums  of  gold. 
And  send  them  after  to  snpply  our  wants  ; 
For  we  will  make  for  Ireland  presently. 

EnUr  Bcsni, 
Bashy,  what  news? 

Bushy.  Old  John  of  Gaunt  is  grieTons  sick,  my  lord. 
Suddenly  taken;  and  hath  sent  post-haste, 
To  entreat  your  majesty  to  visit  him. 

K.Eich.  Where  lies  he? 

Bushy.  At  Ely-house. 

K.  Rich.  Now  pnt  it,  heaven,  in  his  physician's  mind, 
To  help  him  to  liis  grave  immediately! 
The  lining  of  his  coffers  shall  make  coats 
To  deck  our  soldiers  for  these  Irish  wars. — 
Come,  gentlemen,  let's  aH  go  visit  him : 
Pray  heaven,  we  may  make  haste,  and  come  too  late  1    {Exmnt. 


SCENE  L — London.    An  Apartment  in  Ely-house. 


idyonthf 

not  with  your  breath ; 


Gaunt.  "Will  the  king  come,  that  I  may  breathe  my  last 
In  wholesome  coansel  to  his  unstai'"         '  " 

Yori.  VcK  not  yourself, 
For  all  in  vain  comes  counsel  to  hi 

Gaunt.  O,  but  they  say,  the  tongues  of  dying  men 
Enforce  attention  like  deep  harmony; 
Where  words  are  scarce,  they  are  seldom  spent  in  vain ; 
For  they  breathe  truth  that  breathe  their  words  in  piun. 
He  that  no  more  must  say,  is  listen'd  more, 

Than  they  whom  yonth  and  ease  have  tanght  to  glose : 
More  are  men's  ends  mark'd,  than  their  lives  before ; 

The  setting  snn,  and  music  at  the  close. 
As  the  last  taste  of  sweets,  is  sweetest  last, 
Writ  in  remembrance  more  than  things  long  past; 
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Though  Richard  my  life's  counsel  would  not  hear, 
Mj  death's  Bad  tale  mayyot  nndeof  his  ear. 

YorJc.  No ;  it  is  etopp'd  with  other  flattering  sounds. 

Oavnt.  Methiuks  I  am  a  prophet  new  inspir'd, 
And  thus,  expiring,  do  foretell  of  him : 
His  rash  tierce  blaze  of  riot  cannot  last. 
For  violent  fires  soon  burn  out  themselves; 
Small  showers  last  long,  hut  sudden  storma  are  short ; 
He  tires  hetimes,  that  spurs  too  fast  betimes ; 
With  eager  feeding  food  doth  choke  the  feeder : 
Light  vanity,  insatiate  cormorant. 
Consuming  means,  soon  preys  upon  itself. 
This  royal  throne  of  kings,  this  scepter'd  isle, 
Is  now  leas'd  out,  (I  die  pronouncing  it,) 
Like  to  a  tenement,  or  pelting  farm : 
Euglaud,  bound  in  with  the  trinmphant  sea, 
Wliose  rocky  shore  beats  back  the  envious  siege 
Of  watery  Neptune,  is  now  bound  in  wiUi.shame, 
With  inl^  blots,  and  rotten  parchment  bonds  r 
That  England,  that  wasTvont  to  conquer  others. 
Hath  made  a  shameful  conquest  of  itself. 
Ah,  woiild  the  scandal  vanish  with  my  life. 
How  happy  then  were  my  ensuing  death  1 
Enter  Kejg  Eiohaed  and  Queen  ;  Aumbbi.e,  Busny,  GEEEtf, 
Bjqot,  Ross,  and  Willougjiby. 

York.  The  king  is  cogie ;  deal  mildly  with  his  youth  ; 
For  young  hot  colts,  being  rag'd,  dofage  the  more. 

Queen.  How  fares  our  nohle  uncle,  Lancaster ! 

K.  Rich.  What  comfort,  man?    How  is't  with  aged  Gaunt? 

Gaunt.  0,  how  tharnanie"beflts  my  composition  I 
Old  Gaunt,  indeed;  and  gaunt  in  being  old  r 
Gaunt  am  1  for  the  grave,  gaunt  as  a  grave. 
Whoso  hollow  vault  inherits  nanght  hut  bones. 

K.  Sich,  Can  sjck  men  play  so  nicely  with  their  namest 

Gaunt.  No,  inigery  makes  sport  to  mock  itaelf ; 
Since  thou  dost  seek  to  kill  my  name  in  me, 
I  mock  my  name,  great  king,  to  flatter  thee. 

^Bich.  Should  dying  men  flatter  with  tboM  that  live? 

Gaunt.  No,  up,  men  livmg  flatfer  those  that  die. 

K,  Rieh.  Thon,  now  a-dying,  say'st  thou  flatter'st  me. 

Gaunt.  0,  no  1  thou  diest,  though  I  the  sicker  he. 

K.  Sick,  I  am  in  health,  I  breathe,  and  see  thee  ill. 

Gmtnt.  Now,  He  that  made  me  knows  I  see  thee  ill. 
O,  had  thy  grandsire,  with  a  prophet's  eye, 
Seen  how  his  son's  son  should  destroy  his  sons, 
From  forth  thy  reach  he  would  have  laid  thy  shame, 
""        '  g  thee  before  thou  wert  possess'd, 
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Which  art  possesa'd  now  to  depose  thyself. 
Why,  (MJusin,  wert  thou  regent  of  the  world, 
It  w^rg,  a  shame  to  let  this  land  by  lease ; 
But  for  thy  world  eciojing  hut  this  land, 
Is  it  not  more  than  shame  to  shame  itso? 
Landlord  oT^ngland  aft  thou  now,  not  king : 
Thy  state  of  law  is  hondsIaVe  to  the  law ; 
And— 

K.  Rich.  And  thou  a  lunatic  leon-witted  fool, 
Presuming  on  an  ague's  privilege, 
Dnr'st  with  thy  frozen  admonition 
Make  pule  our  cheek,  chasing  the  roj^al  blood 
With  fury  from  his  native  residence, ' 
Wow,  hy  my  scat's  right  royal  majesty, 
Wert  thou  not  brother  to  great  Edward's  son, 
This  tongue  that  runs  so  roundly  in  thy  head, 
Should  ran  thy  head  from  thy  unrcverend  shoulders. 

Gaunt.  O,  spare  me  not,  my  broth  er^d ward' a  son, 
For  that  I  was  his  father  Edward's  son  ;— 
That  blood  already,  like  the  pelican. 
Hast  thou  tapp'd  out,  and  drunkenly  carous'd : 
My  brother  Gloster,  plain  well-meaning  soul, 
(Whom  fair  befall  in  heaven  'mongat  happy  souls!) 
May  be  a  precedent  and  witness  good, 
That  thou,  respect'st  not  spilling  Edward's  blood ; 
Join  with  the  present  sickness  that  I  have ; 
And  thy  unldndness  be  like  orookM  age. 
To  crop  at  once  a  too-long  withered  flower. 
Live  in  thy  shame,  but  die  not  shame  with  thee! — 
These  words  hereafter  thy  tormentors  be  I — 
Convey  me  to  my  bed,  then  to  my  grr^ve : 
Love  they  to  live,  that  love  and  honor  Wve. 

[Exit,  ionte  out  Sy  kia  Attendants 

£".  Sick.  And  let  them  die,  that  age  and  sulloua  have ; 
For  both  hast  thou,  and  both  become  the  grave. 

York,  I  do  beseech  your  miyestj,  impute  his  words 
To  wayward  sickliness  and  age  in  him : 
He  loves  you,  on  my  life,  and  holds  you  dear 
As  Harry,  duke  of  Hereford,  were  he  hero. 

K.  Sieh.  Eight,  you  say  true:  as  Hereford's  love,  so  his; 
As  theirs,  so  mine ;  and  all  be  as  it  is. 

Enter  Korthcmbeelano, 

North.  Jiy  liege,  old  Gaunt  commends  him  to  your  maiesty. 

JC.  Eich.  What  says  he ! " 

North.  Nay,  noUiingj  all  is  said. 
His  tongue  is  now  a  stringless  instrument : 
Words,  life,  and  all,  old  Lancaster  hath  spent. 
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Yorh.  Be  York  the  nest  tliat  must  be  bankrupt  bo  1 
Though  death  be  poor,  it  ends  a  mortal  woe. 

E.  Eieh.  The  ripest  fruit  first  falls,  and  bo  doth  he; 
His  time  is  spent,  oar  pUgiimage  must  be : 
So  much  for  that. — Now  for  our  Irish  wars: 
We  m^st  snpplant  ihoBe  rongh  rag-headed  keroa, 
Which  live  like  venonij  where  no  venom  else, 
But  onlj  they,  hath  privilege  to  live. 
And  JBr  these  great  affairs  do  ask  some  chaise, 
Towards  our  assistance  we  do  seize  to  ua 
The  plate,  coin,  revenues,  and  moTeabJes, 
Whereof  onr  uncle  Gaunt  did  stand  possess'd. 

York.  How  long  sliall  I  be  patient?     Ah,  how  long 
Shall  tender  duty  make  me  suffer  wrong  ? 

K.  Rich,  Why,  uncle,  what's  the  matter  ? 

York,  O,  my  liege  I 

Pardon  me,  if  you  please ;  if  not,  T,  pleas'd 
Not  to  be  pardon'd,  Mn  content  withal. 
Seek  yon  to  seize,  and  gripe  into  yonr  hands, 
The  royalties  and  rights  of  banish'd  Hereford  ? 
Is  not  Gannt  dead !  and  doth  not  Hereford  live  J 
Was  not  Gaunt  ju_3t?  and  is  not  Harry  true? 
Did  not  the  one  deserve  to  have  anlieir? 
Is  nol;  Lis  heir  a  woll-desecving  son  ? 
Take  Hereford's  rights  away,  and  take  from  time 
His  charters  and  his  customary  rights ; 
Let  not  to-morrow,  then,  ensue  to-day ; 
Be  not  thyself;  for  how  art  thou  a  ting. 
But  by  fair  sequence  and  suooesMon  % 
You  lose  a  thousand  well-disposed  hearts. 
And  prick  my  tender  patience  to  those  "thonghts, 
Which  hotor  and  allegiance  cannot  think. 

K,  Rich,  Think  what  yon  will :  we  seize  into  oar  hands 
His  plate,  his  goods,  his  money,  and  his  lands. 

York.  I'll  not  be  by  the  while.    My  liege,  farewell : 
What  loll  ensue  hereof,  there's  none  can  tell ; 
But  by  bad  courses  may  be  understood. 
That  their  events  cm  never  fall  out  good.  [Exit. 

jr.  Sieh.  Go,  Bushy,  to  the  earl  of  Wiltshire  straight : 
Bid  him  repiair  to  us  to  Ely-house, 
To  see  this  business.    Tomorrow  next 
We  will  for  Ireland ;  and  'tis  time,  I  trow : 
And  we  create,  in  absence  of  ourself, 
Our  nncle  York  lord  governor  of  England; 
Tor  he  is  just,  and  always  loy'd  ns  well.— 
Come  on,  onr  qneen:  to-morrow  must  we  part; 
Be  merry,  for  our  time  of  stay  ia  short.  [Flourish. 

[Exeunt  Kino,  Queen,  Bushy,  Aumerle,  Geben,  and 
Baqot. 
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North.  Well,  lords,  tbe  duke  of  Lancaster  is  dead. 

Boat.  And  living  too ;  for  now  Lis  son  is  duke. 

Willo.  Barely  in  title,  not  in  revenue. 

Korth.  Richly  in  both,  if' justice  had  her  right. 

Boss.  My  heart  is  great ;  but  it  must  break  with  silence, 
Ero't  be  dishurden'd  with  a  liberal  tongue. 

North  Kay,  speak  thy  mind ;  and  Jet  him  ne'er  speak  more, 
That  speaks  thy  words  again  to  do  thee  harm ! 

Willo,  Tends  that  thoa'dst  speak,  to  the  duke  of  Hereford  ? 
If  it  be  so,  out  with  it  boldly,  man ; 
Quick  is  mine  ear  to  hear  of  good  towards  him. 

Boas.  Bo  confident  to  speak,  Northumberland ; 
Wo  three  are  bit  thyself;  and,  speaking  so, 
Thy  words  are  but  as  thocghts ;  therefore,  be  hold. 

North.  Then  thus : — I  have  from  Tort  le  Blanc,  a  bay 
In  Brittany,  rcceiv'd  intelligence. 
That  Harry  duke  of  Hereford,  Eeioiold  lord  Cobliam, 
That  late  broke  from  the  duke  of  Eseter, 
His  brother,  archbishop  late  of  Canterbury, 
Sir  Thomas  Erpingham,  Sir  John  Eamston, 
Sir  John  Norbery,  Sir  Robert  Waterton,  and  Francis  Quoint,— 
AH  these  well  furnish'd  by  the  duke  of  Eretagne, 
With  eight  tall  ships,  three  thousand  men  of  war, 
Are  making  hither  with  all  dne  expedience, 
And  shortly  mean  to  touch  onr  northeni  shore : 
Perhaps  they  had  ere  this,  but  that  they  stay 
The  first  departing  of  the  king  for  Ireland. 
If,  then,  we  shall  shake  olf  our  slavish  yoke, 
Imp  out  onr  drooping  country's  broken  wing, 
Eedeem  from  broking  pawn  the  blemish'd  crown, 
Wipe  off  the  dust  that  hides  our  sceptre's  gilt, 
And  make  high  mtijesty  look  like  itself, 
Away  with  me  in  post  to  Ravenspurg; 
But  if  you  faint,  as  fearing  to  do  so. 
Stay  and  be  secret,  and  myself  will  go. 

Boss.  To  horse,  to  horse  1  'urge  doubts  to  them  tliot  fear, 
ffi/^o.  Hold  out  my  horse,  and  I  will  first  be  there.   {Ecevnf. 

SCENE  II.— London.    An,  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 
EnUr  QnEBS,  Bushy,  and  Bagot, 
Busily.  Madam,  jour  m^'esty  is  too  much  sad: 
You  promis'd,  when  yon  parted  with  the  king, 
To  lay  aside  life-harming  heaviness. 
And  entertain  a  cheerful  disposition. 

Queen.  To  please  the  king,  T  did ;  to  please  myself 
I  cannot  do  it;  yet  I  know  no  cause 
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"Why  I  should  welfiome  aiich  a  guest  as  grief, 
Save  biddiDg  foroivell  to  so  sweet  a  guest 
As  my  sweet  Eicliard :  yet,  again,  methinks 
Some  unborn  sorrow,  by  fortane  ripening, 
Is  coming  towards  me ;  and  ray  inward  soul 
With  notliing  trembles :  at  some  thing  it  grieves. 
More  than  with  parting  from  my  lord,  the  king. 

Buikij.  Each  substance  of  a  grief  hath  twenty  shadows, 
Which  show  like  grief  itself,  hut  are  not  so ; 
For  sorrow's  eye,  glazed  with  blinding  tears, 
Divides  one  thing  entire  to  many  objects. 
Then,  thrice-gractons  queen. 

More  than  your  lord's  departure  weep  not, — more's  Eot  seen ; 
Or  if  it  be,  'tis  with  false  sorrow's  eye, 
Wjiicb  for  things  true  weeps  things  imaginary. 

Queen.  It  may  be  so ;  tut  yet  my  inward  sou! 
Perauadea  me  it  is  otherwise:  howe'er  it  be, 
I  cannot  but  be  sad ;  so  heavy  sad. 
As,— though,  in  thiating,  on  no  thought  I  tliink,^ 
Makes  me  with  heavy  nothing  fwnt  arid  shrink. 

Bushy.  Tia  noting  but  coijceit,  my  graoiona  lady. 

Queen.  'Tis  nothing  less :  conceit  is  still  deriv'd 
From  some  forefather  grief;  miae  is  not  so, 
For  nothing  hath  begot  my  something  grief; 
Or  something  hath  the  nothing  that  I  grieve : 
'Tis  in  reversion  that  I  do  possess ; 
But  what  it  is,  that  is  not  yet  known ;  what, 
I  cannot  name:  'tis  nameless  woe,  I  wot. 
Enter  Gkkes. 

Green.  God  save  your  majesty ! — and  well  met,  gentlemen  ;- 
I  hope  the  king  is  not  yet  shipp'd  for  Ireland. 

Queea.  Why  Jiop'st  thou  so?  'tis  hetterTiope  he  is; 
For  his  designs  crave  haste,  his  haste  good  fiope : 
Then  wherefore  dost  tbon  hope  he  Is  not  shipjj'd  ? 

Green,.  Tljat  he,  our  hope,  might  have  retiv'd  his  power, 
And  driven  into  despwr  an  enemy's  hope, 
Who  strongly  hath  set  footing  in  this  land : 
The  banish'd  Bolingbroke  repeals  himself 
And  with  upliAed  arms  is  safe  arriv'd 
At  Rftvenspurg, 

Queeii.  ITow  heaven  forbid  I 

Green,  O  madam,  tis  too  true :  and  that  Is  worse, 
The  lord  Northumberland,  his  son  young  Henry  Percy, 
The  lords  of  Ross,  Beaumond,  and  WillogghUy, 
With  all  their  powerfiil  friends,  are  iled  to  him. 

Bushy,  Why  have  you  not  piroelaim'd  Northumberland, 
And  all  the  rest  of  the  revolted  faction,  traitors  1 
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Green.  "Wo  have :  whereupon  the  earl  of  Worcester 
Hath  hroke  hia  staff,  resign'd  hia  stewardship, 
And  all  the  household  servants  flgd  with  him 
To  Bolingbroke,'    Here  comes  the  duke  of  York, 

Queen.  With  signs  of  war  abont  his  aged  neck : 
0,  full  of  careful  business  are  hia  looks  1 — 

Enter  the  Dckb  op  Toee. 
Uncle,  for  heaven's  sake,  speak  comfortable  words. 

Yor}c,  Shoald  I  do  so,  I  should helie  my  thoughts: 
Comfort's  in  heaven ;  and  we  are  on  the  earth, 
Where  nothing  lives  but  crosses,  care,  and  grief. 
Your  hushaud,  he  is  gone  to  save  far  off. 
Whilst  others  come  to  make  him  lose  at  home : 
Here  ain  I  left  to  underprop  his  laud, 
Who,  weak  with  age,  cannot  support  myself  r 
Kow  coihes  the  sick  hour  that  his  surfeit  made ; 
Now  shall  he  try  Lis  friends  that  flatter'd  him. 
JSater  a  Servant. 

Sen.  TSj  lord,  yom-  son  was  gone  before  I  came. 

Yori.  He  was!— Why,  sol— go  all  which  way  it  will  I— 
Tiic  nobles  they  are  fled,  the  commons  they  are  cold. 
And  will,  I  fear,  revolt  on  Hereford's  aide.— 
Sirrah,  get  thee  to  Plashy,  to  my  sister  Gloster; 
Bid  her  send  me  presently  a  thousand  pound : — 
Hold,  take  my  ring^. 

Serv.  My  lord,  I  had  forgot  to  tell  your  lordship : 
To-day,  as  I  came  by,  I  called  there ; — 
But  I  shall  grieve  yon.  to  report  the  rest. 

YoTh.  What  is't,  knave? 

Sertt,  An  hour  before  I  came,  the  dnchess  died. 

TorJe.  Heaven  for  its  mercy  I  what  a  tide  of  woes 
Oomes  rushing  on  this  woful  land  at  once  I 
I  know  not  what  to  do : — 

What,  are  there  no  posts  despatch'd  for  Ireland  ? — 
How  shall  we  do  for  money  for  these  wars  ? — 
Come,  sister, — cousin,  I  would  say, — pray,  pardon  me.-— 
[To  the  Servant.]     Go,  fellow,  got  thee  home;   provide  some 

And  bring  away  the  armor  that  is  there. —  [Ej^it  Servant 

Gentlemen,  will  you  go  muster  men  ? — 

And  meet  roe  presently  at  Berkley  castle. 

I  should  to  Plashy  too ; — 

But  time  will  not  permit : — all  is  uneven. 

And  every  thing  is  left  at  six  and  seven. 

{Exeunt  ToKK  mid  Quekn. 
Buihy.  The  wind  sits  fair  for  news  to  go  (o  Ireland, 
But  none  retitrns.     For  ns  to  levy  power 
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Proportionable  to  tLe  enemy, 
Is  all  imposaible. 

Green.  Besides,  our  nearness  to  tiie  king  in  love. 
Is  near  the  hat«  of  those  !ove  not  the  king, 

£agot.  And  that's  tlie  wavering  commona :  for  tlieir  love 
Lies  in  their  purses ;  and  whoso  empties  them, 
By  so  much  fills  IJieir  hearts  with  deadly  hate. 

Bushy.  Wherein  the  king  stands  generally  condemned. 

Bagot.  If  judgment  lie  in  them,  then  so  do  we, 
Because  we  ever  have  been  near  the  king. 

Green.  Well,  111  for  refnge  straight  to  Bristol  castle : 
The  earl  of  Wiltshire  ia  already  there. 

Bvshy.  Thither  will  I  with  yon ;  for  little  office 
Wiii  the  hateful  conuaonB  perform  for  us, 
Except  like  curs  to  tear  ns  all  to  pieces, — 
Will  you  go  along  with  us  ? 

Bagot.  No ;  I  will  to  Ireland  to  hia  mnjesty. 
Farewell:  if  heart's  presages  he  not  vain, 
We  three  here  part,  that  ne'er  shall  meet  again. 

Bushy.  That's  as  York  thrives  to  heat  back  Bolingbroke. 

Green.  Alas,  poor  duke!  tlie  task  lie  undertakes 
Is  numbermg  sands,  and  drinking  oceans  dry : 
Where  one  on  his  side  fights,  thousands  will  fly. 
Farewell  at  once,— for  once,  for  all,  and  ever. 

Bushy.  Well,  we  may  meet  again. 

Bagot.  I  fear  me,  never.    [Exevnt. 

SCEKE  lll.—The  WikU  in  Glostershire. 
Enter  Bolikobboks  and  Noktbtmbbblahd,  inithforcea. 
BoUng.  How  far  is  it,  my  lord,  to  Berkley  now  ? 
Jfrn-th.  Believe  me,  noble  lord, 
I  am  a  stranger  here  in  Glostershire, 
Baling.  Who  comes  here? 
MtIA.  It  is  my  son,  young  Harry  Percy, 
Sent  from  my  brother  Worcester,  whencesoever. — 

JEMer  Heney  Percy, 
Harry,  low  fares  your  uncle  ? 

Percy.  I  had  thonght,  my  lord,  to  have  learn'd  bis  health  of 

you. 
2fortA.  Why,  is  he  not  with  the  qneen  1 
Fercy.  No,  my  good  lord;  he  hath  fbrsook  tbo  court. 
Broken  bis  staff  of  office,  and  dispers'd 
The  household  of  the  king. 

JTorth.  "What  was  his  reason ! 

He  was  not  so  resolv'd,  when  last  we  spake 
Together. 
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Percy.  Because  jour  lordship  was  proclaimM  traitor. 
But  he,  my  lord,  is  gone  to  Havenapnrg, 
To  offer  service  to  the  duke  of  Hereford; 
And  sent  me  over  by  Berkley,  to  discover 
What  power  the  duke  of  York  had  levied  there ; 
Then,  with  direction  to  repair  to  Eavenspurg. 

North.  Have  you  forgot  the  dulte  of  Hereford,  boy  ? 

Percy.  No,  my  good  lord ;  for  that  is  not  foi^ot, 
Which  ne'er  I  did  remember :  to  my  knowledge, 
I  never  in  my  life  did  look  on  him. 

North.  Then  leam  to  know  him  now ;  this  is  the  duke. 

Persy.  My  graoioas  lord,  I  tender  you  my  service, 
Sach  as  it  ia,  being  tender,  raw,  and  young ; 
Which  elder  days  shall  ripen,  and  confirm 
To  "more  approvM  service  and  desert. 

Baling.  I  thank  thee,  gentle  Percy ;  and  be  snre^ 
I  count  myself  in  nothing  else  so  happy, 
As  in  a  soul  remembering  my  good  friends ; 
And,  as  my  fortune  ripens  with  thy  loTe, 
It  shall  be  still  thy  true  love's  recompense ; 
My  heart  this  covenant  makes,  my  hand  thus  seals  it 

North.  How  far  is  it  to  Bwkley  ?    And  what  stir 
Keeps  good  old  York  there,  with  his  men  of  war? 

Percy.  There  stands  the  castle,  by  yond'  toft  of  trees 
Mann'd  with  three  hundred  men,  as  I  have  heard; 
And  in  it  are  the  lords  of  York,  Berkley,  and  Seymour; 
Sone  else  of  name  and  noble  estimate. 

North.  Here  come  the  lords  of  Boss  and  Willoughbr, 
Bloody  with  spurring,  fiery-red  with  haste. 

Enter  Eoss  and.  WiLtoroDBY. 

Baling.  Welcome,  my  lords.     I  wot,  your  love  pursues 
A  banish'd  traitor:  all  my  treasury 
Is  yet  bnt  unfelt  thanks,  which,  more  enrich 'd. 
Shall  be  your  love  and  labor's  recompense. 

Som.  Your  presence  makes  ua  rich,  most  noble  lord. 

Willo.  And  fer  surmounts  our  labor  to  attain  it. 

Baling.  Evermore  thanks,  the  exchequer  of  t!ie  poor ; 
Which,  till  my  infant  fortune  comes  to  years, 
Stands  for  my  bounty.~But  who  comes  here  > 

North.  It  is  my  lord  of  Berkley,  as  I  guess. 
Enter  BEiffliET. 

Bm-h  My  lord  of  Hereford,  my  message  is  to  yon. 

BoUnff.  My  lord,  my  answer  is— to  Lancaster ; 
And  I  am  come  to  seek  that  name  in  England ; 
And  I  mnst  find  that  title  in  your  tongue. 
Before  I  make  reply  to  aught  you  say. 
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Beri.  Mistalfe  me  not,  my  lord ;  'tis  not  my  meaning, 
To  raze  one  title  of  yonr  honor  oat : — 
To  you,  my  lord,  I  come,  (what  lord  you  will,) 
From  the  most  gracious  regent  of  this  land, 
Tlie  duke  of  York,  to  know  what  spurs  you  on 
To  take  advantage  of  the  absent  time, 
And  fright  "oiir  native  peace  with  self -horn  arms. 

BoU^ig.  I  shall  not  need  transport  my  words  hy  you  ; 
Here  comes  Jiis  grace  in  person, — 

Miter  YoEK,  attended. 

nCneeU.]  My  noble  uncle ! 

Yorh  Show  me  thyliumble  heart,  and  not  thy  kcoo, 
Whose  duty  is  deceivahle  and  false. 
BoUng.  My  gracious  uncle  1 — 

Yorh.  Tut,  tnt  I    Grace  me  no  ^ace,  nor  uncle  me  no 
I  am  no  traitor's  imcle ;  and  that  word  "  gi'ace," 
III  an  ungracious  month,  is  but  profane. 
Why  have  those  baniah'd  and  forbidden  legs 
Dar'd  once  to  touch  a  dust  of  England's  ground! 
Oom'at  thou  because  th'  anointed  king  is  hence  ? 
Why,  foolish  boy,  the  king  is  left  behind. 
And  in  my  loyal  bosom  lies  his  power. 
Were  I  but  now  the  lord  of  such  hot  youth, 
As  when  brave  Gaunt,  thy  father,  and  myself, 
Rescued  the  "Black  "Pi-ince,  that  young  Mars  of  men, 
Fi-ora  forth  the  ranks  of  many  thousand  French, 
O,  then,  how  qnidily  should  this  arm  of  mine, 
Now  prisoner  to"  the  palsy,  chastise  thee, 
And  minister  correction  to  thy  fault ! 

Soling.  My  gracious  uncle,  let  me  know  my  fault ; 
On  what  condition  stands  it,  and  wherein? 

York.  Even  in  condition  of  the  worst  degi'ee,— 
In  gross  rebellion,  and  detested  treason : 
Thott  art  a  banish'd  man ;  and  here  art  come 
Before  the  espiration  of  thy  time. 
In  braving  arms  against  thy  sovereign. 

Baling.  As  I  was  baniah'd,  I  was  bauish'd  Hereford : 
But  as  I  come,  I  come  for  Langaster. 
And,  noble  uncle,  I  beseech  your  grace, 
I,ook  on  my  wrongs  with  an  indifferent  eye: 
You  are  my  father,  for  methinks  in  you 
I  see  old  Gaunt  alive ;  0,  then,  my  father. 
Will  you  permit  that  I  shall  stand  condemn'd 
A  wandering  vagabond ;  my  rights  and  royalties 
I'luck'd  from  my  arras  perforce,  and  given  away 
To  upstart  unthrifls  ?    Wherefore  was  I  born ) 
If  that  my  cousin  king  be  king  of  England, 
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K  must  be  granted  I  am  duke  of  Lancaster, 
You  have  a  boh,  Aumerle,  my  noble  kinsman ; 
Had  yoa  first  died,  and  he  lieea  thus  trod  down, 
He  should  have  found  his  uncle  Gaunt  a  father. 
To  rouse  his  wrongs,  and  chase  them  to  the  hay. 
1  am  denied  to  sue  my  livery  hete, 
And  yet  my  lettera  patent  give  me  leave : 
My  feflier's  goods  areall  distrain'd,  and  sold ; 
And  these,  and  all,  are  all  amiss  employ'd. 
What  would  jo-a  have  me  do  S    I  am  a  suhjectL 
And  challenge  law :  attornies  are  denied  mo; 
And  therefore  personally  1  lay  my  claim 
To  my  inheritauce  of  free  descent. 

^ortk.  TTie  noble  duke  hath  been  too  mucii  abused. 

Iioa.%  It  stw_ds  your  grace  upon  to  do  him  right. 

mito.  Base  men  by  his  endowments  are  made  great. 

Yorh  My  lords  of  England,  let  me  tell  tou  this:— 
I  have  had  feeling  of  my  cousin's  wrongs    ' 
And  lahor'd  aJl  1  could  to  do  him  rigJit- 
But  in  this  kind  to  come,  in  hraving  arms, 
Be  his  own  carver,  and  cut  out  his  way. 
To  find  out  right  with  wrong,— it  may  not  be ; 
And  you,  that  do  abet  him  in  this  kind, 
Oherish  rebellion,  and  are  rebels  aU. 

2fi>rth.  The  noble  duke  hath  sworn  his  coming  is 
But  for  his  own ;  and  for  the  right  of  that. 
We  all  have  strongly  sworn  to  give  him  aid ; 
And  let  him  ne'er  see  joy  that  breaks  that  oflfJi. 

rork.  Well,  well,  I  see  the  issue  of  these  arms  ;— 
I  canuot  mend  it,  I  must  needs  confess, 
Because  my  power  is  weak,'"and  all  ill  left ; 
But  if  I  could,  by  him  that  gave  me  life, 
I  would  attach  yoa  all,  and  make  you  stoop 
Unto  the  sovereign  mercy  of  the  king; 
But  since  I  cannot,  be  it  known  to  you, 
I  do  remain  as  neuter.     So,  fare  you  well ; — 
Unless  yon  please  to  enter  in  tlie  castle. 
And  there  repose  you  for  this  night. 

Eoling.  An  offer,  uncle,  that  we  will  accept: 
B.ut  we  must  win  your  grace  to  go  with  ns " 
To  Bristol  castle;  which,  they  say,  is  held 
By  Bushy,  Bagot,  and  their  complices. 
The  caterpillars  of  the  commonwealth. 
Which  I  have  sworn  to  weed  and  pluck  awav. 

Tori.  It  may^be,  I  will  go  with  yon ;— but  yet  I'll  pause  ■ 
tot  I  am  loath  to  bi-eak  our  country's  laws. 
Kor  friends;  nor  foes,  to  mo  weTopme  you  are ; 
Things  past  redress  are  now  with  me  past  care.  [Exaini. 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE  I.— Bolisobeoke's  Oarap  at  Bristol, 
EiiUr   BonsecHOKs,   Yost,  NoEintruBEGi-iKD,    Perct,    "Wit- 
LOUGHBY,  Kos3:  Officers  behind,  with  BrsHY  and  Geeen, 
prmners. 
Boling.  Bring  forth  these  men. — 
Bushy,  and  Green,  I  will  not  vex  your  souls, 
(Since  presently  your  soala  must  part  your  bodies,) 
With  too  much  urging  your  pernicious  lives ; 
For  'twere  no  charity :  yet,  to  wa^  your  hlood 
From  off  my  hands,  here,  in  the  view  of  men, 
I  will  unfold  some  causes  of  your  deaths. 
You  have  misled  a  prince,  a  royal  king, 
A  happy  gentleman  in  blood  and  lineaments, 
By  you  unbappied  and  disflgur'd  clean: 
You  have,  in  manner,  with  your  anful  hours, 
Made  a  divorce  betwist  his  qneea  and  hira. 
And  stain'd  the  beauty  of  a  Mr  queen's  cheeks 
"With  tears,  drawn  from  her  eyes  by  your  foul  wrongs. 
Myself, — a  prince  by  fortune  of  my  birth, 
Hear  to  the  king  in  blood,  and  near"  in  love, 
Till  you  did  make  him  miMaterpret  me,— 
Have  atoop'd  my  neck  under  your  injuries. 
And  agh'd  my  English  breath  in  foreign  clouds, 
Eating  the  bitter  bread  of  banishment ; 
Whilst  you  have  fed  upon  my  signories, 
Dispai-k'd  my  parks,  and  feii'd  my  forest  woods. 
From  mine  own  windows  torn  my  household  coat, 
Eaz'd  out  my  impress,  leaving  me  no  s^n. 
Save  men's  opinions  and  my  living  blood, 
To  show  the  world  I  am  a  gentleman, 
T Ills  and  much  more,  much  more  tlian  twice  all  this, 
Oondemns  you  to  the  death.— See  them  delber'd  over 
To  cxeeutiou  and  the  hand  of  death. 
My  lord  Northumberland,  see  them  despatch'd. 

[Exetint  NoKTiniMBBBLAsD and oyiCT-s,  with  Eusny 
and  Gbkks. 
Uncle,  you  say  the  queen  is  at  your  house ; 
For  heaven's  sake,  fiiirly  let  her  be  entreated : 
Tell  her  I  send  to  her  my  kind  commends ; 
Take  special  care  my  greetings  be  deliver'd. 

York  A  gentleman  of  mine  I  have  despatch'd 
With  lettei's  of  your  love  to  her  at  large. 
BoUng.  TliaTiks,  gentle  iinclc— Coino,  lords,  away, 
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To  fight  with  Glendower  and  his  complici 
A  while  to  work,  and  after  liolidaj'. 


SCENE  IL.—T7ie  Coast  of  Wales.     A  Caitle  in  ■ 


/i'  Sieh.  Barklonghly  castle  call  they  tliis  at  hand? 

Aum.  Yea,  my  loi-d.     How  brooks  yonr  grace  tie  air, 
After  your  late  tossing  on  the  breaking  aeas? 

if.  SicL  Needs  must  I  like  it  well ;  I  weep  for  joy, 
To  stand  npon  my  kingdom  once  agiun, — 
Deal-  earth,  I  do  salute  thee  with  my  hand, 
Thougl*  I'ebels  wound  tliee  with  their  horses'  hoofa; 
As  a  long  parted  mother  with  her  child 
Plays  fondly  with  her  tears  and  smiles  in  meeting, 
So,  weeping,  smiling,  greet  I  thee,  my  earth, 
And  do  thee  favor  with  my  royal  hands. 
Feed  not  thy  sovereign's  foe,  my  gentle  earth, 
Nor  with  thy  sweets  comfort  his  ravenous  sense ; 
But  let  thy  spiders,  that  suck  up  thy  venom, 
And  heavy'^aited  toads,  lie  in  their  way, 
Doing  annoyance  to  the  treacherous  feet, 
Which  with  usurping  steps  do  trample  thee. 
Yield  stinging  nettles  to  mine  enemies^ 
And  when  they  from  thy  bosom  pluck  a  flower, 
Guard  it,  I  pray  thee,  with  a  lurlang  adder. 
Whose  double  tongue  may  with  a  mortal  touch 
Throw  death  upon  thy  sovereign's  enemies. — 
Mock  not  my  senseless  conjuration,  lords : 
This  earth  shall  have  a  feehng,  and  these  stones 
Prove  arm^'d  soldiers,  ere  her  native  king 
Shall  falter  under  foul  rebellion's  arms. 

Bishop.  Fear  not,  my  lord :  that  Power  that  made  you  king, 
Hath  power  to  keep  you  king,  in  spite  of  all. 
The  means  that  heaven  yields  must  be  embrac'd. 
And  not  neglected ;  else,  if  heaven,  would. 
And  we  will  not,  heaven's  offer  we  refuse, 
The  proffer'd  means  of  succor  and  redress, 

Aum.  He  means,  my  lord,  that  we  are  too  remiss ; 
Whilst  Bolingbrofce,  through  our  security. 
Grows  strong  and  great  in  substance,  and  in  friends. 

K.  Sick.  Discomfortable  consinl  know'st  thou  not, 
That  when  the  searching  eye  of  heaven  is  hid 
Behind  the  globe,  and  lights  the  lower  world. 
Then  thieves  and  I'obbers  range  abroad  unseen. 
In  murders  and  in  outrage,  boldly  here ; 
But  when,  from  under  this  teixestrial  ball, 
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He  fires  the  prond  tops  of  the  eastern,  pines. 

And  darts  his  light  tli rough  every  gnilty  hole, 

Then  murders,  treasoDs,  and  detested  sins, 

The  cloak  of  night  being  pluck'dfrom  off  their  bocta, 

Stand  bare  and  naied,  trembling  at  themselves  ? 

So  when  this  thie^  tJiis  traitor,  Bohngbroke, — 

Who  all  this  while  hath  revetl'd  in  the  nigbt, 

Whilst  we  were  wandering  with  the  antipodes, — 

Shall  see  us  rising  in  our  throne,  the  east. 

His  treasons  will  sit  blushing  in  his  face, 

Not  able  to  endure  the  sight  of  day. 

But,  self-affrighted,  tremble  at  his  sin. 

Not  all  the  water  in  the  rough  rude  sea 

Can  wash  the  balm  from  an  anointed  king ; 

The  breath  of  worldly  men  cannot  depose 

The  deputy  elected  by  the  Lord ; 

For  every  man  that  Bolingbroke  hath  press'd 

To  lift  Bhrewd  BteeJ  against  onr  golden  crown, 

Heaven  for  his  Richard  hath  in  heavenly  pay 

A  glorious  angel :  then,  if  angels  flght, 

Weak  men  must  fall;  for  heaven  still  guards  the  right. 

EnteT  SALiSBUEr. 
Welcome,  my  lord:  how  far  off  lies  yonr  power? 

Sal.  Nor  near,  nor  farther  off,  my  gracious  lord, 
Than  this  weak  arm ;  discomfort  guides  my  tongue, 
And  bids  me  speak  of  nothing  but  despair. 
One  day  too  !at«,  I  fear,  my  noble  lord. 
Hath  clouded  all  thy  h^ipy  days  on  earth. 
O,  call  back  yesterday,  bid  time  return, 
And  thou  shalt  have  twelve  thousand  fighting  men  I 
To-day,  to-day,  unhappy  day  toalate, 
O'erthrows  thy  joys,  friends,  fortune,  and  thy  state; 
For  all  the  Welshinen,  hearing  thou  wert  dead,' 
Are  gone  to  Bolingbroke,  clispers'd,  and  fle^. 

Avm.  Comfort,'my  liege;  why  looks  your  grace  so  p 

K.  Rich.  5ut  now,  the  blood  of  twenty  thousand  nici 

Did  triumph  in  my  face,  and  tliey  aie  fled ; 
And,  till  so  much  blood  thither  come  agaiii, 

Have  I  not  reason  to  look  pale  and  dead  J 
All  sonla  that  will  be  safe,  fly  from  my  side ; 
For  tfme  hath  set  a  blot  upon  my  pride. 

Aum.  Comfort,  my  liege ;  remember  who  you  are. 

K.  Eieh.  I  had  forgot  myself ;  am  I  not  king! 
Awake,  thou  sluggard  miyesty !  thou  sleepest. 
Is  not  the  king's  name  forty  ttionsand  names? 
Arm,  arm,  my  name  1  a  puny  subject  strikes 
At  thy  great  glory.— Look  not  to  the  ground, 
Ye  favorites  of  a  king  :  are  we  not  high"! 
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High  be  our  thonghta:  I  know  my  tincle  York 
Hath  power  enough  to  serve  our  turn; — But  who  comes  herel 
Enter  Sceoop. 

Scroop.  More  Lealth  aod  happiness  betide  my  liege, 
Than  can  my  care-toii'd  tongue  deliver  him  I 

K.  Sick.  Mine  ear  is  open,  and  my  heart  prepared; 
The  worst  is  worldly  loss  thou  canst  unfold. 
Say,  is  my  kingdom  lost  f  why,  'twas  my  care ; 
Ami  what  loss  is  it  to  be  rid  of  caref 
Strives  Bolingbroke  to  be  na  great  as  we? 
tlreater  he  shall  not  be ;  if  he  serve  heaven, 
We'll  serve  it  too,  aud  be  his  fellow  so ; 
Kevolt  oar  subjects?  tliat  wo  cannot  mend ; 
1'hey  break  their  faith  to  heaven,  aa  well  as  us: 
Cry  woe,  destruction,  ruin,  loss,  decay ; 
The  worst  is  death,  and  death  will  have  his  day. 

Ssroop.  Glad  am  I,  that  your  highness  is  so  arm'd 
To  bear  the  tidings  of  calamity. 

White-beards  have  arm'd  their  thin  and  hairless  soalpe 
Against  thy  migesty ;  and  boys,  with  women's  voices, 
Strive  to  speak  big,  and  clap  their  female  joints 
In  stiff  unwieldy  arms  against  thy  crown : 
Thy  very  beadsmen  learn  to  bend  tiieir  bows 
Of  double-fatal  yew  gainst  thy  state ; 
Yea,  flistaff-women  manage  rusty  bills 
Agidnst  thy  seat :  both  young  and  old  rebel, 
And  all  goes  worse  than  I  have  power  to  tell. 

K.  Sieh.  Too  well,  too  well,  thou  tell'st  a  tale  so  ill. 
Where  is  the  earl  of  Wiltshire?  whore  is  Bagot? 
Wiiat  ia  become  of  Bushy?  where  is  Green? 
That  they  have  let  the  dangerons  enemy 
Measure  onr  confines  with  such  peaceful  steps? 
If  wa  prevail,  their  heads  shall  pay  for  it: 
I  warrant  they  have  made  peace  with  Bolingbroke. 

Stoo^.  Peace  have  they  made  with  him,  indeed,  ray  lord. 

K.  Rich.  O  villfuns,  vipers,  oondemn'd  withont  redemption! 
Dogs,  easily  won  to  fawn  on  any  mau  I 
Snaies,  in  my  heart-blood  warm'd,  that  sting  my  heart! 
Tliree  Judases,  each  one  thrice  worse  than  Judas! 

Scroop.  Sweet  love,  I  see,  changing  his  property, 
Tunis  to  the  sourest  and  most  deadly  hate : — 
Their  peace  ia  made 

With  heads,  and  not  with  hands:  those  whom  yon  curse. 
Have  felt  the  worst  of  death'a  destroying  wound. 
And  lie  full  low,  grav'd  in  the  hojlow  ground. 

Aimt.  Is  Bushy,  Green,  and  the  earl  of  Wiltshire,  dead? 

Scroop.  Yea,  all  of  them  at  Bristol  lost  their  heads. 
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Aum.  Where  is  the  dnke,  my  fotber,  with  fais  power  ? 

A'.  JiicJi.  No  matter  wliere ; — of  comfort  no  luan  Hpeak : 
Let's  talk  of  graves,  of  worms,  nnd  eiiitaphs ; 
Make  dust  onr  paper,  and  with  rainy  eyes 
Write  sorTOW  on  tlie  bosoin  of  tlie  earth. 
Let's  choose  executors,  and  talk  of  wills : 
And  yet  not  so, — for  what  can  we  beqiieatb, 
Save  onr  deposf  d  bodies  to  tie  ground  3 
Our  landsj  our  lives,  and  all  are  Bolingbroke's, 
And  nothing  can  we  call  our  own  bnt  death, 
And  that  small  model  of  the  barren  earth. 
Which  serves  as  paste  and  cover  to  our  bones. 
For  heaven's  sake,  let  us  sit  upon  the  ground. 
And  tell  sad  stories  of  the  deatb  of  kings : — 
How  some  have  been  depos'd ;  some  daia  in  war ; 
Some  haunted  by  the  ghosts  they  have  depos'd; 
fiome  poison'd  by  tlieir  wives ;  some  sleeping  kill'd ; 
All  murder'd: — for  within  the  hojiow  crown 
That  rounds  the  mortal  temples  of  a  king, 
Keeps  death  hb  court ;  and  th,ere  tbe  antick  sits, 
Scoffing  his  state,  and  grinning  at  his  pomp ; 
Allowing  him  a  breath,  a  little  scene. 
To  monarcbize,  be  fear'd,  and  kill  with  looks; 
Infusing  him  with  eelf  and  vpin  conceit, — 
As  if  this  flesb,  which  walls  about  our  life. 
Were  brass  impregnable ;  and,  bumor'd  thus. 
Comes  at  tbe  lt)st,  and  with  a  little  pin 
Bores  through  his  oastle-w^ll,  and— ^farowell  king! 
Cover  your  heads,  and  mock  not  flesh  and  blood 
With  solemn  reverence ;  throw  away  respect, 
Tradition,  form,  and  ceremonious  daty ; 
For  yon  have  but  rnistook  me  all  this  wbjle : 
I  live  with  bread  like  you,  feel  wjmt. 
Taste  grief,  need  friends  : — subjected  tlius, 
How  can  yon  say  to  me — I  am  king! 

Bithop.  My  lord,  wise  man  ne'er  sit  and  wml  their  woes, 
But  presently  prevent  the  wajs  to  wail. 

K.  Hich.  Thou  chid'st  me  well.— Proud  Bolingbroke,  I  come 
To  change  blows  with  thee  for  our  day  of  doom. 
This  ague-fit  of  fear  is  over-blown ; 
An  easy  task  it  is,  to  win  our  own.— 
Say,  Scroop,  where  lies  onr  nncle  with  his  power? 
Speak  sweetly,  man,  nltliough  thy  looks  be  sour. 

Scroop.  Men  judge  by  the  complexion  of  the  sky 

The  state  and  inclination  of  the  day 
So  may  you  by  my  dull  and  heavy  eye. 

My  tongue  hath  bnt  a  heavier  tale  to  say. 
I  play  the  torturer,  by  small  and  small 
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To  lengthen  out  the  worst  that  must  be  spoken: — 
Your  uncle  York  iajoin'd  with  Bolingbrote ; 
And  all  your  noi-thern  costlea  yielded  np, 
And  oil  your  soQthem  gentlemen  in  arms 
Upon  his  party. 

K.  Sie/i.  Thou  hast  add  enough. — 

"What  comfort  have  wo  now  ! 
By  heaven,  I'll  hate  him  everlastingly, 
That  bids  me  be  of  comfort  any  more. 
Go  to  Flint  oaatio :  there  I'il  pine  away ; 
A  king,  woe's  slave,  shall  kingly  woe  obey. 
That  power  I  have,  discharge ;  and  let  them  go 
To  ear  the  land  that  hath  some  hope  to  grow, 
For  I  have  none :  let  no  man  speak  again 
To  alter  this,  for  counsel  is  hut  vain. 

Aum.  My  liege,  one  word. 

IC.  Siclt.  He  does  me  double  wi'ong. 

That  wounds  me  with  the  flatteries  of  his  tougae. 
Disohai^e  my  followers :  let  tliem  hence  away. 
From  Eiohard'fl  night  to  Bolingbroke'a  fair  day.  [&eim(, 

SCENE  m.— Wales.    A  Plain  before  Flint  Castle. 

Enter,  vAtk  Drum  and  Cohr a, 'Boiasovboky,  and  farces;  Yobk, 
NoKTnuMBEKLABD,  and  other's. 

Baling.  So  that  by  this  intelligence  we  learn, 
The  Welshmen  are  dispera'd ;  and  Salisbury 
Is  gone  to  meet  the  king,  who  lately  landed 
With  some  few  private  friends  upon  this  coast. 

North.  The  news  is  very  Mr  and  good,  my  lord ; 
Eichard,  not  far  from  hence,  hath  hid  his  head. 

Yorh  It  would  beseem  the  lord  Northumberland 
To  say,  ting  Eiohard :— alack,  the  heavy  day, 
When  snoh  a  sacred  king  should  hide  his  head! 

North.  Your  grace  mistakes  me ;  only  to  be  brief, 
Left  I  his  title  out, 

Yorh  The  time  hath  been. 

Would  you  liave  been  so  brief  with  him,  he  would 
Have  been  so  brief  irith  yon,  to  shorten  you. 
For  taking  so  the  head,  your  wiiole  head's  length. 

Boling.  Mistake  not,  uncle,  farther  than  yon  should. 

YorTc.  Take  not,  good  cousin,  farther  than  you  should, 
Lest  you  mistake:  tiie  heavens  are  o'er  our  heads. 

Soling.  I  know  it,  uncle:  and  oppose  not  myself 
Against  their  will. — But  who  comes  here? 

^ter  Percy. 
Welcome,  Harry:  what,  will  not  this  raslle  yiold? 
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Percy.  The  castle  royally  is  mann'd,  my  lord, 
Agtunst  thy  entrance. 

Baling,  feojidlr ! 
"Why,  it  contains  no  king! 

Percy.  Y03,  ray  good  lord, 

It  doth  contaia  a  king;  king  Richard  lies 
Within  thefimits  of  jonU'  lime  and  atone: 
And  with  him  are  the  lord  Aumerle,  lord  Salisbury, 
Sir  Stephen  Scroop;  besides  a  clergyman 
Of  lioly  reverence, — who,  I  cannot  learn. 

North.  0,  belike  it  is  the  bishop  of  Oarlislo. 

Bollng.  [IttKoBTH.]  Noble  lord, 
Go  to  the  rude  ribs  of  that  ancient  castle ; 
Through  brazen  trumpet  send  the  breath  of  parte 
Into  his  niin'd  ears,  and  thus  deliver  ■.'^- 
Heary  Bolingbroke 

On  both  Sis  knees  dotli  kiss  king  Richard's  hand, 
And  sends  allegiance,  and  true  faith  of  heart, 
To  his  most  royal  person ;  hither  come 
Even  at  his  feet  to  lay  my  arms  and  power, 
Provided  that,  my  banishment  repealed, 
And  lands  restor'd  agtdn,  be  freely  granted: 
If  not,  I'll  use  th'  advantage  of  my  power. 
And  lay  the  summer's  dust  with  showers  of  blood, 
Rain'd  from  the  wounds  of  daughtcr'd  Englishmen. 
Go,  signify  as  much,  while  here  we  march 
Upon  the  grassy  ciirpet  of  this  plain. — 

[North,  advcmeei  to  the  Caatle,  wiith  a  Trumpet. 
Let's  march  withont  the  noise  of  threat'ning  drum. 
That  fi'oui  the  cattle's  tatter'd  battlements 
Our  ffur  appointments  may  he  well  peros'd. 
Methmks  kmg  Richard  and  myself  should  meet 
WitfTno  less  terror  than  the  elements  "' 
Of  fire  and  water,  when  their  thundering  shock 
At  meeting  tears  the  cloudy  cheeks  of  heaven. 
Be  h,e  the  Are,  I'll  be  the  yielding  water :  " 
The  rage  be  his,  while  on  the  earth  I  rain 
My  waters, — on  the  earth,  and  not  on  Bim. — 
March  on,  and  mark  king  Richard  how  he  looks. 

A  parle  Munded,  and  answered  bff  another  Trumpet  within. 
FlovrUh.  Enter  on  the  walk  Kiso  Richahd,  the  Bishop 
OP  Carlisle,  Acmerlb,  Scroop,  an<l  Sausbuey. 

See,  see,  king  Richard  doth  himself  appear, 
As  doth  the  blushing  discontented  sun 
From  out  the  fiery  portal  of  the  east,' 
Wiien  ho  perceives  the  eciyious  clouds  are  bent 
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To  dim  his  glory,  and  to  stain  the  tr^k 
Of  his  bright  passage  to  tlie  occideDt. 

York.  Yet  looks  he  like  a  king:  behold,  Lis  eye, 
As  bright  as  is  the  eagle's,  lightens  forth 
Controlling  m^estj :— alack,  alack,  for  woe. 
That  any  liarra  sliould  stain  so  feir  a  show  I 

K.  Mich.  [To  NoBTH,]  We  are  amaz'd ;  and  thus  long  have  w 
stood 
To  watch  the  fearftil  bending  of  thy  knee. 
Because  we  thought  oursolf  thy  lawful  king : 
And  if  we  he,  how  dare  thy  joints  forget 
To  pay  their  awful  duty  to  our  presence? 
If  we  be  not,  show  us  the  hand  of  heaven 
That  hath  dismiss'd  na  from  our  stewardship ; 
Tor  well  we  know,  no  hand  of  blood  and  bone 
Can  gripe  the  sacred  handle  of  our  sceptre, 
Unless  he  do  profane,  steal,  or  usurp. 
And  though  you  think  that  all,  as  you  have  done, 
Have  torn  their  souls  by  turning  them  from  us, 
And  we  are  barren  and  bereft  of  friends ; 
Yet  know, — my  master,  God  omnipotent, 
Is  mustering  in  his  clouds,  on  our  behalf, 
Armies  of  pestilence ;  and  tliey  shall  strike  all 
Thai  lift  their  vassal  hands  against  my  head, 
And  threat  the  glory  of  my  preciona  crown. 
Tell  Bolingbroko,  (for  yond'  methmks  he  is,) 
That  every  stride  he  makes  upon  my  land 
Is  dangerous  treason :  he  is  come  to  ope 
The  purple  testament  of  bleeding  war ; 
But  ere  the  crown  he  looks  for  live  va  peace. 
Ten  thousand  bloody  crowns  of  mothers'  sons 
Shall  ill  hecome  the  flower  of  England's  face. 
Change  the  complexion  of  her  maid-pale  peace 
To  scarlet  indignation,  and  bedew 
Her  pastures'  grass  with  faithful  English  blood. 

North.  The  King  of  heaven  foibid,  our  lord  the  king 
Should  so  with  civil  and  uncivil  arms 
Be  ruah'd  upon  I  '  Thy  thrice-noble  cousin, 
Harry  Bolingbroke,  doth  humbly  kiss  thy  hand ; 
And  by  the  honorable  tomb  he  swears, 
Tliat  stands  upon  your  royal  grandsire's  bones, 
And  by  the  royalties  of  both  your  bloods. 
His  coming  hither  hath  no  farther  scope, 
Than  f&r  his  lineal  royalties,  and  to  heg 
Enfranchiaement  immediate  on  his  knees: 
■Which  on  thy  royal  party  granted  once. 
His  glittering  amis  he  will  commend  to  rnat, 
His  barbtd  steeds  to  stables,  aud  Iiis  heart 
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To  faithful  service  of  your  majesty. 
This  swears  he,  as  lie  is  a,  prince,  is  just ; 
And,  QB  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  credit  him. 

K.  Etch.  North umherland,  say, — tlms  the  king  returuB : — 
His  noble  eonsiii  is  right  welcome  hither; 
And  all  the  number  of  his  fair  demands 
Shall  he  accomplish'd  without  contradiction : 
With  all  the  gracious  utterance  thou  hast, 
Speak  to  his  gentle  hearing  kind  commends. — 

[  To  ArMEELE,]  "We  do  debase  ourself,  cousin, 
To  look  so  poorly,  and  to  speak  so  feir! 
Shall  we  call  back  Korthumherland,  and  send 
Betiance  to  the  traitor,  and  so  dic^ 

Aum.  No,  good  my  lord ;  let's  fight  with  gentle  words 
Till  lime  lend  friends,  and  friends  their  helpful  swords, 

K.  Sieh.  O  heaveni  that  e'er  this  tongue  of  mine, 
That  laid  the  sentence  of  dread  banishment 
On  jond'  proud  man,  should  take  it  oif  again 
With  words  of  sooth  I    O,  that  I  were  as  gi-eat 
As  is  my  grief,  or  lesser  than  my  namel 
Or  that  I  could  forget  what  I  have  been  I 
Or  not  remember  what  I  must  be  now  I 
Swell'st  thou,  proud  heart?    I'll  give  thee  scope  to  beat, 
Since  foes  have  scope  to  beat  both  tliee  and  me. 

Aum.  Northumberland  comes  back  from  Bolingbroke. 

K.  £ieh.  What  mast  the  king  do  now !     Must  he  submit  J 
The  king  shall  do  it :  must  he  he  deposed! 
The  ting  shall  be  contented :  must  he  lose 
The  name  of  king  ?  in  heaven's  name,  let  it  go : 
I'll  give  my  jewels  for  a  set  of  beads, 
My  gorgeous  pdaoe  for  a  hermitage, 
My  gay  apparel  for  an  alms-man's  gown. 
My  ngur'd  goblets  for  a  dish  of  wood, 
My  sceptre  for  a  palmer's  walking, staff, 
My  subjects  for  a  pair  of  carved  swnts, 
And  my  lai^e  kingdom  for  a  little  grave, 
A  little  little  grave,  an  obscure  grave  ;— 
Aumerle,  thou  weep'st, — my  tender-hearted  cousin! — 
We'll  make  foul  weather  with  despised  teara ; 
Our  sighs  and  they  shall  lodge  the  summer  corn, 
And  make  a  dearth  in  this  revolting  land. 
Or  shall  we  piay  the  wantons  witli  our  woes. 
And  make  some  pretty  match  with  shedding  tears  J 
As  thus  i — to  drop  them  stiU  upon  one  place, 
Till  they  have  fretted  us  a  pair  of  graves 
Within  the  earth ;  and,  tlierein  laid, — There  lies 
Two  kinsmen  ^igg'd  their  graves  with  weeping  eyes. 
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■Would  not  tills  ill  do  weU  ?— Well,  well,  I  see 
I  talk  bnt  idly,  and  yon  mock  at  me. — 
Most  mighty  prince,  my  lord  North aniberland. 
What  says  king  Bolingbroke !  will  his  majesty 
Give  Richard  leave  to  live  till  Eichard  die  t 

North.  My  lord,  in  the  base  court  he  doth  attend 
To  apeak  with  you ; — may't  please  you  to  come  down? 

K.  Rich.  Down,  down,  I  come ;  like  glistering  Phffiton, 
Wanting  the  manage  of  unrniy  jades. 

[NoBTHtTMBEELAND  retire!  again  to  Bolikobeoke. 
In  the  base  court!    Base  court,  where  kings  grow  base, 
To  come  at  traitors'  calls,  and  do  them  grace. 
In  the  base  coort?    Come  down?    Down,  court!  down,  king! 
For  niglit-owls  shriek,  where  moimting  larks  should  sing. 

[Exeunt,  from  ahoze.. 

Baling.  What  says  his  majesty! 

North.  Sorrow  and  grief  of  heart 

Makes  him  sneak  fondly,  like  a  frantic  man : 
Yet  he  is  come. 

Enter  Kikg  Eiohabd,  and  his  Attendants,  leloie. 

Baling.  Stand  all  apart. 
And  show  fair  duty  to  his  majesty.—         [Advances  and  hiceh. 
My  gracions  lord,— 

K.  Rich.  Fair  cousin,  you  debase  yonr  princely  knee, 
To  make  the  base  earth  proud  with  kissing  it : 
Me  rather  had,  my  heart  might  feel  your  love. 
Than  my  unplcaa'd  eye  see  your  courtesy. 
Dp,  cousin,  up ; — jour  heart  is  up,  I  know, 
Thus  high  at  least,  [Touching  Ais  own  head.'\  althoogh  yonr  knee 

Boling.  My  gracious  lord,  I  come  but  for  mine  own. 

K.  Rich.  Your  own  is  yonrs,  and  I  am  yours,  and  nil, 

Boling.  80  iar  be  mine,  my  most  redoubted  lord. 
As  my  true  service  shall  deserve  your  love. 

K.  Rich.  Well  you  deserve : — they  well  deserve  to  have, 
That  know  the  strong'st  and  surest  way  to  got. — 
TJnoIe,  give  me  your  hand :  nay,  dry  your  eyes ; 
Tears  show  their  love,  but  want  their  remedies. — 
Oouaio,  I  am  too  young  to  be  your  father," 
Though  you  are  old  enough  to  be  my  heir. 
Wiiat  you  will  have,  Tl!  give,  and  willing  too  ; 
For  do  we  must  what  force  will  have  lis  do. — 
Sst  on  towards  Loudon  : — cousin,  is  it  so? 

Boling.  Yea,  my  good  lord. 

^.  Rich.  Then  I  must  not  say  no. 

[Flourish.    Exmnt, 
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SCENE  IV,— Langley.     The  Duke  of  York's  Garden. 
Enter  tlie  Qcbbh  and  two  Ladies. 
Queen.  What  sport  sliall  we  devise  here  in  this  garden. 
To  drive  away  the  heavy  thonglit  of  owe? 
1  Lady.  Madam,  we'll  plaj  at  bowls. 
Queen.  Twill  make  me  think  the  world  is  full  of  rubs, 
And  that  mj  fortune  runs  against  the  hias. 
1  Liidy.  Madam,  we'll  dance. 
Queen.  My  limbs  can  keep  no  meosnre  in  delight, 
When  my  poor  heart  no  measure  keeps  in  grief: 
Tlierefore,  no  dancing,  girl;  some  otlier  sport. 
1  Lady.  Madam,  we'll  tell  tales. 
Queen.  Of  sorrow,  or  of  joy ! 
1  Lady.  Of  either,  madajn. 
Qmm.  Of  neither,  girl :  - 
For  if  of  joy,  being  ^together  wanting, 
It  dodi  remember  me  the  more  of  sori-ow ; 
Or  if  of  grief,  being  altogether  had. 
It  sA&a  more  sorrow  to  my  want  of  joy : 
For  what  I  have,  I  need  not  to  repeat ; 
And  what  I  want,  it  boots  not  to  complain. 
1  Lady.  Madam,  I'll  sing. 

Queen.  'Tis  well  that  thou  hast  oaase ; 

But  thou  shonld'st  please  me  better,  wonld'st  thou  weep. 
1  Lady.  I  could  weep,  madam,  would  it  do  you  good. 
Qiieen.  And  I  could  weep,  would  weeping  do  me  good, 
And  never  borrow  any  tear  of  thee. — 
But  stay,  here  come  the  gardeners : 
Let's  step  into  the'shadow  of  these  trees. 
My  wretchedness  unto  a  row  of  pins. 
They'll  talk  of  state ;  for  every  one  doth  so 
Against  Q  change.    "W.oe  ia  forerun  with  woe. 

[Qdben  and  Ladies  retire. 
Enter  a  Gardener  and  two  Servants, 
Gard.  Go,  bind  thou  up  yond'  dangling  apricots. 
Which,  like  unruly  children,  make  their  sire 
Stoop  with  oppression  of  their  prodigal  weight; 
Give  some  supportance  to  the  bonding  twigs. — 
Go  thou,  and  like  an  executioner. 
Cut  off  the  heads  of  too-fast-gi-owing  sprays. 
That  look  too  lofty  in  our  common  wealtli ; 
All  must  be  even  in  our  government.-^ 
Ton  thus  employ'd,  I  will  go  root  away 
The  noisome  weeds,  that  without  profit  suck 
The  soil's  fertility  from  wholesome  flowers. 

1  Serv.  "Why  should  we,  in  the  compass  of  a  pale, 
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Keep  law,  and  form,  and  due  proportion. 
Showing,  as  in  a  model,  our  firm  estate, 
"When  oar  aeo-walled  garden,  the  whole  land, 
Is  full  of  weeds ;  her  fairest  flowers  chok'd  up, 
Her  fruit-trees  all  unprun'd,  her  hedges  rain'd. 
Her  knots  disorder'd,  and  her  wholesome  Lerha 
Swarming  with  cat«rpillara  3 

Gard.  Hold  thy  peace  :— 

He  that  hath  snffer'd  this  disorder'd  spriug, 
Hath  now  himself  met  with  the  fall  of  leaf: 
The  weeds  that  his  broad-spreading  leaves  did  shelter, 
That  seem'd  in  eating  him  to  hold  him  np, 
Are  pluck'd  np,  root  and  all,  hy  Bolingbroke, — 
I  mean,  the  ear!  of  Wiltshire,  Bushy,  Green, 

1  8cm.  What,  are  they  deadf 

Oard.  They  are ;  and  Bolingbroke 

Hath  seiz'd  the  wasteful  king.— 0 1  what  pity  is  it. 
That  he  had  not  so  trimm'd  and  dress'd  his  land, 
As  we  this  garden  1     We  at  time  of  year 
Do  wound  the  bark,  the  skin  of  our  fruit-trees. 
Lest,  being  over-proud  in  sap  and  blood, 
With  too  much  riches  it  confound  itself: 
Had  he  done  so  to  great  and  growing  men, 
They  might  have  liv'd  to  bear,  and  he  to  taste 
Tlieir  fruits  of  duty.     Superfluous  branches 
We  lop  away,  that  bearing  bouglis  may  live ; 
Had  he  done  so,  himself  had  borne  the  crown, 
Which  waste  of  idle  hours  hath  quite  thrown  down. 

1  ScTTt.  What,  think  yon,  then,  the  king  shall  be  depos'd? 

Oard.  Depress'd  he  is  already ;  and  depos'.d, 
'Tis  doubt,  he  will  be  :  letters  came  last  night 
To  a  dear  friend  of  the  good  duke  of  York's, 
That  tell  black  tidings. 

Queen.  0, 1  am  press'd  to  death,  through  want  of  speaking! 
\  Coming  foTinard,  mth  Ladies, 
Thon,  old  Adam's  likeness,  set  to  dress  this  garden. 
How  dares  thy  harsh  rude  tongue  sound  this  onpleasing  news! 
Wiiat  Eve,  what  serpent,  hath  suggested  thee 
To  make  a  second  fall  of  cursed  maa  1 
Why  dost  thou  say  king  Eichard  is  depos'd  ? 
Dar\t  thou,  thon  little  better  thing  than  earth. 
Divine  his  downfall  ?    Say,  where,  when,  and  how, 
Cam'st  thou  by  these  ill  tidings !  speak,  thou  wretch. 

Gard.  Pardon  me,  madam :  little  joy  have  I 
To  breathe  these  news;"  yet  what  I  say  is  true, 
King  Eichard,  he  is  in  the  miglityhold 
Of  Bolingbroke :  their  fortune's  both  are  weigh'd ; 
In  your  lord's  scale  is  nothing  but  himself, 
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Ani  some  few  Tfinities  that  make  him  light ; 

But  in.  the  balance  of  great  Bolingbroko, 

Besides  Iiimself,  are  al!  the  English  peers, 

And  with  that  odds  ho  weighs  king  Kichard  down. 

Post  you  to  London,  and  you'll  find  it  so ; 

I  speak  no  more  than  every  one  doth  know. 

Queen.  Nimble  mischance,  that  art  so  light  of  foot^ 
Doth  not  thy  erabasst^o  belong  to  me, 
And  am  I  last  that  knows  it?     OI  thou  think'st 
To  serve  me  last,  that  I  may  longest  keep 
Thy  sorrow  in  my  breast. — Come,  ladies,  go. 
To  meet  at  London  London's  king  in  woe. — 
What,  was  I  born  to  this,  that  my  sad  look 
Should  grace  the  triumph  of  great  Bolingbroke  ? — 
Gaidener,  for  telling  me  these  newa  of  w;oe, 
I  would  the  plants  thou  graft'st  may  never  grow. 

[Exeunt  QrEss  on. 

Oard.  Poor  queen  1  so  that  thy  state  might  be  no  w( 
I  would  my  skill  were  subject  to  thy  curse. 
Here  did  she  fall  a  tear ;  here,  in  this  place, 
I'll  set  a  hank  of  rue,  sour  herb  of  grace : 
Eno,  even  for  rnth,here  shortly  shall  be  seen, 
In  the  remembrance  of  a  weeping  queen. 


SCENE   I.— Loudon.     Westminster  Hall. 

The  Lords  spiritual  on  the  rigU  aide  of  the  Throne;  the  Lord» 
temporal  on  the  lift;  the  Oommont  below.     MiferBoLiso- 

BROKB,  AUMEELB,  SoEBEY,    NoRTHDMBKRLAND,    PkEOY,    FlTZ 

wATBB,  another  Lord,  the  Bishop  of  OiBHSLE,  the  Asbot  op 
Westminsteh,  anj^  Attendants.    Officers  ieAiM  wj(ABaoot. 

Boling.  Call  forth  Bagot. — 
Now,  Bagot,  freely  speak  thy  mind  ; 
What  thou  dost  know  of  noble  Gloster's  death, 
Who  wrought  it  with  the  king,  and  who  pei-form'd 
The  bloody  office  of  his  timeless  end. 

Bagot.  Then  set  hefore  my  face  the  lord  Aumerle. 

Baling.  Cousin,  et^d  forth,  and  look  upon  that  man. 

Bagot.  l£y  lord  Aumerle,  I  know  your  daring  tongue 
Scorns  to  nnsay  what  once  it  hath  deliver'd. 
fn  that  dead  time  when  Gloster's  death  was  plotted, 
I  heard  you  say, — "  Is  not  my  arm  of  length. 
That  reacheth  from  the  restful  English  court 
As  far  as  Oalnis,  to  my  uncle's  held  S  " 
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Am.ongat  mach  other  talk,  that  very  time, 
I  heard  you  Bay,  that  you  Lad  raWier  refuse 
The  offer  of  a  hundred  thousand  crowns, 
Than  Bolingbroke's  retarti  to  England ; 
Adding  withal,  how  blest  this  land  would  he 
In  this  your  cousin's  death. 

Avm.  Princes,  and  noble  lords, 

What  answer  shall  I  make  to  this  base  man  ? 
Shall  I  so  niucli  dishonor  my  fair  stars, 
On  equal  terms  to  give  liim  chastisement ! 
Either  I  must,  or  have  mine  honor  soiVd 
With  the  attainder  of  his  slanderons  lips, — 
Thei-e  is  my  gage,  the  manual  sea!  of  death. 
I  will  maintain  what  thou  hast  siud  is  iiolse 
In  thyheart-hlood,  though  being  all  too  base 
To  stain,  the  temper  of  my  knightly  sword. 

Baling.  B^ot,  forbear ;  thon  shalt  not  take  it  up. 

Aum.  Excepting  one,  I  would  he  were  the  best 
In  all  this  presence,  that  hath  mov'd  me  so, 

Fitt.  If  that  thy  valor  stand  on  sympathy. 
There  is  my  gage,  Aureerlo,  in  gage  to  thine ; 
By  that  fair  sun  whieli  shows  me  where  thon  stand'st, 
I  heard  thee  say,  and  Tauntingly  thou  spak'st  it, 
That  thou  wert  cause  of  noble  Gloster's  death. 
Besides,  I  heard  the  banish'd  Norfolk  say, 
That  thon,  Aumerle,  didst  send  two  of  thy  men 
To  execute  the  noble  duke  at  C^is, 

Aum.  Some  honest  Christian  trust  me  with  a  gage: 
That  Norfolk  lies,  here  do  I  throw  down  this, 
If  he  may  he  repeal'd  to  try  his  honor. 

Baling.  These  differences  shall  all  rest  under  gage, 
Till  Norfolk  be  repealed :  repeal'd  he  shall  be, 
And,  though  mine  enemy,  restor'd  again 
To  al!  his  lands  and  signories:  when  he's  return'd, 
Against  Aumerle  we  will  enforce  his  trial, 

BUkop.  That  honorable  day  shall  ne'er  be  seen. 
Many  a  time  hath  hanish'd  Norfolk  fought 
For  Jesu  Christ  in  glorious  Christian  field. 
Streaming  the  ensign  of  the  Christian  cross 
Against  Hack  pagans,  Turks,  and  Saracens ; 
And  toil'd  with  works  of  war,  retir'd  himself 
To  Italy ;  and  there,  at  Venice,  gave 
His  body  to  that  pleasant  country's  earth, 
And  liis  pure  soul  unto  his  captain  Christ, 
Under  whose  colors  he  had  fought  so  long, 

Boling.  Why,  bishop,  is  Norfolk  dead  1 

BialMp.  As  surely  as  1  live,  my  lord. 

Boling.  Sweet  peace  conduct  his  sweet  soul  to  the  bos 
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Of  good  oltl  Abraham  1— Lords  appellants, 
Your  differences  shall  all  rest  un^er  gage, 
Till  we  assign  jou  to  your  (iajs  of  trial. 

L'nfcr  YoHE,  at  tended. 

Tori.  Great  duke  of  Lancaster,  I  come  to  tliee 
From  plame-pluck'dEiciiard;  who  witU -willing  soul 
Adopts  thee  heir,  and  hb  high  sceptre  yields 
To  tie  possession  of  thy  royal  hand. 
Ascend  his  throne,  deHCendiag  now  from  him, — 
And  long  live  Henry,  of  that  name  the  fourth ! 

Soling.  In  lieaven's  name,  I'll  ascend  the  i-ejal  throne. 

Biahop.  Marry,  heaven  forbid  I — 
"Worst  in  this  royal  presence  may  I  speat, 
Yet  best  heseeming  me  to  speak  the  truth. 
Would  heaven,  that  any  in  this  noble  presence 
Wereenoughnobre  to  be  upright  judge  " 
OfnobleTiichardI  then,  true  nohless  would 
I.eam  him  ffffboarance  from  so  foul  awfong. 
Mjlord  of  Hereford  "here,  whom  you  call  king, 
Is  a  fbnl  traitor  to  proud  Hereford's  king ; 
And  if  yon  crown  him,  let  me  prophesy, — 
The  blood  of  English  shall  manure  the  ground, 
And  future  ages  groan  for  this  fdiil  act ; 
Peace  shall  go  sleep  with  Turks  and  infidels, 
And  in  this  seat  of  peaee  tnniultiions  wars 
Shall  kin  with  kin,  and  kind  withTiind  confound ; 
Disorder,  horror,  fear,  and  mutiny, 
Shall  here  inhabit,  and  this  land  be  call'd 
ThefieSof  Golgotha,  and  dead  men's  skull?. 
01  tf  you  raise  this  house  against  this  house. 
It  wi]l  the  wofullcst  ditisipn  prove, 
That  ever  fell  upon  this  cursed  earUi. 
Prevent^  resist  it,"let  it  not  be  so, 
Lest  child,  child's  children,  cry  against  you—wije ! 

North.  Well  have  you  argu'd,  sir ;  and,  for  your  pains, 
Of  capital  treason  we  arrest  you  here. — 
Ity  lord  of  Westminster,  be  it  your  charge 
To  keep  him  safely  tili  his  day  of  trial. — 
May  it  please  you,  lords,  to  grant  the  commons'  suit. 

Baling.  Fetch  hither  Richard,  that  in  common  riew 
He  may  surrender:  so  we  shall  proceed 
Without  suspicion. 

Yorl.  I  will  he  his  conductor.  [, 

Baling.  Lords,  you  that  here  are  under  our  arrest, 
Procure  your  sureties  for  your  days  of  answer. — 
[To  the  Bishop.]  Little  are  we  beholclen  to  your  love, 
And  little  look'd  for  at  your  helping  hands. 
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Ec-enter  Yoiik,  ir^ith  Kiitr  Eiohabd,  awl  Officers  hearing  if. 
Crown,  &c. 

K.  Eiali.  Alack,  wliy  am  I  sent  for  to  a  king, 
Uefore  I  have  shook  off  the  regal  thoughts 
Wherewith  I  reign'd?    I  hardly  yot  havcleam'd 
To  insiauata,  flatter,  bow,  and  hend  my  llmba : 
Give  sorrow  leave  a  while  to  tutor  me 
To  this  aubmiasioii.     Yet  I  well  remember 
The  favors  of  these  men :  were  they  not  iiiiuo  ? 
Did  they  not  sometime  cry,  all  hail  1  to  lae  ? 
God  save  the  king !— WiU  no  man  say,  amenf 
Am  I  both  priest  and  clerk?  well  then,  amen. 
God  save  the  king  I  although  I  be  not  he  ; 
And  yet,  amen,  if  heaven  do  think  him  me. — 
To  do  what  service  am  I  sent  for  hither  t 

Yorh.  To  do  that  office  of  thine  own  good  will, 
Which  tired  majesty  did  make  thee  offer ; 
The  resignation  of  thy  state  and  crown 
To  Henry  Bolingbroke. 

K.  Itick.  Give  me  the  crown. — Here,  cousin,  seize  the  crow 
On  this  side  my  hand,  and  on  liat  side  yours. 
How  is  this  golden  crown  like  a  deep  well, 
That  owes  two  buckets,  filUng  one  another ; 
The  emptier  ever  dancing  in  the  air. 
The  other  down,  nnseen,  and  full  of  water ; 
That  bucket  down,  and  full  of  tears,  am  I, 
Drinking  my  griefs,  whilst  you  mount  up  on  high. 

Baling.  I  thought  you  had  been  willing  to  resign. 

K.  Sich,  My  crown,  I  am ;  but  still  my  griefs  are  mine : 
Yon  may  my  glories  and  my  state  depose, 
But  not  my  griefs ;  still  am  I  king  of  thoso. 

Soling.  Part  of  your  cares  you  give  me  with  yoar  crown. 

£.  liich.  Your  cares  set  np,  do  not  pluck  my  cares  down. 
My  care  is,  loss  of  care,  by  <4d  care  done ; 
Yonr  care  is,  gain  of  care,  by  new  care  won. 
The  cares  I  give,  I  have,  though  given  away ; 
They  tend  the  crown,  yet  still  with  me  they  stay. 

Baling.  Are  you  contented  to  resign  the  crown? 

K.  Jtich.  Ay,  no ; — no,  ay ; — for  I  must  nothing  he ; 
Therefore  no  no,  for  I  resign  to  thee. 
Now  mark  me,  how  I  will  undo  myself; — 
I  give  this  heavy  weight  from  otF  my  head. 
And  this  unwieldy  sceptre  from  my  hand. 
The  pride  of  kingly  sway  from  out  my  heart; 
With  mine  owii  tears  I  wash  away  my  balm; 
With  mine  own  hands  I  give  away  my  crown, 
With  mine  own  tongue  deny  my  sacred  state, 


Hosted  by  Google 


92  IIISTOKICAL  SUAKSPEAETAN  EILIDEK. 

With  mine  own  lireatli  release  all  duteona  rites : 
All  pomp  and  majesty  I  do  forswear ; 
My  rdanors,  rents,  revennea,  I  forego ; 
My  acta,  decreea,  and  statutes,  I  deny : 
God  pardon  al!  oaths  that  are  broke  to  mo  1 
God  keep  all  vows  unbroke  that  swear  to  thee  t 
Make  me,  that  nothing  have,  with  nothing  griov'd, 
And  thou  with  all  pleas'd,  that  hast  all  achieVdl 
Lpn;;  may'st  thou  live  in  Richard's  seat  to  sit, 
And  soon  lie  Richard  in  an  earthy  pit  1 
God  save  king  Henry,  unking'd  Richai-d  says, 
And  send  him  many  years  of  sunshine  days ! — 
AVhat  more  remwna? 

North-.  {Offering a  j>apm:'\  No  more,  hut  that  you  read 
These  aeouaations,  and  tiicse  grievous  Crimea, 
Committed  by  your  person,  and  your  followers, 
Against  the  state  and  profit  of  this  land ; 
That,  by  confessing  them,  the  souls  of  men 
May  deem  that  yon  are  worthily  depoa'd. 

K.  £ich.  Must  I  do  so!  and  must  I  ravel  out 
My  weav'd  up  follies  J    Gentle  Northumberland, 
If  thy  offences  were  upon  record, 
"Would  it  not  shame  thee,  in  so  fair  a  troop. 
To  read  a  lectm-e  of  tiiem  f    If  thou  would'st, 
There  ahould'st  thou  find  one  heinous  article, — 
Cont^uning  the  deposing  of  a  ting. 
And  ci-acking  the  strong  warrant  of  an  oath : — 
Kaj^,  all  of  you,  that  stand  and  look  upon  me, 
Whilst  that  my  wretchedness  doth  bait  myself, — 
Thoagh  some  of  you,  with  Pilate,  wash  your  hands, 
Showing  an  outward  pity ;  yet  you  Pilates 
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And  water  cannot  wash  away  your  si... 

North.  My  lord,  despatch ;  read  o'er  these  articles. 

X.  Sieh.  Mine  eyes  are  full  of  tears,  I  cannot  see ; 
And  yet  salt  water  blinds  them  not  so  much, 
Bat  they  can  see  a  sort  of  traitors  here, 
Nay,  if  I  tnrn  mine  eyes  upon  myself, 
I  And  myself  a  traitor  with  the  rest ; 
For  I  have  ^ven  here  my  soul's  consent, 
To  nndeck  the  pompous  body  of  a  king ; 
Made  glory  base,  and  sovereignty  a  slave. 
Proud  majesty  a  subject,  state  a  peasant, 

North.  My  lord,— 

K.  Sid.  No  lord  of  thine,  thou  proud,  insulting  man, 
Nor  no  man's  lord ;  I  have  no  name,  no  title, — 
No,  not  that  name  was  given  me  at  the  font, — 
But  'tis  usurp'd ;— alack,  the  heavy  day. 
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That  I  have  worn  so  icany  winters  out, 
And  know  not  now  what  name  to  call  myself  1 
0 1  that  I  were  a  mockery  king  of  snow, 
Standing  before  the  sun  of  Bolinghroke, 
To  melt  myself  away  in  water  dropsl — 
Good  king, — great  king.-H^and  yet  not  greatly  good,) 
And  if  my  word  be  sterling  yet  in  England, 
Let  it  command  a  mirror  hither  strwgiit, 
Tliat  it  may  show  me  what  a  face  I  have, 
Since  it  ia  bankrupt  of  his  majesty. 
Baling.  Go  somo  of  yoQ,  and  fetch  a  looking-glass. 

{Exit  an  Attendan:. 
North.  Read  o'er  this  paper,  while  the  glass  doth  come. 
K.  liicli.  Fiend!  thou  torment'stme! 
Boling.  Urge  it  no  more,  my  lord  Northumberland. 
North.  The  commoca  wiil  not  then  be  satisfied. 
K.  Mich.  They  shall  be  satisfied :  I'll  read  enongh, 
When  I  do  see  the  very  book  indeed 
"Where  all  my  sins  are  writ,  and  that's — myself. 
He-enter  Attendant,  tcith  a  glass. 
Give  me  the  glass,  and  therein  ■will  I  read.— 
No  deeper  wrinkles  yet !    Hath  boitow  struck 
So  many  blows  upon  this  face  of  mine. 
And  made  no  deeper  wounds!— O,  flattering  glass  1 
Like  to  my  followers  in  prosperity. 
Thou  dost  beguile  me.     was  this  face  the  face. 
That  every  day  under  his  household  roof 
Did  keep  ten  thousand  men !    Was  this  the  face, 
Tliat  like  the  sun  did  make  beholders  wink  3 
"Was  this  the  face,  that  fac'd  so  many  follies. 
And  was  at  last  oul^fac'd  by  Bolingbroke  i 
A  brittle  glory  shineth  in  this  fioe : 
As  brittle  as  the  glory  is  the  face ; 

[Bashes  the  glasn  against  the  ground. 
For  there  it  is,  crack'd  in  a  hundred  shivers. — 
Mark,  silent  king,  the  moral  of  this  aport, — 
How  soon  my  sorrow  hath  destroy'd  my  face. 

Baling.  The  shadow  of  ycnr  sorrow  hath  destroy'd 
The  shadow  of  your  fkce. 

E.  Rich.  Say  that  again. 

The  shadow  of  my  sorrow  ?    Ha  I  let's  sec : — 
'Tis  very  true,  my  grief  lies  all  within ; 
And  these  external  manners  of  lament 
Are  merely  shadows  to  the  unseen  grief, 
That  swells  with  silence  in  the  tortur'd  Bonl ; 
There  lies  the  substance :  and  I  thant  thee,  king, 
For  thy  gvsat  bounty,  flia';  nnt  only  giv'st 
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Me  canse  to  wail,  but  toacliest  me  the  way 
How  to  lament  the  cause.    I'll  teg  one  boou, 
And  then  be  gone  and  trouble  jou  no  more, 
Shalllobtdiiit? 

BoUiiff.  IJf.me  it,  fair  cousin. 

K.  Rich.  Fair  cousin !  I  am  greater  than  a  ting ; 
For  when.  I  was  a  liing,  my  flatterers 
Were  tlien  but  subjects ;  being  now  a  subject, 
I  have  a  king  here  to  my  flatterer. 
Being  so  great,  I  bave  no  need  to  beg. 

Boling.  Yet  ask. 

K.  Ri6h.  And  shall  I  have? 

Bolitig.  Tou  shall. 

J?.  Rick.  Then  give  me  Icavo  to  go, 

Boling.  'Whither! 

K.  EiO..  Whither  you  will,  so  1  were  from  your  sights, 

Boling.  Go,  some  of  jou ;  convey  him  to  the  Tower. 

K.  Rich.  O,  good!     Convey?— ConTeyera  are  you  all, 
That  rise  thus  nimbly  by  a  true  king's  fall. 

[Exeunt  Kata  Richahd,  tome  Lords,  and  a  Guard. 

Boling.  On  Wednesday  next  we  solemnly  set  down 
Our  coronation ;  lords,  prepare  yoinselves,  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  I.— London.     A  Street  Uadiag  to  the  Tower 
Enter  QnaBS  ani?  Attendants. 
Q'leen.  This  way  the  king  will  come ;  this  is  the  way 
To  Julius  OsBsar's  ill-erected  tower. 
To  whose  flint  bosom  my  condemned  lord 
[s  doom'd  a  prisoner  by  proud  Bolingbrote, 
Here  let  us  rest,  if  this  rebellious  earth 
Have  any  resting  for  her  true  king's  queen. — 
But  soft,  but  see,  or  rather  do  not  sec, 
M!y  fair  rose  wither :  yet  look  up,  behold, 
That  you  in  pity  may  dissolve  to  dew. 
And  wash  him  fresh  again  with  true-love  tears. — 
Enter  Kdjo  Eich4Kd  and  Guai'ds. 
Ah !  thoa,  the  model  where  old  Troy  did  stand, 
I'hoii  map  of  honor,  Ihou  king  Richard's  tomb. 
And  not  king  Richard ;  thou  most  beauteous  inn, 
Why  should  hard-favor'd  grief  be  lodg'd  in  thee, 
When  triumph  is  become  an  alehouse  Riiest? 
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-ff".  Hieh.  Join  not  with  grief,  Mr  woman,  do  not  so, 
To  make  m  j  end  too  sudden :  learn,  good  soul. 
To  thinfe  our  former  state  a  liappj  dream ; 
From  which  awak'd,  the  truth  of  what  we  are 
Shows  us  bnt  this :  I  am  sworn  hrother,  sweet. 
To  grim  necessity ;  and  he  and  I 
Will  keep  a  league  till  deatli.    Hie  thee  to  France, 
And  cloister  thee  in  some  reli^ona  house : 
Our  holy  lives  must  win  a  new  world's  crown, 
Which  our  profane  hours  here  have  stricken  down. 

Queen.  What,  is  my  Richard  both  in  shape  and  mind 
Transforui'd  and  weakened?    Hath  Bolingbroke 
Depos'd  thine  intellect!  hath  he  been  in  thy  heart? 
The  lion,  dying,  thmsteth  forth  his  paw, 
And  wounds  the  earth,  if  nothing  else,  with  rage 
To  be  o'erpower'd ;  and  wilt  thou,  pupil-iike, 
Take  thy  correction  mildly,  kiss  the  rod. 
And  fawn  on  rage  with  base  humility, 
Which  art  a  hon,  and  a  king  of  beasts  ? 

jr.  Rich.  A  king  of  beasts,  indeed ;  if  aught  but  beasts, 
I  bad  been  still  a  happy  king  of  men. 
Good  sometime  queen,  prepare  thee  hence  for  France ; 
Think  I  am  dead ;  and  that  even  here  thou  tak'st, 
As  from  my  death-bed,  my  last  living  leave. 
In  winter's  tedious  night  sit  by  the  fire 
With  good  old  folks,  and  let  them  tell  thee  tales 
Of  woful  ages  long  ago  betid ; 
And  ere  thou  bid  good  night,  to  quit  their  gi-ief, 
Tell  thou  the  lamentable  tale  of  me, 
And  Bend  the  hearers  weeping  to  their  beds. 

Enter  NoaTnuMBERLiND,  attended. 

Wortli.  My  lord,  the  mind  of  Bollngbroke  is  chang'd : 
Tou  must  to  Pomfret,  not  imto  the  Tower.^ 
And,  madam,  there  is  order  ta'eo.  for  yon  ; 
With  all  swift  speed  yon  must  away  to  France. 

K.  Sich,  Noi'tliumberland,  thou  ladder,  wherewithal 
The  mounting  Bolingbroke  ascends  ray  throne, 
The  time  shall  not  be  many  hours  of  age 
Moi's  than  it  is,  ere  foul  sin  gathering  head 
Shall  break  into  corruption ;  thou  shaJt  think. 
Though  he  divide  the  realm,  and  give  liee  half. 
It  is  too  little,  helping  him  to  all ; 
He  shall  think,  that  thou,  which  know'st  the  way 
To  plant  unrightful  kings,  wilt  know  again. 
Being  ne'er  so  little  urg'd,  another  way 
To  pluck  hira  headlong  from  the  usurped  throne. 
The  love  of  wicked  friends  converts  to  fear ; 
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That  fear  to  hato ;  and  hate  turns  one,  or  both, 
To  worthy  danger  and  deserved  death. 

North.  Jly  guilt  be  on  my  head,  and  there  an  end. 
Take  leave,  and  part ;  for  you  must  part  forthwith, 

IC.  ^i/ih.  Douhly  divoro'dl — Bad  men,  ye  violate 
A  twofold  marriage,—- 'twixt  my  crown  and  me, 
And  then,  betwixt  me  and  my  married  wife. — 
Let  me  unkiss  the  oath  'twixt  thee  and  me ; 
And  yet  not  so,  for  with  a  kiss  'twas  made. — 
Part  us,  Northumberland ;  I  towards  the  north, 
Wliere  shivering  cold  and  sickness  pines  the  clime; 
My  wife  to  France,— from  whence,  set  forth  in  pomp. 
She  came  adorned  hither  like  sweet  May, 
Sent  back  like  Hallowmas,  or  shprt'st  of  day. 

Quetn,  And  must  we  be  divided  f  must  we  part  f 

if,  Eich.  Ay,  hand  from  hand,  my  love,  and  heart  from  heart. 

Queen,  Banish  us  both,  and  send  the  ting  with  me. 

Nortlt.  That  were  some  love,  but  little  policy. 

Quern,  Then  whither  lie  goes,  thither  let  me  go. 

K.  Siek.  So  two,  together  weeping,  make  one  woe. 
"Weep  thou  for  me  in  France,  I  for  thee  here ; 
Better  far  off  than— near,  be  ne'er  the  near'. 
Go,  count  thy  way  with  sighs,  I  mine  with  groans. 

Que^i.  So  longest  way  shall  have  the  longest  moans. 

IC  Mch.  Twice  for  one  step  I'll  groan,  tlie  way  being  short, 
And  piece  the  way  out  with  a  heavy  heart. 
Oome,  come,  in  wooing  sorrow  let's  he  brief, 
Since,  wedding  it,  there  is  such  length  in  grief 
One  kiss  shall  stop  our  mouths,  and  dumbly  part ; 
Thus  give  I  mine,  and  thus  take  I  thy  heart.  [TAeyUsa, 

Queen.  Give  me  mine  own  again ;  'twere  no  good  part. 
To  take  on  me  to  keep  and  kill  thy  heart.  [They  Mss  again. 

So,  now  I  have  mine  own  again,  be  gone, 
That  I  may  strive  to  kill  it  with  a  gi-oan. 

K.  Rieh.  We  majte  woe  wanton  with  this  fond  delay; 
Once  r^ore,  adieu ;  the  rest  let  sorrow  say.  [Eaeunt. 

SOEST!  II.— London.    A  lioom  in  the  Dcke  of  York's  Talacf. 
Enter  Yoke  and  his  Duohesb. 

Ihich  Ify  lord,  you  told  ms  jou  would  tell  the  rest. 
When  weeping  made  you  break  the  story  off, 
Of  our  two  cousins  coming  into  London, 

Yorb.  IVheredidlleavc? 

Jhieh.  At  that  sgd  stop,  my  lord. 

Where  rude  misgovern'd  hands,  from  windoivs'  tops, 
Threw  dust  and  rubbish  on  l;ing  Richard's  head. 
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YotS;.  Theu,  as  I  said,  tlie  duke,  great  Bolingbroke, 
Moanted  npon  a  hot  and  fleiy  steed, 
Which  his  aspiriog  rider  Beom'd  to  know,— 
With  slow  but  stately  pace  kept  on  his  course, 
While  all  tongues  cried—"  God  save  thee,  Bolingbroke  I  " 
You  would  have  thought  the  very  windows  spake 
So  many  greedy  looks  of  young  and  old  ' 

Through  casements  darted  their  desiring  eyes 
Upon  his  visage ;  and  that  all  the  walls 
With  painted  imagery  had  said  at  once, — 
"  Heaven  preserve  thee  I  welcome,  Bolingbroke  1  " 
Wliilst  he,  from  one  side  to  the  other  turning, 
Bare-headed,  lower  than  his  proud  steed's  neck, 
Bespake  them  thus, — "  I  thank  you,  countrymen : " 
And  thus  still  doing,  thus  he  pass'd  along, 
Dm>h.  Alas,  poor  Eicliard !  where  rode  he  the  while  ? 
Torh  As  in  a  theatre,  the  eyes  of  men, 
After  a  well-grao'd  actor  leaves  the  stage, 
Are  idly  bent  on  him  that  entei-s  next, 
Thinking  his  prattle  to  be  tedious ; 
Even  so,  or  with  much  more  contempt,  men's  eyes 
Did  scowl  on  Eichard ;  no  man  criei^  God  save  him ; 
No  joyful  tongue  gave  him  his  welcome  homo : 
But  dust  was  thrown  npon  his  sacred  head ; 
Which  with  such  gentle  sorrow  lie  shook  off, 
His  face  still  combating  with  tears  and  smiles, 
The  badges  of  his  grief  and  patience ;—    . 
That  had  not  heaven,  for  some  strong  purpose,  steel'd 
The  hearts  of  men,  they  "must  perforce  have  melted, 
And  barbarism  itself  have  pitied  him. 
But  heaven  hath  a  hand  in  these  events, 
To  whose  high  will  we  bound  oar' calm  contents. 
To  Bolingbroke  are  we  sworn  subjects  now, 
Whose  state  and  honor  I  for  aye  allow. 
Dueh.  Here  comes  my  son  Aumerte. 
„  ^'T*-  .  ,  Aumerle  that  was 

But  that  13  lost  for  being  Richard's  friend. 
And,  madam,  you  must  call  him  Rutland  now : 
I  am  in  parliameut  pledge  for  his  truth. 
And  lasting  fealty  to  the  new-made  king. 
£iiter  AcMEHLK,  ■ 
Bvch.  Welcome,  my  son:  who  are  the  violets  now 
That  strew  the  green  lap  of  the  new-come  spring  1 

Aum.  Madam,  I  know  not,  nor  I  greatly  care  not ; 
God  knows,  I  had  aslief  be  none  as  one. 

York.  Wei!,  bear  you  well  in  this  now  spring  of  time, 
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Lest  you  be  eropp'd  before  j-ou  come  to  prime. 

What  news  from  Oxford  ?  liold  those  jousts  and  triumphs  t 

Aum.  For  aught  I  know,  my  Jord,  thej  do, 

York,  You  will  be  there,  I  know. 

Auiu.  If  heaven  prevent  it  not,  I  purpose  so, 

York.  What  seal  is  that,  that  bangs  without  thy  bosom ! 
Yea,  look'st  thou  pale  ?  let  me  see  the  writing. 

Awsa.  My  lord,  'tis  nothing. 

York.  No  matter  tien  who  sees  it : 

I  will  he  satisfied ;  let  me  see  the  writing. 

Aum.  1  do  beseech  your  grace  to  pardon  mc  : 
It  is  a  matter  of  small  consequence, 
Which  for  some  reasons  I  would  not  have  seen. 

Torh.  Which  for  some  reasons,  sir,  I  mean  to  see. 
I  fear,  I  fear,— 

Dueh.  What  should  you  fear ! 

'Tis  nothing  but  some  bond  he's  enter'd  into 
For  gay  mparel  'gainst  the  triumph  day, 

York.  Bound  to  himself  1  what  doth  he  with  a  bond 
That  he  is  bound  to  ?    Wife,  thou  art  a  fool.— 
Boy,  let  me  see  the  writing. 

Aum.  I  do  beseech  you,  pardon  me ;  I  may  not  show  it. 

York.  I  will  be  satisfied ;  let  me  see  it,  I  say. 

{Snatchm  it,  and  readg. 
Treasonl  foultreasonl — villain!  traitorl  slare! 

Duek.  What  is  the  matter,  my  lord  ? 

Yiyrk.  Ho!  whoia  within  there? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Saddle  ray  horse. — 
Heaven  for  its  mercy,  what  treachery  is  here  I 

Duck.  Why,  what  is  it,  my  lord  E 

York.  Give  me  my  boots,  I  say ;  saddle  my  horse. — 
Now,  by  mine  honor,  by  my  life,  my  troth, 
I  will  appeaoh  the  villain.  [Sxil  Servant. 

JhicA.  "  What's  the  matter  ? 

York.  Peace,  foolish  woman. 

Duch.  I  wiU  not  peace. — What  is  the  matter,  son  ? 

Aum.  Good  mother,  be  content ;  it  is  no  moi-e 
Than  my  poor  life  must  answer, 

Dueh.  Thy  life  answer  I 

York.  Bring  me  my  boots ; — I  will  nnto  the  king. 
Ee-€ntsr  Servant  with  booU. 

Ihich.  Strike  him,  Anmerle.— Poor  boy,  thou  art  amaz'd. — 
[Zb  Servant.]  Hence,  villwnl  never  more  come  in  my  wght. 

\Bxit  Servant. 
Yorh.  Give  me  my  boots,  I  aay. 
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-   -    -r — nl 

And  wilt  thou  pluck  my  fair  son  from  mine  age. 
And  rob  me  of  a  happy  mother's  name  ? 
la  he  not  like  thee  ?  is  lie  not  thine  own  ? 

Yarh  Thou  fond  mad  woman, 
"Wilt  thou  conceal  this  dark  conspiracy  ? 
A  dozen  of  them  here  have  ta'en  the  sacrament, 
And  interchangeably  aet  down  their  hands. 
To  kill  the  king  at  Osford. 
^^'"'^-  HeshaUbenone; 

we  11  keep  him  here :  tlien,  wliat  is  that  to  him ! 

Yori.  Away,  fond  woman  I  were  he  twenty  times 
My  son,  I  would  sppeach  him. 

Djich.  After,  Aumerie  I    Mount  thee  upon  his  horse  ■ 
Spur,  post,  and  get  before  him  to  the  king, 
And  beg  thy  pardon  ere  he  do  accuse  thee. 
I'll  not  be  long  behind ;  though  I  be  old, 
I  doubt  not  but  to  ride  aa  fast  as  York : 
And  neyer  will  I  rise  up  from  the  ground. 
Till  Bolingbroke  have  pardon 'd  thee.    Away,  be  gone! 


SCENE  III.— Windsor.    A  room  in  the  Castle. 
Enter  Bolincbkoke,  m  King;  Peecy,  and  other  Lords. 
Soling.  Can  no  man  tell  of  my  unthrifty  son? 

'Tia  full  throe  months  since  I  did  see  him  last : 

If  any  plague  hang  over  as,  'tis  he. 

I  would  lo  heaven,  my  lords,  he  might  be  found: 

Enquire  at  London,  'mongst  the  taverns  there ; 

For  there,  they  say,  he  daily  doth  frequent, 

With  unrestrained  loose  companions, — 

Even  such,  they  say,  as  stand  in  narrow  lanes, 

And  beat  onr  watch,  and  rob  our  passengers ; 

While  he,  young,  wanton,  and  effeminate  boy, 

Takes  on  the  point  of  honor  to  support 

So  dissolute  a  crew. 

As  dissolute  as  desperate ;  yet,  through  both 

I  see  some  sparkles  of  a  better  hope. 

Which  elder  days  may  happily  bring  forth.— 

But  who  comes  here? 

Unter  At-MEHiE,  liastily. 
Auiii.  Where  is  the  king? 

Bollng.  What  means  our  CL-nsin,  that  he  stares  and  looks 
So  wildly  f 
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Aunt.  Heaven  save  yonr  grficel     I  do  beseech  your  majesty, 
To  have  some  conference  with  your  grace  aloue. 
Baling.  "Witlidraw  youraelvcs,  and  leave  us  here  alone.— 

[Exeunt  Percy  and  Lords. 
What  is  the  matter  with  our  couain  now  f 

Aniii.  [Kneeh.'\  For  ever  may  my  kneeagrow  to  the  oartii, 
My  tongue  cleave  to  my  roof  withia  my  mouth, 
Unless  a  pardon,  ere  I  rise  or  speak. 

Soling,  Intended,  or  committed,  was  this  fault? 
If  on  the  first,  how  heinous  e'er  it  he, 
To  win  thy  after-love  I  pardon  thee. 

Aitia.  Then  give  me  leave  that  I  may  turn  the  key, 
That  no  man  enter  till  my  tale  he  done. 
Soling.  Have  thy  desire.  [Aiwubli;  locii  the  door. 

YorJe.  [Within^  My  liege,  beware ;  look  to  thyself ; 
Tlioa  hast  a  trmtor  in  thy  presence  there. 
Baling.  [Bramng.]  Villain,  I'll  make  thee  safe. 
Anm,  Stay  thy  revengeful  hand ;  thou  hast  no  cause  to  fear. 
York.  [Within.]  Open  the  door,  secure,  fool-hardy  king: 
Shall  I,  for  love,  apeak  treason  to  thy  face  3 
Open  the  door,  or  I  will  break  it  open. 

[BoLiKOBROKE  unteis  tlw  dooT ;  and  after- 
teardSf  relocki  it. 
Enter  York. 
Boling.  What  is  the  matter,  nncle?  speals ; 
Recover  breath ;  tell  aa  how  near  is  danger, 
That  we  may  arm  us  to  enconnter  it. 

York.  Pernse  this  writing  here,  and  thou  shalt  know 
The  treason  that  my  haste  forbids  me  show. 

Aum.  Remember,  as  thou  road'at,  thy  promise  past: 
I  do  repent  me ;  read  not  my  name  there  ; 
My  heart  is  not  confederate  with  my  hand. 

Yorh.  It  was,  villain,  ere  thy  hand  did  set  it  down. — 
I  tore  it  from  the  traitor'a  bosom,  king ; 
Fear,  and  not  love,  begets  his  penitence : 
Forget  to  pity  him,  lest  thy  pity  prove 
A  serpent  that  will  atuig  thee  to  the  heart. 

BoUng.  O  heinous,  strong,  and  bold  conspiracy!  — 
O  loyal  father  of  a  treacherous  son  I 
Thou  sheer,  immacnlate,  and  silver  fountain, 
From  whence  this  stream  throiigh  muddy  passages 
Hath  held  his  current,  and  defil'd  himself ! 
Thy  overflow  of  good  converts  to  bad ; 
And  thy  abundant  goodness  shall  escnse 
This  deadly  blot  in  thy  digressing  son. 

Yorh.  Mine  honor  lives  when  his  dishonor  dies, 
Or  my  shnm'd  life  in  his  dishonor  lies  : 
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Thou  kill'st  me  ia  Lis  life ;  giving  him  breatla, 
The  traitor  lives,  tlie  true  man's  put  to  death. 

Buck.  [Withm.'\  "What  hoi   luj  liege  1  for  heaven's  aalio  let 
me  in. 

^'■"S-  ^l^t  shrill.yoic'il  suppliant  makes  this  eager  cry? 

Duch.  [  Within.']  A  woman,  and  thine  aunt,  great  king  ■  'tia  I 
Speak  with  me,  pity  me,  open  the  door: 
A  beggar  begs,  that  never  begg'd  before. 

Bohng.  Our  scene  ia  altered  from  a  serious  thing. 
And  now  chang'd  to  "The  Beggar  and  the  King."  — 
My  dangerona  cousin,  let  your  mother  in : 
1  know  she's  eomc  to  pray  for  your  foul  sin. 

■V   ,    -re  ,       ,  [AuMEELB  unloclcs  the  dwr, 

XoTk.  It  thou  do  pardon,  whosoever  pray. 
More  sins,  for  this  forgiveness,  prosper  may. 
This  fester'd  joint  cut  off,  tlie  rest  rests  sound ; 
This,  let  alone,  will  all  the  rest  confound. 


BnteT  r 

Duch.  0  ting,  believe  not  this  hard-hearted  man! 
Love,  loving  not  itself,  none  other  can, 

Yorl.  Thou  frantic  woman,  what  dost  thou  make  here  9 

Duch.  Sweet  York,  be  patient.— [Zneek]   Hear  lae,  gentle 
liege.  ' 

BoUng.  Eiae  up,  good  aunt. 
^  -^-^^  Not  yet,  I  thee  beseech ; 

ior  ever  will  I  walk  npon  ray  knees. 
And  never  see  day  that  the  happy  sees, 
Till  thou  give  .joy ;  nntil  thou  hid  me  joy. 
By  pardoning  EuHand,  my  transgressing  boy, 

.4wm.  [KneeU.'\  Unto  my  mother's  pi-ayers,  I  bend  my  knee, 
mi  [^'^^■]  -^gi^iist  them  both,  mytruejoints  beaded  be. 
JJl  may  st  thou  thrive,  if  thou  grant  any  graee  I 

Dueh.  Pleads  he  in  earnest !  look  upon  his  face ; 
His  eyes  do  drop  no  tears,  his  prayers  are  in  jest ; 
His  words  come  from  his  month,  ours  from  our  breast  ■ 
He  prays  but  femtly,  and  would  be  denied ; 
We  pray  with  heart  and  soul,  and  all  beside : 
His  weary  jomts  would  gladly  rise,  I  know ; 
Our  knees  shall  kneel  till  to  the  ground  they  grow : 
His  prayers  are  fall  of  fUse  hypocrisy ; 
Ours  of  trne  zeal  and  deep  integrity. 
Our  prayers  do  out-pray  his;  then  let  them  have 
Tiiat  mercy  which  true  prayers  ought  to  have. 

BoUng.  Good  aunt,  stand  up. 
■D  ^^-    ,     „  l''ar,  do  not  say—"  stand  tip ;  " 

iint,     pardon    iirst,  and  nfterwards,  "  stand  np." 
An  if  1  were  thy  nurse,  thy  tongue  to  teach, 
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"  Pardon  "  should  be  the  first  word  of  tliy  speech. 

I  never  long'd  to  hear  a  word  till  now; 

Say — "pardon,"  king;  let  pity  teach  thee  how: 

The  word  is  short,  hut  not  so  short  as  sweet; 

Ko  word  like  "pardon,"  for  kings'  mouths  so  meet. 

Baling.  Good  aunt,  stand  up. 

JDuch.  I  do  not  sue  to  stand ; 

Pardon  is  all  the  suit  I  have  in  hand. 

Bolmg.  I  pai'doa  him,  as  heaven  shall  pardon  me. 

BwSt,.  0  happy  vantage  of  a  kneeling  knee! 
Tet  am  I  sick  for  fear :  speak  it  again ; 
Twice  saying  "  pardon  "  doth  not  pardon  twmn, 
But  makes  one  pardon  strong. 

Boling.  TTith  all  my  heart 

I  pardon  him. 

Buck.  A  god  on  earth  thou  art. 

Baling.  Bnt  for  our  trusty  brother-in-law,  and  the  abhot, 
"With  all  the  rest  of  that  consorted  crew. 
Destruction  straight  shall  dog  them  at  the  heels. — 
Good  nncle,  help  to  order  several  powers 
To  Oxford,  or  where'er  thpse  traitors  are : 
They  shall  not  live  within  this  world,  I  swear, 
But  I  will  haye  them,  if  I  once  know  where, 
tlncle,  farewell ; — "and  cousin  too,  adieu : 
Your  mother  well  hath  pray'd,  and  prove  you  true. 

Duck.  Come,  my  old  son  :— I  pray  heaven  raako  thco  ngw. 

\ExBunt. 

SCENE  lY.— Windsor.    Another  room  in  the  Castle. 
Enter  Sin  Pibgcb  oi?  Exton  and  a  Servant 
Exton.  Didst  thou  not  mark  the  king,  what  words  he  spake  ? 
"  Have  I  no  friend  wiil  rid  mo  of  this  living  fear  ? " 
Was  it  not  BO? 
Sere,  Those  were  his  vftry  words. 

Exton.  "  Hare  I  no  friend ! "  quoth  he :  he  spake  it  twice. 
And  ui^'d  it  twice  togetEer, — did  he  not  ? 
"  Sem.  He  did. 

Extort.  And  speakii^  it,  he  wistly  look'd  on  me ; 

As  who  shonM  say,— I  would  thou  wert  the  man 
That  would  divorce  this  terror  from  liiy  heart, — 
Meaning  the  king  at  Popfret.    Come,  let's  go: 
I  am  tlie  king's  friend,  and  will  rid  Lis  foe.  \^)»unl. 
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SCENE  v.— Pomfret.     The  Dungeon  of  the  Caatle. 
Unter  Erne  Kichahd. 
K,  Rich.  I  have  been  studying  how  I  may  compare 
This  priaoQ,  where  I  live,  unto  the  world : 
And,  for  heeauso  the  world  is  populous, 
And  here  is  not  a  creature  but  myself, 
I  cannot  do  it ;— yet  I'll  hammer't  out. 
Still  breeding  thonghta  people  this  little  world; 
In  humors,  Uke  the  people  of  this  world. 
For  no  thought  is  contented.    The  better  sort,— 
Aa  thoughts  of  things  divine, — are  iutemiix'd 
With  scruples,  and  do  set  the  word  itself 
Against  the  word ; 

As  thus, — "  Come,  little  ones ; "  and  tl(en  again, — 
"  It  is  as  hard  to  come,  aa  for  a  camel 
To  thread  the  poatem  of  a  needle's  eye." 
Thoughts  tending  to  ambition,  they  do  plot 
Unlikely  wonders :  how  fhese  vain  weak  naila 
May  tear  a  paaa^e  throagh  the  flinty  rlba    ~ 
Of  this  hard  world,  my  ragged  prisoa  w^ls; 
And,  for  they  cannot,  die  in  theit  "own  pride. 
Thoughts  tending  to  content,  flatter  theinsdvea 
That' they  are  Aot  the  first  of  fortune's  slaves, 
Nor  shaU  not  be  the  last : 
Thus  play  I,  in  one  person,  many  people. 
And  none  contented  :  sometimes  am  I  king ; 
Tlien,  tre^n  makes  me  wish  myaelf  a  beggar. 
And  80  I  am :  then,  eru^ug  penury 
Persuades  me  I  was  better  when  a  king; 
Tlien,  am  I  kmg'd  "again :  and,  by  and  hy, 
Think  that  I  am  unkiiig'd  by  Boflngbroke, 
And  straight  om  nothing. — [Mv»ie^\  Music  do  I  hear? 
Ha,  ha  1  keep  time :— how  sonr  sweet  music  is, 
"When  tune  is  broke,  and  no  proportion  keptl 
So"  is  it  in  the  music  of  men's  lives. 
And  here  have  I  the  ddntiness  of  ear 
To  check  time  broke  in  a  disorder'd "string ; 
But,  'for  the  concord  of  my  state  and  tijse, 
ITad  not  an  ear  to  "hear  my  true  time  broke. 
I  waated  time,  and  now  doth  time  waste  me ; 
For  now  hath  time  made  me  his  numbering  clock : 
My  thoughts  are  minutes ;  and,  with  sighs,  they  jar 
Their  watches  on  unto  mine  eyea,"  the  outwai-d  watoh, 
Whereto  my  finger,  like  a  dial's  point. 
Is  pointing  still,  in  cleansing  them  from  tears. 
Now,  sir,  the  sounds  that  teO  what  hour  if  is. 
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Are  ijJamoroua  groans,  tliat  strike  upon  my  heart, 
Which  is  the  bell;  so  aighs,  and  tears,  and  groans, 
Show  ininntes,  times,  aiid  hours : — but  my  time 
Rnns  posting  on  in  Eolinghroke's  proud  joy, 
"While  I  stand  fooling  here,  liis  Jack  o'  the  clock. 
This  miMc  mads  me ;  let  it  sonnd  no  more ; 
Tor  though  It  have  holp  madmen  to  their  wits, 
In  me,  it  seems,  it  will  make  wise  men  mad. 
Yet,  blessing  on  his  heart  that  gives  it  me  1 
For  'tis  a  sign  of  love ;  and  love  to  Eichard 
Is  a  strange  brooch  in  this  all-hating  world. 
Enter  Groom. 

Groom.  Hail,  roynl  prince ! 

JC.  Rich.  Tlianks,  noble  peer; 

The  cheapest  of  us  is  ten.  groats  too  dear. 
What  art  thou  !  and  how  com'st  thou  hither, 
Where  no  man  ever  comes,  but  that  sad  dog 
1  liat  brings  rae  food  to  mtJte  misfortune  live  ? 

Groom.  I  was  a  poor  groom  of  thy  stable,  ting. 
When  tliou  wert  king;  who,  travelling  towards  York, 
With  much  ado,  at  length  have  gotten  leave 
To  look  upon  my  sometime  royal  master's  face. 
O,  how  it  yearn'd  my  heart,  when  I  beheld. 
In  London  streets,  that  coronation  day. 
When  Bolingbroke  rode  on  roan  Barbary  1 
That  horse  that  thou  so  often  li^st  bestrid. 
That  horse  that  I  so  carefully  have  dress'd  I 

K.  Rich.  Rode  he  on  Barbarj  3  Tell  me,  gentle  friend, 
How  went  he  under  himi 

Oroem.  So  proudly,  as  if  he  disdain'd  the  ground. 

K.  Rich.  So  proud  that  Bolingbroke  was  on  his  back  I 
That  jade  hath  eat  bread  from  my  royal  hand ; 
This  hand  hath  made  him  proud  with  clapping  him. 
Would  he  not  stumble  f    Would  he  not  fall  down, 
(Since  pride  must  have  a  fall)  and  break  the  neck 
Of  that  proud  man  that  did  usurp  his  back  ? 
Forgiveness,  horse  I  why  do  I  rail  on  thee, 
Since  thou,  created  to  he  aw'd  by  man, 
Wast  born  to  bear  ?    I  was  not  made  a  horse ; 
And  yet  I  bear  a  burden  like  an  ass, 
Spur-gall'd,  and  tir'd,  by  jaunting  Bolingbroke. 
Enter  Keeper,  tnitk  a  disk. 

Keep.  [To  the  Groom.]  Fellow,  give  place  ;  here  is  no  longer 
stay. 

K.  Rich.  If  thou  love  me,  'tis  time  thou  wert  away. 

Groom.  What  my  tongue  dares  not,  that  my  heart  shall  say. 
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Keep.  My  lord,  will't  please  jou  to  fall  to? 

Jf.  Rich.  Taste  of  it  first,  as  thou  art  wont  to  do. 

Keep.  My  lord,  I  dare  not :  Sir  Pierce  of  Exton,  ivlio  lately 
came  from  the  king,  conmiaDds  the  contrary. 

K.  Sich.  The  foul  fiend  take  Henry  of  Lancaster,  and  thee ! 
Patience  is  stale,  and  I  am  weary  of  it.        [Strikes  the  Keeper. 

Keep.  Help,  help,  help ! 

Enter  Sib  Piebob  op  Extos-,  a^d  Sei-rants,  armed. 

K.  Rich.  How  now!  what  means  death  in  this  mde  assault! 
Villain,  thine  own  hand  yields  thy  death's  inBti-ument. 

{Snatching  a  weapon,  and  Mlling  one,  and  thmi 
another;  then  Eston  strikes  him  down, 
Tliat  hand  shall  bum  in  never-queijching  fire, 
That  staggers  thus  my  person. — Exton,  thy  fierce  hand 
Hath  with  the  king's  blood  stain'd  the  king's  own  land. 
Mount,  mount,  my  soul  1  thy  seat  is  up  on  high ; 
Whilst  my  gross  iieah  sinks  downward,  here  to  die.  [Dies, 

Exton.  As  full  of  valor,  as  of  royal  hlood: 
Both  have  I  spilt ; — O,  would  the  deed  were  good ! 
This  dead  king  to  the  living  king  I'll  hear  :— 
Take  hcEce  the  rest,  and  give  them  bnrial  here.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI.— Windsor.    A  Room  in  the  Caatle. 

Flourish.    Enter  Bolibobboke  as  King,  Toek,  Lords,  and 
Attendants. 

Baling.  Kind  undo  York,  the  latest  news  wo  hear 
Is,  that  the  rehels  have  conaum'd  with  fire 
Our  town  of  Cicester  in  Glosterahire; 
Hut  whether  they  be  ta'en,  or  slain,  we  hear  not. 

Enter  Noethdmbkeland. 
Welcome,  my  lord  :  what  is  the  news  f 

North.  First,  to  thy  sacred  state  wish  I  all  happiness. 
The  next  news  is, — I  have  to  London  sent 
The  heads  of  Saliahnry,  Spencer,  Blunt,  aJid  Kent : 
The  manner  of  their  taking  may  appear 
At  large  discoursed  in  this  paper  here.  [Presenting  a  paper. 

Baling.  We  thank  thee,  gentle  Percy,  for  thy  pains ; 
And  to  thy  worth  will  add  right  worthy  gains. 
Enter  Fitzwateb. 

Fiti.  My  lord,  I  have  from  Osford  sent  to  London 
The  heads  of  Brocas,  and  Sir  Bennet  Seely, 
Two  of  the  dangerous  consorted  traitors. 
That  sought  at  Oxford  thy  dire  overthrow. 

Baling.  Thy  pains,  Fitzwater,  shall  not  lie  foi^ot; 
Eight  noble  is  thy  merit,  well  1  wot. 
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Enter  Peuct,  with  the  Bishop  or  Cabuble. 

Percy.  The  grand  congpirator,  abbot  of  "Westminstor, 
With  ciog  of  conscience  and  sour  meLincholj, 
Hath  yielded  up  his  body  to  the  grave ; 
But  here  is  CarUsle  liying,  to  abide 
Thj  kingly  doom  and  sentence  of  his  pride. 

Baling.  Carlisle,  this  is  your  doom:— 
Choose  out  some  secret  place,  some  reverend  room, 
More  than  thou  hast,  and  with  it  joy  thy  life ; 
So,  as  thou  liv'st  in  peace,  die  free  from  strife ; 
For  though  mine  enemy  thou  hast  ever  been. 
High  sparks  of  honor  in  thee  have  I  seen. 

EnUT  EsTON,  inith  Attendants  hearing  a  coffin, 

Ejston.  Great  king,  within  ttiis  coifin  I  present 
Thy  buried  fear ;  herein  all  breathless  lies 
The  mightiest  of  thy  greatest  enemies, 
Richard  of  Bourdeanx,  by  me  hither  brought. 

BoUnff.  Exton,  I  thank  thee  not ;  for  thou  has  wrought 
A  deed  of  dander,'  with  thy  fatal  hand. 
Upon  my  head,  and  all  ibis  famous  land. 

Mxion.  From  your  own  mouth,  my  lord,  did  I  this  deed. 

Baling.  They  love  not  poison  tiat  do  poison  need, 
ffor  do  I  tbee :  though  I  did  wish  him  dead, 
I  h^te  the  murderer,  love  him  murderiSd. 
The  guilt  of  conscience  take  thou  for  thy  labor, 
Brit  neither  my  good  word,  nor  princely  favor : 
With  Cain  go  wander  through  the  sbade  of  night, 
And  never  show  thy  bead  by  day  nor  night. — 
Lords,  I  protest,  my  soul  is  full  of  woe, 
That  blood  should  sprinkle  me  to  make  me  grow: 
Oome,  mourn  with  me  for  that  I  do  lament, 
And  put  on  sullen  black  incontinent : 
I'll  make  a  voyage  to  the  Holy  Land, 
To  wash  this  blood  off  from  my  guilty  hand : — 
March  sadly  after ;  grace  my  mournings  here, 
la  weeping  frfter  this  untimely  bier.  lEteunt, 
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llnning  OS  Siehard  II.  tn  tha  ead  onfenry  V.  should  bo  conaldered  an  one 

lowing  out  this  deel^  llie  Poot  has  dniwaJargolr  from  "The  Chniiiiclcl"i'or 
.  strictly  hisloricttl  characters  and  Incidents;  thus  eihlbtUng  the  men  and 
jds  of  the  times  vividly  nnd  Impressively,  and  presenting  to  tha  student  of  His- 
y  the  "  truest  coDceptions  of  England's  feudal  ages."  In  this  play  Shatspeara 
I  IntrodDceil  a  group  at  imaginary  cbancters.  who,  although  not  strictly  histor- 
l,are  yetfWlhftil  types  of  oert^n  phases  of  society  in  the  period  represented, 
ese  flctitions  personages  nco  made  to  snrmund  the  young  and  dissolute  Prince 
:ary,  and,  with  their  rich  cumic  hnmur,  serre  to  make  the  two  parts  of  Henry  IV. 
1  moat  flttracUTB  of  the  whole  histmlcal  aerlee.   Foremost  in  this  imsginary  ores. 


tly  historical 

n  his  dellnejtloB  u  Henry  IV.  himself.    In  onr  necessary  re- 

on  of  the  hum 

Inimitable  ehsraoleristios. 

The  transactlo 

ns  conlained  in  this  Historical  Drama  are  comprised  within  th 

sd  of  about  te 

moDtlis.  fur  the  action  commences  with  the  battle  of  Halidown 

Hill,  01  Holmeflon,  which  was  fought  on  Uoiy-rooil  day  <the  14Ui  o 
1402,  and  It  doses  with  the  defeat  and  denA  of  UoU^ur,  at  Shrei 
engagement  happened  on  Saturday,  the  Itlst  July,  1108. 


PERSONS  EEPBESENTED. 
Kino  Hekkt  the  Focbtf. 

Halph  Nbtille,  iiirf  ^Westmoreland. 

Sir  Walteh  Blunt. 

Thomas  Feecy,  EaH  of  Worcester, 
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Hbnht  Pkrci,  iW  o/Eforthumberiand.^ 
He^by  Pekcy»  emttamed  Hotspur,  his  Sojt^ 
Eduund  Mobtiher,  £arlo/}i&n:b. 
Scroop,  ArcihitiBp  of  York, 
Akchibald,  Hari  o/ikiaglaa. 

OviES  OlEN DOWER. 
Sir  BlCHARD  VBRliON. 

Sir  John  Falstafp. 

Sir  MicHAEi.,  o  li-iend  of  tin  ArcJibis/iop  of  York. 

Pows. 

I'ETO. 

Uardolph 

Lacy  Febci,  TTiA  to  Hotspur,  and  Siaier  la  ilorliateT. 
Lady  Mortimer,  Daughter  to  Glendoner,  aiul  Wife  to  Mortimer. 
Jiistress  Quickly,  Hostess  oftheBoa^i  Head  Tavern  in  Eaatcheap. 
Lord/,  OJicers,  Sterif,  Vininer,  CJuimierlain,  Drawtrs,  CarTia-t,TTaulUri, 
arid  Atteudauls. 
SCENE,— England. 


SCENE  I,— London.    A  Boom,  in  the  Palace. 

,  Sir  Waiter  Bltint,  and 

K.  Hen.  So  shaken  as  we  are,  bo  wan  with  care, 
Find  we  a  time  for  frighted  peace  to  pant, 
And  breathe  short-winded  accents  of  new  broils 
To  be  commene'd  in  strands  afar  remote. 
Ifo  more  tlie  thirsty  entrance  of  this  soil 
Shall  daub  her  lips  with  her  own  children's  blood; 
No  more  shall  trenching  war  channel  lier  tields, 
Wor  bruise  her  flow'rets  with  the  arm6d  hoofs 
Of  hostile  paces :  those  opposed  ejes. 
Which,  like  the  meteors  of  ^troubled  heaven, 
All  of  one  nature,  of  one  substance  bred. 
Did  lately  meet  in  the  intestine  shock 
And  fiirions  dose  of  civil  bntchery, 
Shall  now,  in  mntua!  well-beseeming  ranks, 
March  all  one  way,  and  be  no  more  oppos'd 
Against  acquaintance,  kindred,  and  allies: 
The  edge  of  war,  like  an  ill-sheathed  knife, 
No  more  shall  cut  hia  master.    Therefore,  friends, 
As  far  aa  to  the  sepulchre  of  Christ, 
Forthwith  a  power  of  English  shall  we  levy ; 
To  chase  those  pagans,  in  those  holy  fields, 
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Over  whose  acres  walk'd  tliose  blessed  foet, 
Which,  fourteen  hundred  yeara  ago,  were  nail'd 
For  our  advantage  on  the  bitter  cross. 
Then,  let  me  hear  ■ 

Of  yoa,  my  gentle  cousin  Westmoreland, 
What  yesternight  our  council  did  decree, 
In  forwarding  this  dear  expedience. 

West.  My  liege,  this  haste  was  hot  in  question, 
And  many  limits  of  the  charge  set  down 
l!ut  yesternight :  when,  all  athwart,  there  came 
A  post  from  Wales  loaden  with  heavy  news ; 
Whoaa  worst  was,  that  the  noble  Mortimer,^ 
Leading  the  men  of  Herefordshire  to  tight 
Aaainst  the  irregular  and  wild  Glendower, 
Was  by  the  rude  hands  of  that  Welshman  taken, 
A  thousand  of  his  people  bntchered. 

K.  Hen.  It  seems,  then,  that  the  tidings  of  this  broil 
Brake  off  onr  bnaincss  for  the  Holy  Land. 

West.  This,  match'd  with  other,  did,  my  gracious  lord ; 
For  more  uneven  and  unwelcome  news 
Came  from  the  north,  and  thus  it  did  import : 
On  Holy-rood  day,  the  gallant  Hotspur  there. 
Young  Harry  Percy,  and  brave  Archibald, 
That  ever- valiant  and  approved  Scot, 
At  Holmedon  met, 

Where  they  did  spend  a  sad  and  bloody  honr ; 
As  by  discharge  of  their  nrtillery, 
And  shape  of  likelihood,  the  news  was  told ; 
For  he  that  brought  them,  in  the  very  heat 
And  pride  of  their  contention  did  tjjte  horse. 
Uncertain  of  the  issue  any  way. 

if.  Hen.  Here  is  a  dear,  and  true-industrious  friend. 
Sir  Walter  Blunt,  new  lighted  from  his  horse, 
Stiun'd  with  the  variation  of  each  soil 
Betwist  that  Holmedon  and  this  seat  of  ours ; 
And  he  hath  brought  us  smooth  and  welcome  news. 
The  earl  of  Douglas  is  discomfited : 
Ten  thousand  bold  Scots,  two  and  twenty  knights, 
Balk'd  in  their  own  blood,  did  Sir  Walter  see 
On  Holmedon's  plains:  of  prisoners,  Hotspur  took 
Jtf  ordake  earl  of  Fife,  and  eldest  son 
To  beaten  Douglas,  and  the  earls  of  Athol, 
Of  Murray,  Angus,  and  Menteith  : 
And  is  not  this  an  honorable  spoil? 
A  gallant  prize  ?  ha,  cousin,  is  it  not  ? 

Weai.  In  faith, 
It  is  a  conquest  for  a  prince  to  boast  of. 

K.  Sen,  Yea,  there  thou  mak'st  me  sad,  and  mak'st  me  sin 
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In  envy  that  ray  hiri  Northumberland 

Should  be  tho  father  to  so  blest  a  hod, — 

A  son  who  is  the  theme  of  honor's  tongue ; 

Amongst  a  grove,  the  very  straightest  plant; 

Who  is  Bweet  Fortune's  minion,  and  hor  pride; 

Whilst  I,  by  lookii^  on  the  praise  of  him, 

See  riot  and  dishonor  stain  tne  brow 

Of  my  yoang  Harry.     O  tJiat  it  could  be  prov'd, 

That  some  night-tripping  fairy  had  eschang'd 

In  cradle-clothes  our  children  where  they  lay. 

And  call'd  mine  Percy,  his  Plantflj^netl 

Then  would  I  have  his  Harry,  and  he  mine : 

But  let  him  from  our  thonghts.— What  think  yon,  coz, 

Of  this  young  Percy's  pride !  the  prisoners, 

Wliich  he  in  this  adventure  hath  eurpris'd, 

To  his  own  use  he  keeps ;  and  sends  me  word, 

I  shall  have  none  but  Mordake  earl  of  Fife. 

West.  This  is  his  uncle's  teaching,  this  is  Worcester, 
Malevolent  to  you  in  all  aspects ; 
Which  makes  him  prune  himself,  and  bristle  up 
The  crest  of  youth  against  your  dignity. 

K.  Een.  But  I  have  sent  for  him  to  answer  this ; 
And  for  this  cause  awhile  we  must  neglect 
Our  holy  purpose  to  Jerusalem. 
Cousin,  on  Wednesday  next  our  council  we 
Will  hold  at  Windsor ;  so  inform  the  lords : 
But  come  yourself  with  speed  to  us  again ; 
For  more  is  to  be  said,  and  to  he  done. 
Than  out  of  anger  can  be  utUred. 

TTesi.  I  will,  my  liege.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.— London.    AnofheT  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Peinob  HEintr  and  Fai.staff. 

Fal.  Now,  Hal,  what  time  of  day  is  it,  lad ! 

P.  Rin.  Thou  art  so  fat-witted,  with  drinking  of  old  sack, 
and  unbuttoning  thee  after  supper,  and  sleeping  upon  benches 
after  noon,  that  thou  hast  forgotten  to  demand  that  truly,  which 
thou  wonldst  truly  know.  What  hast  thon  to  do  with  the  time 
of  the  day  3  unless  hours  were  cups  of  sack,  and  minutes  oapoos, 
I  see  no  reason  why  thou  shoald'st  be  so  superfluous  to  demand 
the  time  of  the  day. 

Fal.  Indeed,  you  come  near  me  now.  Hall ;  for  we  that  take 
purses,  go  by  the  moon  and  the  seven  stars,  and  not  by  PhoBbos, 
—he,  "that  wandering  knight  so  fair."  And,  I  prithee,  sweet 
wag,  when  tbou  art  king,— as,  heaven  save  thy  grace,  (myesty, 
I  should  say,  for  grace  thou  wilt  have  none,)— 
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P.Ben.  What!  none! 

Fal.  B"o,  by  loy  troth ;  not  bo  mucli  as  will  serve  to  be  pro- 
logue to  an  egs  and  butter. 

P.  Hen.  IV  ell,  how  then !  come,  ronndly,  roundly, 

Fal.  Marry,  then,  sweet  wag,  when  thou  art  king,  let  not 
ns,  that  are  Bijnires  of  the  night's  body,  he  called  thieves  of  the 
day's  beauty :  let  us  he  Diana's  foresters,  gentlemen  of  the 
shade,  miniona  of  the  moon ;  and  let  men  say,  wo  ho  men  of 
good  government,  being  governed,  as  the  sea  is,  by  our  noble 
and  chaste  mistress  the  moon,  under  wLoae  countenance  we 
steaL 

P.  Men.  Thou  sayest  well,  and  it  holds  well,  too ;  for  the  for- 
tune of  us,  that  are  the  moon's  men,  doth  ebb  and  flow  like 
the  sea,  being  governed,  as  the  sea  is,  by  the  moon.  As  for 
proof,  now :  a  purse  of  gold  most  resoluiely  snatched  on  Mon- 
day night,  and  most  dissolutely  spent  on  Tuesday  morning. 

Fal.  Thou  sayest  true,  lad.  And  is  not  my  hostess  of  the 
tavern  a  most  sweet  wench ! 

P.  Hen.  As  the  honey  of  Hyhla,  my  old  lad  of  the  castle. 
.  And  is  not  a  buff  jorkin  a  most  sweet  robe  of  durance ! 

Fal.  How  now,  how  now,  mad  wag !  what,  in  thy  quips,  and 
thy  quiddities?  what  a  plague  have  I  to  do  with  a  buff  jerkin  1 

P.  Hen.  "Why,  what  a  plague  have  I  to  do  with  my  hostess  of 
the  tavern  ? 

Fal.  "Well,  Uiou  hast  called  her  to  a  reckoning  many  a  time 
and  oft. 

P.  Hen.  Did  I  ever  call  for  thee  to  pay  thy  part ! 

Fal.  No;  I'ii  give  thee  thy  due;  thon  hast  paid  all  there. 

P.  Hen.  Yea,  and  elsewhere,  so  far  as  my  coin  woiUd  stretch ; 
and  where  it  would  not,  I  have  used  my  credit. 

Fal.  Yea,  and  so  used  it,  that  were  it  not  hero  apparent 
tliat  thou  art  heir  apparent, — but,  I  pr'jthee,  sweet  wag,  shall 
there  be  gallows  standing  in  England  when  thou  art  king?  and 
resolution  thus  fobbed,  as  it  is,  with  the  rusty  curb  of  old  father 
antick,  the  law.  Do  not  thon,  when  thou  art  king,  hang  a 
thief. 
"  P.  Hen.  No;  thou  shalt, 

Fal.  Shall  I  ?    O  rare  1     O,  I'll  be  a  brave  judge. 

P.  Hen.  Thou  judgest  false  already:  I  mean,  thou  shalt 
have  the  hanging  of  the  thieves,  and  so  become  a  rare  hang- 

Fal.  Well,  Hal,  well ;  and  in  some  sort  it  jumps  with  mj 
huraor,  as  well  as  waiting  in  the  court,  I  can  tell  you. 

P.  Hen.  For  obtaining  of  suits ! 

Fal.  Yea,  for  obtaining  of  suits,  whereof  the  hangman  hath 
no  lean  wardrobe.     I  am  as  melancholy  as  a  gib  cat,  or  a  lugged 

P.  Hen.  Or  an  old  lion,  or  a  lover's  Inte. 
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Ful.  Yea,  or  the  drone  of  a  Lincolnshire  bagpipe. 

P.  Hen.  What  sajest  tliou  to  a  hare,  or  the  melancholy  of 
Moor-ditch! 

Fill.  Thou  hast  the  most  unsavory  similes,  and  art,  indeed, 
the  most  comparative,  rascalJeat, — sweet  young  prince, — hnt, 
Hal,  I  pr'jthee,  trouhle  me  no  more  with  vanity.  I  wonld  to 
heaven,  thou  and  I  knew  where  a  commodity  of  good  iiames 
were  to  he  bought.  An  old  lord  of.  the  coancil  rated  me  the 
other  day  in  the  street  abont  you,  air^hut  I  marked  him  not; 
and  yet  he  talked  very  wisely, — bat  I  regarded  him  not ;  and 
yet  he  talked  wisely,  and  in  the  street  too, 

P.  Ren.  Thon  didst  well ;  for  wisdom  cries  out  in  the  streets, 
and  no  man  regards  it.     . 

Fal.  0,  thou  hast  ahorainahle  iteration,  and  art,  indeed,  ahle 
to  corrupt  a  saint.  Thou  hast  done  much  harm  upon  me,  Hal, 
—heaven  forgive  thee  for  it!  Before  I  knew  thee,  Hal,  I  knew 
nothing;  and  now  am  I,  if  a  man  should  speak  truly,  little  bet- 
ter than  one  of  the  wicked.  I  must  give  over  th»  life,  and  I 
will  give  it  over ;  an  I  do  not,  I  am  a  villain :  I'll  be  lost  for 
never  a  king's  son  in  Christendom, 

P.  Sen.  Where  shall  we  take  a  purse  to-morrow.  Jack? 

Fal.  "Where  thou  wilt,  lad,  I'U  make  one  ;  an  I  do  not,  call 
me  villain,  and  bafBe  me. 

P.  Hen.  I  see  a  good  amendment  of  life  in  thee, — from  pray- 
ing to  purse-taking. 

Fnter  Poiss,  at  a  dUlanee. 

Fal.  Why,  Hal,  'tis  my  vocation,  Hal ;  'tis  no  sin  for  a  man 
to  labor  in  his  vocation.  Poins ! — Now  shaU  we  know  if  Gads- 
hil!  have  sat  a  match.— This  is  the  most  omnipotent  viUaia  that 
ever  cried  "  Stand!"  to  a  true  man. 

P.  Men.  Good  morrow,  Ned. 

Poins.  Gtood  morrow,  sweet  Hal. — Wliat  says  monsieur  Re- 
morse t  What  says  Sir  John  Saek-and-Sugar!  But,  my  lads, 
my  lads,  to-morrow  morning,  by  four  o'clock,  early  at  Gadshill ! 
There  are  pilgrims  going  to  Canterbury  with  rich  offerings,  and 
traders  riding  to  London  with  fat  purses :  I  have  visoiis  for  you 
all,  you  have  horses  for  yourselves  r  Gadahill  lies  to-night  in 
Eocbester:  I  have  bespoke  sapper  to-morrow  night  InTIast- 
cheap  :  we  may  do  it  as  secure  as  sleep.  If  you  will  go,  I  will 
stuff  your  purses  full  of  crowns  ;  if  you  will  not,  tarry  "at  home 
and  be  hanged. 

Ful.  Hear  yo,  Yedward;  if  I  tarry  at  home,  and  go  not,  I'll 
hang  yon  for  going. 

PidM.  Yon  will,  chops? 

lid.  Hal,  wilt  thou  make  one  ? 

P.  Hen.  Who,  I  rob !  la  thief?  not  I,  by  my  faith. 

F'il.  There's  neither  honesty,  manhood,  nor  good  fellowship  in 
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thee,  nor  tliou  earnest  not  of  the  blood  rojal,  if  thou  darest  not 
stand  for  ten  shillings, 

P.  Hen.  Well  then,  once  in  my  daja  I'll  be  a  madcap. 

Fal.  Why  that's  well  said. 

P.  Ben.  Well,  come  what  nill,  I'll  tany  at  home. 

Ihl.  I'll  be  a  traitor  then,  when,  thou  art  king. 

J*.  Jlen.  I  care  not. 

Poins.  Sir  John,  I  pr'jthee,  leave  the  prince  and  me  alone: 
I  will  lay  him  down  such  reasons  for  tlila  adventure,  that  he 
shall  go. 

Fal.  Well,  heaven  give  thee  the  spirit  of  persuasion,  and  him 
the  ears  of  profiting,  that  what  thou  speatost  may  move,  and 
what  he  hears  may  be  believed,  that  the  true  prince  may  (for 
recreation  sake)  prove  a  false  thief;  for  the  poor  abases  of  the 
time  want  countenance .  Farewell:  you  shall  find  me  ia  East- 
cheap, 

P.  Sen.  Farewell,  thou  latter  spring!  Farewell,  AU-hallown 
summer !  {Exit  Falstaff. 

Poins.  Kow,  my  good  sweet  honey  lord,  ride  with  ua  to-raor- 
row:  I  have  a  jest  to  execute,  that  I  cannot  manage  alone.  Fal- 
Btaff,  Bardolf;  Peto,  and  Gadshill,  shall  rob  those  men  that  we 
have  already  waylaid;  yourself  and  I  will  not  be  there ;  and 
when  they  have  the  booty,  if  yon  and  I  do  not  rob  them,  cut 
this  head  from  my  shoulders. 

P.  Hen.  But  how  shall  we  part  with  them  in  setting  forth! 

Poim.  Why,  we  will  set  forth  before  or  after  them,  and  ap- 
point them  a  place  of  meeting,  wherein  it  is  at  our  pleasure  to 
ftiil ;  and  then  will  they  adventure  upon  the  exploit  themselves : 
which  they  shall  have  no  sooner  achieved,  but  we'll  set  upon 

P.  Jlen.  Ay,  but  'tis  like  that  they  will  know  us,  by  our 
horses,  by  our  habits,  and  by  every  other  appointment,  to  be 
ourselves. 

Poim.  Tut!  our  horses  they  shall  not  see, — I'll  tie  them  in 
the  wood;  our  viaora  we  will  change,  after  we  leave  them  ;  and, 
sirrah,  I  have  cases  of  buckram  for  the  nonce,  to  immask  our 
noted  outward  garments. 

P.  Hen.  But  I  donbt  they  will  be  too  hard  for  na. 

Poins.  Well,  for  two  of  them,  I  know  them  to  be  as  true-bred 
cowards  as  ever  turned  back ;  and  for  the  third,  if  he  figjit 
longer  than  he  sees  reason,  111  forswear  arms.  The  virtue  of 
this  jest  will  be,  the  incomprehensible  lies  that  this  same  fat 
rogue  will  tell  us,  when  wo  meet  at  supper :  how  thirty,  at  least, 
he  fought  with  ;  what  wards,  what  blows,  what  estremitiea  ho 
endured ;  and  in  the  reproof  of  this  lies  the  jest, 

P.  Sen.  Well,  I.'Il  go  with  thee :  provide  us  all  things  neces- 
sary, and  meet  me  to-morrow  night  in  Eastoheap  ;  there  I'll  sup. 
Farewell. 
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Tains.  Farewell,  my  lor^, 

P.  Ben.  I  know  you  all^  and  nill  a  while  uphold 
The  unjok'd  humor  of  your  idleness : 
Yet  herein  wiJl  1  imitate  the  sun, 
Who  doth  permit  the  hase  contagious  clouds 
To  smother  up  his  heanty  from  the  world, 
That,  when  he  please  again  to  he  himself, 
Being  wanted,  he  may  ho  more  wonder'd  at. 
By  breaking  throagh  the  foul  and  ugly  mista 
Of  yapors,  that  did  seem  to  strangle  him. 
If  all  the  year  were  playing  holidays, 
To  sport  would  be  as  tedious  as  to  work ; 
But  when,  they  seldom  come,  they  wiah'd-for  come, 
And  nothing  pleaseth  but  rare  accidents. 
So,  when  this  loose  behavior  I  throw  off. 
And  pay  the  debt  I  never  promised, 
By  how  much  better  than  my  word  I  am, 
By  80  much  shail  I  falsify  men's  hopes ; 
And,  like  bright  metal  on  a  sullen  ground. 
My  reformation,  glittering  o'er  my  fault, 
Shall  show  more  goodly,  and  attract  more  eyes. 
Than  that  whicli  hath  no  foil  to  set  it  off. 
I'll  so  offend,  to  make  offence  a  skill; 
Eedeeming  time,  when  men  think  least  I  will. 


SCENE  III.— London.    Another  L 


K.  Hen.  My  blood  hath  been  too  cold  and  temperate, 
Unapt  to  stir  at  these  indignities. 
And  yon  have  found  me;  for  accordingly, 
You  tread  upon  my  patience;  but,  be  sure, 
1  will  from  henceforth  rather  be  myself, 
Mighty,  and  to  be  fear'd,  than  my  condition ; 
"Which  hath  been  smooth  as  oil,  soft  aa  young  down, 
And  therefore  lost  that  title  of  respect, 
Which  the  prond  soul  ne'er  paya  but  to  the  proud. 

Wor.  Our  house,  my  sovereign  liege,  little  deserves 
The  scourge  of  greatness  to  be  used  on  it ; 
And  that  same  greatness,  too,  which  onr  own  hands 
Have  holp  to  make  so  portly. 

North,  My  lord, — 

E.  Hen.  Worcester,  get  thee  gone ;  for  I  do  see  ■ 
Danger  and  disobedience  in  thine  eye:  [Exit  Woecester, 

[To  NoBTs.]  Yon  were  about  to  speak. 

North.  Yen,  my  good  lord. 
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Those  prisoners  in  yoar  highness'  name  demanded, 
Which  Harry  Percy  here,  at  Holmedon  took, 
Were,  as  he  says,  not  with  sach  strength  denied. 
As  is  deiiTer'd  to  your  m^esty; 
Either  envy,  therefore,  or  misprision 
Is  guilty  of  this  fault,  and  not  my  eon. 

Sot.  My  liege,  1  did  deny  no  prisoners : 
But  I  remember,  whea  the  fight  was  done, 
When  I  was  dry  with  rage  and  extreme  toil. 
Breathless  and  faint,  leaning  upon  my  sword, 
Came  there  a  certain  lord,  neat,  trimly  dress'd, 
Fresh  as  a  bridegroom ;  and  his  chin,  new  reap'd, 
Show'd  like  a  stnbble-land  at  harvest-home ; 
He  was  perfumed  like  a  milliner; 
And  'twist  his  flnger  and  his  thumb  he  held 
A  pouncet-box,  which  ever  and  anon 
He  gave  his  nose,  and  took't  away  again ; — 
Who,  therewith  angry,  when  it  Best  came  there. 
Took  it  in  Hnuff;— and  still  he  smil'd  and  talk'd; 
And  as  the  soldiers  bore  dead  bodies  by, 
lie  call'd  them  untaught  knares,  nnmannerly, 
To  bring  a  slovenly  unhandsome  corse 
Betwixt  the  wind  and  his  nobility. 
With  many  holiday  and  lady  terms 
He  questign'd  me ;  among  the  rest,  demanded 
My  prisoners  in  yonr  miyesty's  behalf. 
I  then,  all  smarting,  with  my  wounds  being  cold, 
To  be  so  pester'd  with  a  popinjay. 
Oat  of  my  grief  and  my  impatience, 
Answer'd  aeglectingly,  I  know  not  what, — 
He  should,  or  he  ahonldnot; — for  he  made  me  mad 
To  see  him  shine  so  brisk,  and  smell  so  sweet, 
And  talk  so  like  a  waiting-gentlewoman, 
Of  guns,  and  drums,  and  wounds, — God  save  the  mark  I— 
And  telling  me,  the  sovereign'st  thing  on  earth 
Was  parinaceti  for  an  inward  bruise ; 
And  tliat  it  was  great  pity,  so  it  was. 
This  villainoiis  salt-petre  should  be  li^'d 
Out  of  the  bowels  of  the  harmless  eaitb, 
Which  many  a  good  tall  fellow  had  deatroy'd 
So  cowardly ;  and,  but  for  these  vile  guns. 
He  would  himself  have  been  a  soldier. 
Thia  bald  uniointed  chat  of  his,  my  lord, 
I  answer'd  indirectly,  as  I  said ; 
And  I  beseech  yon,  let  not  his  report 
Come  enrrent  for  an  aocqsation, 
Betwist  my  love  and  your  high  majesty. 

£limt.  The  circumstance  consider'd,  good  my  lord. 
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"Wliate'er  Lord  Harry  Percy  then  had  said 
To  siicli  a  persoD,  and  in  Buch  a  place, 
At  anch  a  time,  witli  all  the  rest  re-told, 
Kay  reasonably  die,  and  never  rise 
To  do  him  wrong,  or  any  way  impeach 
What  then  he  said,  m  he  unsay  it  now'. 

K.  Hen.  Why,  yet  he  doth  deny  hia  prisoners, 
Bnt  with  proviso  and  exception, — 
That  we,  at  our  own  charge,  shall  ransom  Btraight 
Hia  hi-other-ih-law,  the  foolish  Mortimer ; 
Who,  on.  my  soul,  hath  wilfully  hetray'd 
The  lives  of  those  that  he  did  lead  to  flght 
Agdnst  the  great  magician,  cors'd  Glendower, 
Whose  daughter,  as  we  hear,  the  earl  of  March 
Hafli  lately  married.    Shall  our  coffers,  then, 
Bo  emptied  to  redeem  a  traitor  home  ? 
Shall  we  buy  treason!  and  indent  with  fears. 
When  they  have  lost  and  forfeited  themselves  i 
'No,  on  the  barren  mountains  let  him  starve ; 
Tor  I  shaJl  never  hold  that  man  my  friend. 
Whose  tongue  shall  ask  me  for  one  penny  cost. 
To  ransom  home  revolted  Mortimer. 

Jlot.  Eevolted  Mortimer  1 
He  never  did  fall  off,  my  sovereign  liege, 
But  hy  the  chance  of  war; — to  prove  that  true, 
Needs  no  more  but  one  tongue  for  all  those  wounds, 
Those  mouthed  -wounds,  which  valiantly  he  took, 
When  OB  the  gentle  Severn's  sedgy  bank, 
In  single  opposition,  hand  to  hand, 
Ho  did  confound  the  best  part  of  an  hour 
In  changing  hardiment  with  great  Glendower ; 
Three  times  they  breath'd,  and  three  times  did  they  drink, 
Upon  agreement,  of  swift  Severn's  flood; 
Who  then,  affrighted  with  their  bloody  loots, 
Ban  fearfully  among  the  trembling  reeds. 
And  hid  hia  crisp  head  in  the  hollow  bant, 
Biood-stdnM  with  these  valiant  combatants. 
Never  did  base  and  rotten  policy 
Color  her  working  with  such  deadly  wounds ; 
Nor  never  could  the  noble  Mortimer 
Eeceive  so  many,  and  ail  willingly: 
Then,  let  him  not  be  alander'd  with  revolt. 

K.  Sen.  Thou  dost  belie  him,  Percy,  thou  dost  helie  him ; 
He  never  did  encounter 'with  Glendower. 
Art  thou  not  asham'd  ?    But,  sirrah,  henceforth 
Let  me  not  hear  you  speak  of  Mortimer : 
Send  me  your  prisoners  with  the  speediest  means, 
Or  you  shall  hear  in  such  a  kind  from  me, 
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Aa  will  displease  you. — My  lord  H'ortliTiniberland, 
We  license  your  departnre  with,  your  son. — 
Send  us  your  prisoners,  or  you'll  hear  of  it, 

[Exeunt  £iNa  Heney,  liixsT,  and  train 

Hot.  If  the  foul  fiend  come  and  roar  fui-  tliem, 
I  will  not  send  them : — I  will  after  straight, 
And  tell  him  so ;  for  I  will  ease  my  heart. 
Albeit  I  make  a  hazard  of  my  head. 

Norik.  "What !  drunk  with  oholer !  stay,  and  pause  awhile : 
Here  comes  your  uncle. 

Ite-enter  Woboestee. 

Sot.  Speak  of  Mortimer! 

'Zounds !  I  will  speak  of  him  ;  and  let  my  soul 
Want  mercy,  if  I  do  not  join  with  him : 
Yea,  on  his  part,  I'll  empty  all  these  ■veins, 
And  shed  my  dear  blood  drop  hy  drop  i'  tlie  dust, 
But  I  will  lift  the  down-trod  Mortimer 
As  high  i'  the  air  as  this  unthankful  king. 
As  this  iugrate  and  canker'd  Bolinghroke. 

North.  [To  Woe.]  Brother,  the  king  hath  made  your  nepheij 
mad. 

Wor.  Who  struct  this  heat  up  after  I  was  gone? 

Hot.  He  will,  forsooth,  have  al!  my  prisoners ; 
And  when  I  urg'd  the  ransom  once  again 
Of  jaj  wife's  brother,  then  his  cheek  look'd  pale. 
And  on  my  face  he  turn'd  an  eye  of  death, 
Trembling  eyen  at  the  name  of  Mortimer. 

Wor.  I  cannot  blame  him :  was  he  not  prodium'd 
By  Richard,  that  dead  is,  the  nest  of  hlood  J 

North.  He  was ;  I  heard  the  proclamation ; 
And  then  it  waa  when  the  unhappy  king 
(Whose  wrongs  in  us  heaven  pardon  !)  did  set  forth 
Upon  his  Irish  expedition ; 
Trom  whence  he  intercepted  did  return 
To  be  depos'd,  and  shortly  murdered. 

Wor,  And  for  whose  death,  we  in  the  world's  wide  moutli 
Live  scandaliz'd,  and  foully  spoken  of. 

Hot.  But,  soft,  I  pray  you,  did  king  Eicliai'J  then 
I^claim  my  brother  Edmund  Mortimer 
Heir  to  the  crown  ? 

North.  lie  did ;  myself  did  hear  it. 

Sot.  Nay  then,  I  cannot  blame  hia  cousin  king. 
That  wish'd  him  on  the  barren  mountains  starve. 
But  shall  it  be,  that  you,  tliat  set  the  crown 
Upon  the  head  of  this  forgetful  man. 
And  for  his  sake  wear  the  detested  blot 
Of  murd'roiis  El]horrl,^tioTl,— sliall  it  be. 
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That  yoa  a  world  of  curses  undergo, 
Being  the  agents,  or  base  second  lue^ns, 
TEe  cords,  tiio  ladder,  or  tlje  iiaiigmaii  ratiier? — 
O,  pardon  me,  that  I  desceiid  so  low. 
To  show  the  ]ine,  and  the  predicament, 
Wherein  jou  range  nnder  this  subtle  king  ;— 
Shall  it,  for  shame,  he  spoken  in  the^e  days, 
Or  fill  up  chronicles  in  time  to  come. 
That  men  of  your  nohility  nad  pOwor, 
Bid  gage  tiiem  both  in  an  unjust  behalf, — 
As  both  of  you,  heaven  pardon  it !  have  done, — 
To  put  down  Kichai-d,  that  sweet  lovely  rose, 
And  plant  this  thorn,  this  canker,  Bolingbrokc  ? 
And  shall  it,  in  more  shame,  ho  farther  spoken, 
That  you  are  fool'd,  discarded,  and  shook  oif 
Bj  him,  for  whom  these  shames  ye  underwent  ? 
Ho ;  yet  time  serves,  wherein  yon  may'  redeem 
Tour  banish'd  honors,  and  restore  yourselves 
Into  the  good  thoughts  of  the  world  ^ain  ; 
Revenge  the  jeering  and  disdain'd  contempt 
Of  this  proud  kiug,  who  studies  day  and  night 
To  answer  all  the  debt  he  owes  to  yon, 
Even  ftith  the  blijody  paymept  of  year  deaths : 
Therefore,  I  say, — 

Wor.  Peace,  conain,  say  no  mora; 

And  now  I  will  uncLisp  a  secret  book, 
And  to  your  quick-conceiving  discontents 
I'll  read  you  matter  deep  and  dangerous; 
As  fall  of  peril  and  adventurous  spirit. 
As  to  o'er-walk  a  current,  roaring  loud. 
On  the  unsteadfast  footing  of  a  spear. 

Mot.  If  befall  in,  good  njditl — of  sink  or  swira :- 
Send  danger  from  the  east  unto  the  west. 
So  honor  cross  it  from  t!ie  north  to  south, 
And  let  them  grapple : — O,  the  blood  more  stirs 
To  rouse  a  lion,  than  to  start  a  hare. 

NoTth.  Imagination  of  some  great  exploit 
Drives  him  beyond  the  bounds  of  patience. 

Sot.  By  heaven,  methinks,  it  were  an  easy  leap, 
To  pluck  bright  honor  from  the  pale-fac'd  moon ; 
Or  dive  into  the  bottom  of  the  deep, 
Where  fathom-line  could  never  touch  the  ground. 
And  pluck  up  drowned  honor  by  the  locks. 
So  he  that  doth  redeem  her  thence  might  wear 
Without  corrival  all  her  dignities: 
But  out  upon  this  half-fac'd  fellowship  ! 

Wor.  Ho  apprehends  a  world  of  figures  hero. 
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Bnt  not  the  form  of  what  lie  should  attend, — 
Good  cousin,  give  me  audience  for  a  while. 

Ifot.  I  cr7  you  mercy. 

iror.  _  Those  same  noble  Scots, 

That  are  your  prisoners, — ■ 

Hot.  I'll  Iteep  them  all ; 

By  heaven,  !ie  shall  not  liave  a,  Scot  of  them ; 
No,  if  a  Scot  would  save  his  eoul,  he  shall  not : 
I'll  keep  them,  hy  this  hand. 

Wor.  You  start  away. 

And  lend  no  ear  unto  my  purposes. — 
Those  prisoners  you  shall  keep. 

Sot.  Nay,  I  will ;  that's  flat  :— 

He  said,  he  would  not  ransom  Mortimer ; 
Forbad  my  tongue  to  speak  of  Mortimer ; 
But  I  will  find  him  when  he  lies  atdeep. 
And  in  his  ear  I'll  holla—"  Mortimer  1 " 
Nay,  I'U  have  a  starling  shall  be  taught  to  speak 
Nothing  but  "  Mortimer,"  and  give  it  him. 
To  keep  his  anger  still  in  motion. 

Wor.  Hear  you,  cousin ;  a  word. 

Bbt.  All  studies  here  I  solemnly  defy. 
Save  how  to  gall  and  pinch  this  Boljngbrol 
And  that  same  sword-and-buckler  prince  of  Wales, — 
But  tliat  I  think  liis  father  Joves  him  not. 
And  would  be  glad  he  met  with  some  mischance, 
I  would  have  him  poison'd  with  a  pot  of  ale. 

Wor.  Farewell,  kinsman:  I  will  talk  to  you, 
When  you  are  better  temper'd  to  attend. 

I^ortA.  Why,  what  a  wasp-tongue  and  impatient  fool 
Art  thou  to  break  into  this  woman's  mood, 
Tying  thine  ear  to  no  tongue  but  thine  own  1 

Sot.  Why,  lopk  you,  I  am  whipp'd  and  soourg'd  witii  rods, 
Nettled,  and  stung  with  pismires,  when  I  hear 
Of  this  vile  politician,  Boiingbroke. 
In  Richard's  time,— what  do  ye  call  the  place? — 
A  plague  upon't — it  is  in  Gloucestershire ; — 
'Twas  where  the  mad-cap  duke  his  uncle  kept, — 
His  uncle  York ; — where  I  first  bow'd  my  knee 
Fnto  this  king  of  smiles,  this  Bdingbroke,— 
When  you  and  ho  came  back  from  Bavenspurg, 

Sbrth.  At  Berkley  castle. 

Bbt.  Tou  say  true;  — 
Why,  what  a  candy  deal  of  courtesy 
This  fawing  greyhound  then  did  proffer  me ! 
Look, — "  when  his  infant  fortune  came  to  age," 
And, — "  gentle  Harry  Percy,"— and,  "  kind  cousin," — ■ 
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0,  a  plague  taie  such  cozeners  I — 

Good  uncle,  tell  your  tale;  for  I  liave  done. 

Wor.  Kay,  if  jou  liaVe  not,  to't  again ; 
We'U  stay  jour  leisure. 

Sot.  I  Lave  done,  i'  faith. 

Wor.  Then  once  more  to  yoar  Scottish  prisoners. 
Deliver  them  np  without  their  ransom  straight, 
And  make  the  Douglas'  son  your  only  mean 
For  powers  in  Scotland ;  which,  for  divera  reosonB 
Which  I  shall  send  you  written,  he  assur'd, 
Will  easily  be  granted. — [To  NoRm.]  You,  my  lord, 
Your  spa  in  Scotland  heing  thus  employed, 
Shall  secretly  into  the  hosom  creep 
Of  that  same  nohle  prelate,  well  belov'd, 
The  archbishop. 

mt.    Of  Yort,  bitnot? 

Wor.  True ;  who  bears  hard 
His  brother's  death  at  Bristol,  the  lord  Scroop. 

Hot.  I  smell  it ;  npon  my  life,  it  will  do  well. 

Jforth.  Before  the  game's  afoot,  thou  still  let'st  slip. 

Sot.  "Why,  it  cannot  choose  but  he  a  noble  plot; — 
And  then  the  power  of  Scotland,  and  of  York, — 
To  join  with  Mortimer,  haf 

Wer.  And  so  tliey  shall. 

Sot.  In  faith,  it  is  exceedingly  well  aim'd. 

Wor.  And  'tis  no  little  reason  bids  us  speed. 
To  save  our  heads  by  rising  of  a  head ; 
For,  bear  ourselves  as  even  as  we  can. 
The  king  will  always  think  him  in  our  debt, 
And  think  we  think  ourselves  unsatisfied. 
Till  he  hath  found  a  time  to  pay  us  home : 
And  see  already  how  he  doth  begin 
To  make  us  strangers  to  his  looks  of  love. 

Sot.  He  does,  he  does;  We'll  be  reveng'd  on  him. 

Wor.  Cousin,  farewell ; — No  farther  go  ia  this, 
Than  I  by  letters  shall  direct  your  coarse. 
When  time  is  ripe,  (which  will  be  suddenly,) 
I'll  steal  to  Glendower  and  lord  Mortimer ; 
Where  you  and  Douglas,  and  our  powers  at  once, 
(As  I  will  feshion  it,)  shall  happily  meet. 
To  bear  our  fortunes  in  our  own  strong  arms, 
Which  now  we  hold  at  much  uncertainty, 

JfoTth.  Farewell,  good  brother :  we  shall  thrive,  I  trust. 

Sot.  Uncle,  adieu : — O,  let  the  Bours  be  sliort. 
Till  fields,  and  blows,  and  groans  applaud  our  sport  1     [Sxeant. 
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ACT    11. 


SCENE    L— Eochester.     An  Inn- Yard. 

Enter  a  Carrier,  mlA  a  lantern  m  hia  hand. 

1  Gar.  Heighiiol    An'tbonotfour  bytheday,  Ttl  1jo  hanged : 

Charles'  wain  ia  over  the  new  chimney,  and  yet  our  horae  not 

packed. — What,  ostler  1 

Oat.  [Within,.']  Anon,  anon. 

1  Car.  I  pr'jtheo,  Tom,  beat  Cut's  saddle,  put  a  few  flocka  in 
the  point ;  the  poor  jade  is  wrung  ia  the  withers  out  of  all 

Enter  another  Carrier 

2  Gar.  Peas  and  beans  are  as  dank  here  as  a  dog,  and  that  ia 
the  next  way  to  give  poor  jadea  the  hots :  tliis  house  is  turned 
upside  down,  since  Robin  ostler  died. 

1  Gar.  Poor  fellow  I  never  joyed  since  the  price  of  oats  rose : 
it  was  the  death  of  him. 

3  Oar.  I  think  this  be  the  most  villainous  house  in  all  London 
road  for  fieas:  I  am  Btupg  like  a  t-ench. 

1  Gar.  Like  a  tench  1  by  the  mass,  there  is  ne'er  a  king  ii 
Christendom  could  be  better  bit  thani  have  been.  What,  ostler  1 
come  away  and  be  hanged ;  come  away. 

3  Gar.  I  have  a  gammon  of  bacon,  and  two  frails  of  ginger  to 
be  delivered  as  far  as  Charing-cross. 

\Gar.  'Odsbodyl  the  turkeys  in  my  pannier  ai-e  quite  starved. 
—What,  ostler !— A  plague  on  thee !  hast  thou  never  an  eye  in 
thy  head  f  canst  not  bear?  An 'twere  not  as  good  a  deed  as 
drink,  to  break  the  pate  of  thee,  I  am  a  very  villain.— Come,  and 
be  hanged:— hast  no  faith  in  thee! 

Enter  GicaniLL. 

Gaih.  Good  morrow,  carriers.     What's  o'clock  f 

1  Car.  I  think  it  be  two  o'clock. 

GaSs.  I  pr'ythee,  lend  me  thy  lantern,  to  see  my  Jiorse  in  the 


Qad».  I  pr'ythee,  lend  me  thine. 

3  Gar.  Ay,  when?  cansttelU— Lend  me  thy  lantern,  quoth  a  3 
marry,  I'll  see  thee  hanged  first. 

6aA».  Sirrah  carrier,  what  time  do  you  mean  to  come  to 
London! 

2  "Car.  Time  enough  to  go  to  bed  with  a  candle,  I  warrant 
thee.— Come,  neighbor  Mugs,  we'll  call  up  the  gentlemen:  they 
will  along  with  company,  for  they  have  great  charge. 

\Exeunt  Carriers. 
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GatU.  yfheX,  hol  chamberitunl 

Gham.     Within.]  At  hand,  quoth  pick-pnrse. ,      ^      ,     ,  . 

Gada.  That's  even  as  fair  as— at  hand,  qnotli  the  chamherlain ; 
for  thon  variest  no  more  from  picking  of  purses,  than  giymg 
ilirection  doth  from  laboring ;  tho\i  lajest  the  plot  how. 
Enter  Ohataberltun. 

Cham.  Good  morrow,  master  Gadshlll.  It  holds  current,  that 
I  told  you  yesternight:— there's  a  franklin  m  the  wild  of  Kent 
hath  bronsht  three  hundred  maris  with  him  m  gold :  I  heard 
him  teU  it  to  one  of  his  company,  hist  night  at  supper ;  a  kmd 
of  auditor;  one  that  hath  abundance  of  charge  too.  IJiey  ai-e 
np  already,  and  call  for  eggs  and  butter:  they  wdl  away  prea- 

Gada.  Sirrah,  if  they  meet  not  with  saint  Nicholas'  clorlts,  I'll 
give  thee  this  neck.  ..    .  j    tv    i.  „™ 

CAam.  So,  rUnoneofit:  I  pr'ythee,  keep  that  for  the  hang- 
man ;  for  I  know  thou  worship'st  saiut  Nicholas  as  truly  as  a 
man  of  falsehood  may. 

Oadg.  Give  me  thy  hand :  thou  shait  have  a  share  m  our  pur- 
chase, as  I  am  a  true  man. 

Cham.  Nay,  rather  let  me  have  it,  as  you  are  a  false  thief- 
■  Gads.  Goto;  ?u.m,is  a  commou  name  to  all  men.    Bid  the 
ostler  bring  my  horse  out  of  the  stable.    Farewell,  yon  muddy 
knave.  [Meunt. 

SCENE  II.— The  Eoad  ly  Gadshill.  ' 

Eater  Feince  Hesbt  and  PoiNS ;  Baedolph  and  Peto,  at  some 
distance. 
Poim.   Come,  shelter,  shelter:    I  have  removed  Falstaff's 
horse,  and  he  frets  like  a  gummed  velvet. 

RHen.  Stand  dose.  {They  retire. 

Enter  Falstaff. 
Jhi.  PoinsI    Poins.  and  be  hanged!    Pojos! 
P.  Ben.  \  Coming  foraard.] ..  Peace,  ye  fat-kidneyed  rascal ! 
What  a  brawling  dost  tliou  keep! 

/"ai.  Where's  Poins,  Hal?  ^    .      .,„     „„  , 

P  Men  He  is  walked  up  to  the  top  of  the  hUI:  I'll  go  seek 
jijjjj'  [Pretenh  to  seei  Poins,  and  retiree. 

Fal  I  am  accarsed  to  rob  in  that  thiefs  company -the  rascal 
hath  removed  my  horse,  and  tied  himl  know  not  where.  If  1 
travel  but  four  foot  by  the  square  farther  afoot,  I  shall  break 
my  wind  "Well,  I  douht  not  hut  to  die  a  fhir  death  for  all  this, 
if  I  'scape  hfllnpng  for  killing  that  rogue.  X  have  forsworn  his 
company  hourly  any  time  this  two-and-twenty  years,  and  yet  1 
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am  bewitched  with  the  rogao'a  company.  If  the  rascal  have  not 
given  me  medicines  to  make  me  love  him,  Til  be  hanged;  it 
CQuldnot  he  else;  I  have  drank  medicinea.— Polne!— Hal  I— a 
plague  upon  you  hothi— Bardolphl— Peto!— I'll  starve,  ere  I'll 
rob  a  foot  farther.  An  'twere  not  as  good  a  deed  as  drink,  to 
turn  true  man,  and  leave  these  rogues,  I  am  the  veriest  varlet 
that  ever  chewed  with  a  tooth.  Eight  yards  of  uneven  ground 
is  three  score  and  ten  miles  afoot  with  me ;  and  the  stony- 
hearted villains  know  it  well  enough :  a  plagne  upon't,  when 
thieves  cannot  he  true  one  to  another !  [They Khutk.]  "Whew  1 
—a  plague  npon  you  all  I  Give  me  my  horse,  yon  rogues ;  give 
me  my  horse,  and  be  hanged. 

P.  Sen.  [Ccminffforaard.']  Peace,  peace!  lie  down;  laythino 
ear  close  to  the  ground,  and  list  if  thou  canst  hear  the  tread  of 
travellers. 

Fal.  Have  yon  any  levers  to  lift  me  np  again,  being  down  1 
I'll  not  bear  mine  own  flesh  so  far  afoot  again,  for  all  the  coin 
in  thy  father's  exchequer.  I  pr'ythee,  good  prince  Hal,  help 
me  to  my  horse,  good  king's  son. 

P.  Ben.  Out,  you  rogue !  shall  I  be  your  ostler ! 

Fal.  Go,  hang  thyself  in  thine  own  heir-apparent  garters  I  If 
I  he  ta'en,  I'll  peach  for  this.  An  I  have  not  ballads  made  on 
yon  all,  and  sung  to  iilthy  tones,  let  a  cup  of  sack  he  my  poison: 
—when  a  jest  is  so  forwai-d,  and  afoot  too!— I, hate  it. 

Bnter  Gabshill, 

Gatla.  Stand. 

Fal.  So  I  do,  aeainst  my  will. 

P6in».  O,  'tis  our  setter:  I  know  his  voice. 

[Coming  forward  with  Bardoij'h  and  Peto. 

Bard.  What  news? 

Gads.  Case  ye,  case  ye ;  on  with  your  visors:  there's  money 
of  the  king's  coming  down  the  hill;  'tis  going  to  the  king's 
eschequer. 

Fal.  You  lie,  you  rogue ;  'tis  going  to  the  king's  tavern. 

Oads.  There's  enongh  to  make  us  all. 

FaL  To  he  hanged. 

P.  Ben.  Sirs,  you  four  shall  front  them  in  the  narrow  lane : 
Ned  Poins  and  I  will  wait  lower :  if  they  'scape  fl-ora  your  en- 
cotinter,  then  they  light  on  us. 

Peto.  How  many  he  there  of  them  ? 

Gads.  Some  eight,  or  ten. 

Fal.  Zoandsj  will  they  not  rob  ns?* 

P.  BeTt.  "What,  a  coward,  Sir  John  Paunch  ? 

Fal.  Indeed,Iamnot  John  of  Gaunt,  your  grandfather;  bi;t 
yet  no  coward,  Hal. 

P.  Ben.  Well,  we  leave  that  to  the  proof 

Poms.  Sirrah  Jack,  thy  hoi'se  stands  behind  the  hedge :  when 
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thoa  needest  him,  tbere  tlioa  sLalt  fiad  liim.    Fwewell,  and 
stand  fast. 

ihl.  Noiv  cannot  I  strike  liim,  if  I  should  be  hanged, 
P.  Sen.  [Aude  to  PorNS.]  Ned,  whovc  are  our  disguises! 
Poiiis.  Here,  hard  by :  stand  close. 

[Exeant  P.  Hbset  and  Poiss. 
Fal.  Now,  my  mostei's,  hagpy  man  bo  his  dole,  say  I :  every 
man  to  his  business. 

Eater  Travellci's. 
1  Ti-av.  Oonie,  neighbor:  the  boy  shall  lead  our  horses  down 
the  Mil ;  well  walk  afoot  awhile,  and  ease  our  legs. 
Fal,  Gadx.,  Sc.  Stand ! 
Traveller.  Heaven  bless  us  I 

FaL  Strike;  down  with  them;  cut  the  villains'  throats: — 
ah  I  vile  caterpillars  1  baeon-fed  knaves!  they  hate  us  youth  ; — 
down" with  tlipna ;  fleece  them. 

Travellers.  OI  we  are  undone,  both  we  and  ours,  for  ever. 
Fill.  Hang  ye,  gorhellied  knaves,  are  ye  undone!    No,  ye  fat 
chuffs ;  I  would  your  store  were  hero  I   On,  bacons,  on  I    What, 
ye  knaves!  young  men  must  live.-  You  are  grand-Jurors,  are  ye! 
Wojlljure  ye,  i' faith. 

[Exeunt  Fal.,  Gabs.,  &c.  driving  ihe  Travellers  out. 
He-enter  Prinob  Heset  and  Poras,  in  huckram  suits. 
P.  Ren.  The  thjeves  have  bound  the  true  men. 
Now  could  thou  and  I  rob  the  thieves,  and  go  meiTily  to  London, 
it  would  be  argument  for  a  week,  laughter  for  a  month,  and  a 
goodjegt  for  ever. 

Foina.  Stand  close ;  I  hear  them  cominj.  [Tkey  retire. 

Re-enter  Fai.staff,  OinsniLL,  BiiiDOLpn,  and,  Peto. 

Fal.  Come,  my  masters,  let  lis  share,  and  then  to  horse  before 

day.     And  the  prince  and  Poins  be  not  two  arrant  cowards, 

tliere's  no  equity  stirring :  there's  no  more  valor  in  that  Poins, 

tlian  in  a  wild  duck. 

[Ai  they  are  sharing,  the  Pmkce  and  Poras  ruaJi  out 
and  «ef  upon  tliein. 
P.  Sen.  Your  money! 
Poins.  Villains  1 '  " 

[GcADsniLr,  BAKnOLPn,  and  Peto  ran  away  ;  and 
Fai^aff,  after  a  Mow  or  two,  runs  away 
loOfTeacing  the  Ttooty  hehind. 
P.  Sen.  Got  with  much  ease.    Kow  merrily  to  horse : 
The  thieves  are  scatter'd,  and  possessed  with  fear 
So  strongly,  that  they  dare  not  meet  each  other ; 
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And  lards  the  lean  earth  as  lie  walks  along : 
Wcr't  not  for  laughing,  I  should  pity  him. 
Poina.  How  the  rogue  roar'd  I  [Exevnt. 

SCEXE  IIL— Warlcworth.    A  Boom,  in  tU  Castle. 
Enter  Hotspue,  reading  a  ktter. 

" — Sut  for  mine  monpart,  my  lord,  leould  ie  tedl  contented 
to  lie  there,  in  respeet  of  the  lone  I  liea/r  your  house. ''^ — Ho  could 
ho  contented, — why  ia  he  not,  then?  In  respect  of  the  love  ho 
bears  our  house ; — he  shows  in  this,  he  loves  his  own  hai-n 
better  than  he  loves  onr  house.  Let  me  see  some  more.'  "  The 
purpose  you  undertake,  is  dangerous:"  Why,  that's  certiun  r  'tis 
dangeroiiB  to  take  a  cold,  to  sleep,  to  drink;  bnt  I  tell  you,  my 
lord  fool,  out  of  this  nettle,  danger,  we  pluck  this  flower,  safety. 
"Tkepmrpoge  you  ujtdertaJce,  it  dangerous  ;  the  friends  you  have 
fta7ned,uneer  tain  ;tlie  time  itself jinsoTted;  and  yoy,r  whole  plot  too 
light  for  the  eounterpoim  qfso  great  an  opposition." — Say  you  so, 
say  you  sof  I  say  unto  you  again,  yon  are  a  shallow,  cowardly 
hind,  and  yon  lie.  What  a  lack-hrain  ia  thisi  Our  plot  is  a 
good  plot  as  ever  was  laid ;  our  friends  true  and  constant :  a 
good  plot,  good  friends,  and  full  of  expectation ;  an  excellent 
plot,  very  good  friends.  What  a  froaty-spirited  rogue  is  thial 
vrhy,mylordof  Yorkeominends  the  plot,  and  the  general  course 
of  the  action.  'Zonnda  I  an  I  were  now  by  this  rascal,  I  could 
brain  him  with  his  lady's  fan.  Is  there  not  myiSither,  my  uncle, 
and  myself!  lord  Edmund  Mortimer,  my  lord  of  York,  and 
Owen  Glendower?  Is  there  not,  besides,  the  Douglas?  Have 
I  not  ail  their  letters,  to  meet  me  in  arms  by  the  ninth  of  the 
next  month!  and  are  they  not,  some  of  them,  set  forward  al- 
ready! What  a  pagan  rascal  is  thisl  an  infidel  I  Ha!  you 
shall  see  now,  in  very  sinceiity  of  fear  and  cold  heart,  will  he  to 
the  king,  and  lay  open  all  our  proceedings.  O,  I  could  divide 
myself,  and  go  to  buffets,  for  moving  such  a  dish  of  akinimed 
milk  with  so  honorable  an  action  1  Hang  him  I  let  him  tell  tlie 
king:  we  are  prepared.     I  will  set  forward  to-night. 

Snter  Labt  Percy. 
How  now,  Kate!     I  must  leave  you  within  these  two  hours. 

Lady.  O,  my  good  lord,  why  are  you  thus  alone? 
Tell  me,  sweet  lord,  what  is't  that  takes  from  thee 
Thy  stomach,  pleasure,  and  thy  golden  sleep ! 
Why  dost  thou  bend  thine  eyes  upon  the  earth. 
And  start  so  often'  when  thou  sit'st  alone ! 
Why  hast  tliou  lost  the  fresh  blood  in  thy  eheeka ; 
And  given  my  treasures  and  my  rights  of  thee, 
To  thick-ey'd  miising  and  curs'd  melancholy  ? 
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In  tiiy  faint  slumbere,  I  by  thee  have  uratoh'd, 
And  heard  theo  murmur  ttdos  of  iron  war ; 
Speak  terina  of  manage  to  thy  bounding  steed ; 
Ory,  "  Courage  I  to  the  field !  " 
O,  what  portents  are  these? 
Some  heavy  business  hath  my  lord  in  hand, 
And  I  must  know  it,  else  he  loves  me  not. 
Sot,  What,  ho!  [fiif^  Servant.]  Is  Gilliams  iritli  the  packet 

Sero.  He  is,  my  lord,  an  hour  ago. 

Hot,  Hath  Butler  bronght  those  horses  from  the  sheriff? 

Sent.  One  horse,  my  lord,  he  brought  even  now. 

Hot.  What  horse?  a  roan,  a  crop-ear,  is  it  not? 

Sem,  It  is,  my  lord. 

Hot.  That  roan  shall  bo  my  throne. 

Well,  I  will  back  him  straight ;  0,  eeperance  ! — 
Bid  Butler  lead  him  forth  into  the  park.  {Exit  Servant 

Litdy.  But  hear  you,  my  lord. 

JTot.  What  Bay'st  thou,  my  lady  ? 

Lady.  What  is  it  carries  you  away ! 

Sot.  Why  my  horse, 
My  love,— my  horse. 

Lady.  Out,  yon  mad-headed  apo  I 

A  weasel  hath  not  such  a  deal  of  spleen, 
As  you  are  toss'd  with.    In  faith, 
I'll  know  your  bu^ness,  Harry,— that  I  will. 
I  fear  my  brother  Mortimer  doth  stir 
About  his  title,  and  hath  sent  for  yon 
To  line  hia  enterprise :  but  if  you  go,— 

Hot.  So  far  afoot,  I  shall  be  weary,  love. 

Lady.  Oome,  come,  you  paraquito,  answer  me 
Directly  unto  this  question  that  I  ask : 
In  fdth,  ni  break  thy  little  finger,  Harry, 
An  if  thon  wilt  not  tell  me  all  things  true. 

Sot.  Away, 
Away,  you  trifler! — Love? — I  love  tliee  not, 
I  care  not  for  thee,  Kate ;  this  is  no  world 
To  play  with  mammeta,  and  to  tilt  with  lips; 
We  must  have  bloody  noses  and  crack'd  crowns, 
And  pass  them  current  too. — Odd's  me,  my  horse ! — 
What  say'st  thou,  Kate  ?  what  wonld'st  thou  have  with  mo  ? 

Lady.  Do  yon  not  love  me?  do  you  not,  indeed? 
Well,  do  not,  then ;  for  since  yon  love  me  not, 
I  will  not  love  myself    Do  you  not  love  me  ? 
Nay,  tell  me  if  you  speak  in  jest  or  no. 

Hot.  Oomo,  wilt  thou  see  me  ride? 
And  when  I  am  o'.  horseback,  I  wilt  swear 
I  love  thee  infinitely."    But  hark  yoii,  Kate  i 
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I  mast  Dot  havo  you  henceforth  question  me 
Whither  I  go,  nor  reason  whereabout ; 
"Whither  I  must,  I  must;  and,  to  conclude. 
This  evening  must  I  leave  you,  gentle  Kate. 
I  know  you  wise ;  but  yet  no  farther  wise 
Than  Harry  Percy's  wife ;  constant  you  are ; 
But  yet  a  woman  :  and  for  secrecy, 
No  lady  closer ;  for  I  well  believe 
Thou  wilt  not  utter  what  thou  dost  not  know,— 
And  so  far  will  I  tmat  thee,  gende  Kate. 

Lady.  How  1  bo  far  ? 

Hot.  Not  an  inch  farther.    But  hark  yon,  Kate  ■ 
Whither  I  go,  thither  shall  you  go  too  ; 
To-day  will  I  set  forth,  to-morrow  you.— 
Will  this  content  vou,  Kate? 

Lady.  It  must,  of  force.  [Swuni. 

SCENE  IV.— Eastcheap.    A  Room  in  the  Boar's  Head  Tavero- 
Snter  Fsnacs  Heskt. 

P.  Ren.  Ned,  pr'ythee,  come  out  of  that  fat  room,  and  lend 
me  thy  hand  to  laugh  a  little. 

£nter  Poiss, 

Poina.  Where  hast  been,  Hal? 

P.  Sen.  With  three  or  four  lo^erheads,  amongst  three  or 
four  score  hogsheads.  I  have  sounded  the  very  base  string  of 
humility.  Sirrah,  I  am  sworn  brother  to  a  leash  of  drawers ; 
and  can  call  them  all  by  their  Christian  names,  as — Tom,  Dick, 
and  Fi'ancis.  They  take  it  already  npon  their  salvation,  that 
though  I  be  but  pilnoe  of  Wales,  yet  I  am  the  king  of  oonrtesj ; 
and  tell  me  flatly  I  am  no  prond  Jack,  like  Falstaff ;  hut  a  Corin- 
thian, aladofmettie,  a  good  boy,  (so  they  call  me,)  and  wheni  am 
king  of  England,  I  sliall  command  all  the  good  lads  in  Eastcheap. 
—To  conclude,  I  am  so  good  a  proficient  in  one  quarter  of  an 
hour,  that  I  can  drink  with  any  tinker  in  his  own  language  dur- 
ing my  life.  I  tell  thee,  Ned,  thou  hast  lost  much  honor,  that  thou 
wert  not  with  me  in  this  action.  But,  sweet  Ned, — to  sweeten 
which  name  of  Ned,  I  give  thee  this  pennywortli  of  sugar,  dapped 
even  now  into  my  hand  by  an  under-skinker,  one  that  never 
spake  other  English  in  his  life,  than— "Ei^ht  shillings  and  six- 
pence," and — "You  are  welcome,"  with  this  shrill  addition, — 
"  Anon,  anon,  sir  I  Score  a  pint  of  Spanish  in  the  Ealf-moon," 
or  so;— But,  Ned,  to  drive  away  the  time  till  Falstaff  come,  I 
pr'ythee,  do  thou  stand  in  some  by-room,  whOe  I  qnestion  my 
puny  drawer  to  what  end  he  gave  me  the  sugar;  and  do  thou 
never  teave  calling — "Francis!"  that  his  tale  to  me  may  he  noth- 
ing but — "  anon."    Step  aside,  and  I'll  show  thee  a  precedent. 
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Poins.  \_Going.'\  FrancisI 

P.  Hen.  Tliuu  art  perfect. 

Poina.  [G<yin.g.]  FrancisI  [ExifPoisa. 

Enter  Fi!asc!s. 

Fran,  Anon,  anon,  air. — Look  doivn  into  tlio  Pomegranate, 
Ealpli. 

P.  Ren.  Come  hither,  Francis. 

Fran.  Mj  lord? 

P.  Sen.  How  long  haat  thou  to  sei-vc,  Francis? 

FVan,  Forsooth,  live  years,  and  as  mucii  as  to — 

Point,  \_Witki7i,]  Francis! 

Fra/a.  AnoD,  anon,  sir. 

P.  IF&n.  Five  years  1  by'r  lady,  a  long  lease  for  the  dinting 
of  pewter.  But,  Francis,  darest  tliou  he  bo  valiant,  as  to  play 
the  coward  with  thy  indentnre,  and  show  it  a  fair  pair  of  heels 
and  rnnfroin  it! 

Fran.  0  lord,  sir,  I'll  he  sworn  upon  all  the  hooks  in  Eng- 
land, I  oould  itnd  in  my  heart — 

Poina.  [Within.]  Francis! 

Fran.  Anon,  anon,  sir. 

P.  Sen.  How  old  art  thon,  Francis  ? 

Fran.  Let  ino  see(— about  Michaelmas  nest  I  shall  he — 

Poim.  [  Within.]  Francis ! 

Fran.  Anon,  sir.— Pray  yon,  stay  a  little,  my  lord. 

P.  Sen.  Nay,  bnt  hark  you,  Francis:  for  the  sugar  thou 
gavest  me, — 'twaa  a  pennyworth,  was't  not ! 

Fran.  0  lord,  sir,  I  would  it  had  been  two. 

P.  Sen.  I  will  give  thee  for  it  a  thousand  pound :  ask  mo 
when  thon  wilt,  and  thou  shalt  have  it, 

Poina.  [Within.]  Francis! 

Pran.  Anon,  anon, 

P.  Sen.  Anon,  Francis !  No,  Francis ;  bnt  to-morrow,  Francis ; 
or,  Francis,  on  Thursday ;  or,  indeed,  Francis,  when  thou  wilt. 
But,  Francis, — 

Fran.  My  lord  1 

P.  Sen.  Wilt  thou  rob  this  loathern-jerkin,  erystal-hntton, 
nott-pated,  agate-ring,  pnke-atocking,  caddis-garter,  amooth- 
topgue,  Spanish-pouch,—  ~ 

Fran.  O  lord,  siV,  who  do  you  mean  ? 

P.  Sen.  Why  £hen,  "your  brown  Spanish  is  your  only  drink ; 
for,  look  yon,  Francis,  your  white  canvas  donhlet  will  sully:  ia 
Barbary,  sir,  it  cannot  come  to  so  much. 

Fran.  What,  air  f 

Poina.  [Within.]  FrancisI 

P.  Sen.  Away,  you  rogae  I    Dnst  thou  not  hear  thorn  call  f 

[Sere  they  ioth  call  Aj'n*/  Fbancis  atands  amazed, 
not  hnowing  which  way  to  go. 
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Enter  Vintner. 


Vint.  "WTiat,  Btnndest  thou  still,  and  hearest  such  a  calling? 
Look  to  tiie  guests  witliin.  [Exit  Fbas.]  Mj  lord,  old  Sir  John, 
with,  half  a  dozen  more,  are  at  tiio  door :  shall  I  let  them  in  ? 

P.  Hen.  Let  them  alone  awhile,  and  then  open  the  door 
[Exit  Vintner.]  Poina  I 

Re-enter  Poins. 

P.  Hen.  Sirrah,  Fabtatf  and  the  rest  of  the  thieyes  are  at  the 
door ;  shall  we  he  merry  f 

Poins.  As  merry  as  crictets,  my  Jad.  Bnt  liark  ye;  what 
cunniDg  match  have  you  made  with  this  jest  of  the  drawei-? 
come,  what's  the  issue? 

P.  Sen.  I  am  now  of  all  humors,  that  have  show'd  tliemselves 
humors,  slue*  the  old  days  of  goodraan  Adam  to  the  pupil  ago 
of  this  present  twelve  o'clock  at  midnight.  [Fhascis  crcms  the 
stage,  with  mne^  What's  o'clock,  Francis  ? 

Fran.  Anon,  anon,  sir.  [Emt. 

P.  Hen.  That  ever  tljis  fellow  should  hare  fewer  words  than 
a  parrot,  and  yet  the  son  of  a  woman !  His  industry  is — up 
stairs,  and  down  stairs ;  his  eloquence, — the  parcel  of  a  reckon- 
ing. I  am  not  yet  of  Percy's  mind,  the  Hotspur  of  the  Berth ; 
he  that  kills  me  some  sis  or  seven  dozen  of  Soots  at  a  break- 
fast, washes  his  hands,  and  says  to  his  wife,—"  Fie  upon  this 
qniet  life !  I  want  wprk,"  "  O  my  sweet  Hariy,"  says  she, 
"howm^y  hast  thou  killed  to-day?"  "Give  my  roan  "horse  a 
drench,"  says  he ;  and  answers,  "  Some  fourteen,"  an  hour  after, 
— "a  trifle,  a  trifle,"— I  pr'ythce,  call  in  Jnlstaff:  call  in  ribs, 
coU  in  tallow. 


Poiits.  Welcome,  Jack:  where  hast  thou  been? 

FaL  A  plague  of  all  cowards,  I  say,  and  a  vengeance  too! 
marry,  and  aigen ! — Give  me  a  cnp  of  Back,T)oy. — Ere  I  le^d  this 
lile  long,  111  sew  netherstocks,  and  mend  them,  and  foot  them 
too.  "K  plague  of  all  cowards ! — Give  me  a  cup  of  sack,  rogue. — 
Is  there  novirtue  estant?  [Ee  drinks. 

"P.  Hen.  Didst  thou  never  see  Titan  kiss  a  diah  of  butter? 
pitifnl-hearted  butter,  that  melted  at  the  sweet  tale  of  the  sun ! 
ifthou  di3st,  then  behold  that  compound. 

Pal.  You  rogue,  here's  lime  in  this  sack  too :  there  is  nothing 
but  roguery  to  be  found  in  viTlanons  man:  yet  a  covjjird  is  worse 
than  a  cup  of  sack' with  lime  in  it,— a  villanoua  cownrd.— &o 
thy  ways,  old  Jack;  die  when  tliou  wilt,  if  manhood,  good  map- 
hood, "he  n^t  forgot  upon  the  face  of  tlio  earth,  then  am  I  a  ahot- 
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ten  liorring.  There  live  not  three  good  mon  unhanged  iu  Eng- 
land ;  and  one  of  them  is  fat,  and  grows  old ;  heaven  help  the 
while  I  a  bad  world,  I  say,  1  would!  were  a  weaver ;  I  could 
sing  psalms  or  any  thing.    A  plague  of  all  cowarda,  I  say  stiU. 

P,  Sen.  How  now,  wool-sack  1  what  mntter  you  ? 

Fill.  A.  king's  son !  If  I  do  not  heat  thee  out  of  thy  kingdom 
with  a  da^er  of  lath,  and  drive  all  tliy  subjects  al'ore  thee  like 
a  flock  ^  wild  geese,  I'll  never  wear  hair  on  my  face  more. 
You  pririoo  of  Wales! 

P.  Sen.  Why,  you  vile  round  is 

Fal.  Are  you  not  a  coward  ?  fli 
there  1 

Poins.  'Zounds!  ye  fat  pauaoh,  an  ye  call  me  coward,  I'll 
stab  thee. 

Fal.  Icallthee  coward!  I'll  see  theehanged  ere  I'll  call  theo 
coward:  but  I  would  give  a  thousand  pounds,  I  could  run  as 
tast  as  thou  canst.  You  are  straight  enough  in  the  shoulders,— 
you  care  not  who  sees  your  back  ;  call  you  that  backing  of  your 
friends?  A  plague  upon  such  backing!  give  me  them  that  will 
ftico  me, — Give  me  a  cup  of  sack:— I  am  a  rogue,  if  I  drunk  to- 

P.  Sen.  0  villain  1  thy  lips  are  scarce  wiped  since  thou  drunk- 
est last. 

Fal.  All's  one  for  that.  [Se  drinks.']  A  piague  of  all  cowards, 
still  say  I. 

P.  Sen.  What's  the  matter! 

Mil.  What's  the  matter!  there  be  four  of  us  here  have  ta'en 
a  thousand  pound  this  day  morning. 

P.  Sen.  Where  is  it.  Jack?  where  is  it? 

Fal.  Where  is  itl  taken  from  us  it  is  :  a  hundred  upon  poor 

■  P.  Sen.  What,  a  hundred,  man? 

Fal.  I  am  a  rogue,  if  I  were  not  at  half-sword  with  a  dozen 
of  them  two  hours  together.  I  have  'scap'd  by  miracle.  I  am 
eight  times  thrust  through  the  doublet,  four  through  the  hose ; 
my  buckler  cut  through  and  through ;  my  sword  hacked  like  a 
hand-saw, — ecce  aignv/m  !  ,  I  never  dealt  better  since  I  was  a 
man ;  all  wonld  not  do.  A  plague  of  all  cowards  I — Let  them 
speak :  if  they  speak  more  or  less  than  truth,  they  are  villains, 
and  the  sons  of  darkness. 

P.  Sen.  Speak,  sirs;  how  was  itf 

Gad».  Wa  four  sot  npon  some  dozen, — 

Fal.  Sixteen,'  at  least,  my  lord. 

Gad*.  And  hound  them. 

Peto.  No,  no,"  they  were  not  bound. 

Fal.  Yon  rogne,  they  were  bound,  every  roan  of  them;  or  I 
am  a  Jew  else,  an  Ebrew  Jew. 
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Gads.  As  we  were  sharing,  some  ais  or  seven  fresh  men  set 

Fal.  And  Tinbonnd  tlie  rest,  and  then  come  in  Uic  other, 

P.  Hen.  'What,  fought  ye  with  them  nllf 

Fal.  All !  I  know  not  what  je  coll  ail ;  but  if  I  fought  not  with 
fifty  of  them,  I  am  a  bunch  of  radish ;  if  there  were  not  t^o  or 
three  and  fifty  upon  poor  old  Jack,  then  am  I  no  two-legged 
creature. 

P,  Hen.  Pray  heaven,  you  have  not  murdered  some  of  them. 

Fal.  Nay,  that's  past  praying  for ;  I  have  peppered  two  of 
thcra  ;  two,  I  am  sure,  I  have  paid, — two  rogues  in  buckram 
suits.  I  tell  thee  what,  Ilal, — if  I  tell  thee  a  lie,  spit  in  my  face, 
and  call  me  horse.  Thou  knowest  my  old  ward ; — here  I  lay, 
and  thus  I  bore  my  point.  Four  rogues  in  buckram  let  drive 
at  me,— 

P.  Hen.  What,  four!  thou  saidst  but  two  even  now. 

Fal.  Four,  Hal;  1  told  thee  four. 

Poins.  Ay,  ay,  he  said  fo.ur. 

Fal.  These  four  came  all  a-front,  and  mainly  thrust  at  me.  I 
made  rao  no  more  ado,  but  took  nil  theii-  seven  points  in  my 
target,  thus. 

P.  Hen.  Seven!  why,  there  were  but  four  even  now. 

Fal.  In  buckram. 

Poijia.  Ay,  four,  in  buckram  suits. 

Fal.  Seven,  by  these  hilts,  or  I  am  a  villain  else. 

P.  Ren.  Pr'ythee^  let  him  alone ;  we  shall  have  more  anon. 

Fal.  Dost  thou  hear  mo,  Hal  1 

P.  Hen.  Ay,  and  mark  thee  too.  Jack. 

Fal.  Do  so,  for  it  is  worth  the  listening  to.     These  nine 
buckram,  that  I  told  thee  of, — 

P.  Hen,.  So,  two  more  already. 

Fal.  Their  points  being  broken,  began  to  give  mo  ground : 
but  I  followed  mo  close,  came  in,  foot  and  hand  ;  and  with  a 
thought,  seven  of  the  eleven  I  paid. 

P.  Hen.  O  monstrous!  eleven,  buckram  men  growa  out  of 

Fal.  But,  aa  ill  luck  would  Jiavo  it,  three  misb^otten  knaves, 
in  Kendal  green,  came  at  ray  back,  and  let  drive  at  me  ; — for  it 
was  so  dark,  Hal,  that  thou  could'st  not  see  thy  hand. 

P.  Hen.  These  lies  are  like  the  father  that  begets  them,— 
gross  as  a  mountain,  open,  palpable.  Why,  thou  knotty-pated 
fool,  thon  vile,  greasy,  tallow-keech, — 

Fal.  What,  art  thou  raadf  art  thou  mad!  is  not  the  truth 
the  truth ! 

P,  Hen.  Why,  how  couldst  thou  know  these  men  in  Kendal 
green,  when  it  was  so  dark  thou  could'st  not  see  thy  hand! 
come,  tell  us  your  reason ;  what  sayest  thou  to  this  ? 

Poins.  Come,  your  reason.  Jack, — your  reason. 
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F'll.  What,  upon  compulsion!  !No;  were  I  at  the  strappado, 
or  all  the  racks  ia  the  world,  I  would  not  tell  you  on  compulsion. 
Give  you  a  reason  on  compulsion !  if  reasons  were  as  plenty 
as  blackberries,  I  would  give  no  man  a  reason  upon  compul- 

P.  ITen.  I'll  he  no  longer  guilty  of  thia  sin ;  this  sanguine 
coward,  this  bed-presser,  this  horae-back-hreaker,  this  Luge  hill 
of  flesh, — 

Ihl.  Away,  yon  starveling,  yon  elf-skin,  jou  dried  neat's- 
tongue,  you  stock-fish, — O  for  breath  to  utter  what  is  like  thee ! 
— you  tmlor's  yard,  jou  sheath,  you  bow-case,  you  vile  standing 

P.  Hen.  'Well,  breathe  awhile,  and  then  to  it  agsun :  and  when 
thou  hast  tired  thyself  in  base  comparisons,  Sear  me  speak 
but  tills. 

Poini.  Mark,  Jack, 

P.  Htm.  We  two  saw  yon  four  set  on  four;  yon  ho_nRd  them, 
and  were  masters  of  their  wealth. — Mai'k  now,  how  a  plain  talo 
shall  put  you  down. — Then  did  we  two  set  on  yon  four;  and, 
with  a  word,  out-faced  you  from  your  prize,  and  have  it ;  yea, 
and  can  show  it  you  here  in  the  house : — and,  FalstafF,  yon  car- 
ried yourself  away  as  niiably,  with  as  qnick  dexterity,  and  roar- 
ed for  mercy,  and  stjli  ran  and  roared,  as  ever  I  heard  biill-ealf. 
"What  allave  art  thou,  to  hack  iky  sword  as  fhou  hast  done, 
and  then  say,  it  was  in  flght!  What  trick,  what  device,  what 
starting  hole,  canst  thou  now  find  out,  to  hide  thee  from  this 
open  and  apparent  shame! 

PoinB.  Come,  let's  hear.  Jack ;  what  trick  hast  thou  now ! 

Fal.  By  the  Lord,  I  knew  je,  as  well  as  he  that  mjide  je, 
"Why,  hear  ye,  my  masters;  was  it  for  me  to  kill  the  heir-appQi'- 
ent?  Should  I  turn  upon  the  true  prince?  "Why,  thou  Enow- 
cst  I  am  as  valiant  as  Hercules;  but  beware  instinct;  the  lion 
will  not  touch  the  true  prince.  Instinct  is  a  great  matter;  I 
was  a  coward  on  instinct,  I  shall  think  thehetterof  myself  and 
thee,  during  my  life ;  I  for  a  valiant  lion,  and  thou  for  &  true 
pi'inee.  But,  lads,  I  am  glad  you  Lave  the  money.— [To  the 
Hostess  W!iihin.'\  Hostess,  clap  to  the  door : — watch  to-night, 
pray  to-morrow. — Gallants,  iada,  hoys,  hearts  of  gold,  all  the 
titles  of  good  fellowship  come  to  you!  What,  shall  wo  be  merry? 
shall  we  have  a  play  extempore  ? 

P.  Hen.  Content; — and  tho  argument  shall  be,  thy  running 

Fal.  Ah,  no  more  of  that,  Hal,  an  thou  lovest  me ! 

Enter  Hostess. 
Hoit.  01  My  lord  the  prince, — 
P.  Hm.  How  now,  my  lady  the  hostess !  what  sayest  thon 


Hosted  by  Google 


Hogf.  Karry,  ray  lord,  there  is  a  noblemfln  of  the  court  at  door 
would  speak  with  you :  he  says  he  comes  from  your  father 

P.  Hen.  Give  him  as  much  as  will  make  him  d  royal  man  and 
send  him  hack  again  tu  my  mother. 

Fal.  What  manner  of  man  is  Lef 

Host.  An  old  man. 

i-U  What  doHi  gravity  out  of  Iiis  bed  at  midnight?— Shall  I 
give  him  his  answer  ? 

P.  Hen.  Pr'ythee,  do,  Jack. 

Fal.  'Faith,  and  I'll  send  him  packing.  FQiY 

P.Hen.-Sov!,  eirs:— bj'r  lady,  you  fought  fair;— so  did 
you,  leto;— so  did  you,  Bardolph:  you  are  lions  too  you 
ran  away  upon  instmet,  yon  will  not  touch  the  true  prince  ■ 
no, — fie!  '^         ' 

Bard.  'Faith,  I  ran  when  I  saw  others  run. 

P.  Hen.  'Faith,  tell  me  now  in  eai-nest,— how  came  Falstaff's 
word  ao  hacked? 

Peto.  Why,  he  hacked  it  with  his  dagger ;  and  said  lie  would 
swear  trnth  out  of  England,  hut  he  wonld  make  you  believe  it 
was  done  in  flght;  and  persuaded  ne  to  do  tjie  like. 

Bard  Yea,  and  to  tickle  our  noses  with  S£ear-grss3,  to  make 
tliem  Weed ;  and  then  to  heslubber  our  garments  with  it,  and  to 
swear  it  was  the  blood  of  true  men.  I  did  that  I  did  not  tliis 
seven  year  before,— I  biased  to  hear  his  monstrous  devices. 

P.  Hm.  0  villain  I  thon  stolest  a  cup  of  "sack  eighteen  years 
ago  and  wert  token  with  the  manner,  and  ever  since  thou  hast 
blushed  estempore.  Thou  hadst  fire  and  sword  on  thy  side  and 
yet  Ihou  ran'st  away :  what  instinct  hadst  thou  for  it  ? 

Bard.  My  lord,  do  yoa  see  these  meteors?  do  you  behold  these 
exhalations  f 

P.  Hen.  I  do. 

Bard,  What  think  you  they  portend  ? 

P.  Hen.  Hot  livers  and  cold  purses. 

Bard.  Oholer,  my  lord,  if  rightly  taken. 

P.  Hm.  No,  if  rightly  taken,  halter.— Hero  comes  Jean  Jack, 
here  comes  bare-bone.— [5e-m;ec  Falstaff.I  How  now  mv 
sweet  creature  of  bombast  I  How  long  is't  ago,  Jack,  since  thou 
sawest  thme  own  knee  f  o         t,  ,         , 

Ml.  Mjown  knee!  when  I  was  about  thy  years,  Hal,  I  was 
not  an  eagle  s  talon  in  the  waist;  I  could  have  crept  into  any 
alderman  s  thumb-ring:  a  plague  of  sighing  and  grief  I  it  blows 
a  man  up  lite  n  bladder.- There's  villanons  news  abroad ;  here 
was  air  John  Bracy  from  yonr  father ;  you  must  to  the  court  in 
the  moaning.  That  same  mad  fellow  of  t!ie  north,  Percy ;  and 
he  of  Wales,- what,  a  plague,  call  you  him  ?- 

Poms.  0,  Glpndower. 

Fal.  Owen,  Owen, —the  same ;  and  his  son-in-law,  Mortimer ; 
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and  oia  Northuraberland ;  and  that  Bprlglitly  Scot  of  Scota, 
Dougiaa,  that  runs  o'  horseback  up  a  hill  perpendicular,— 

K  ifeji.  He  that  rides  at  high  speed,  and  with  his  pistol  kills 
a  sparrow  fljing. 

Fal.  You  liave  hit  it. 

P.  Hen.  So  did  he  never  the  Bpai'row. 

Fal.  Well,  that  rascal  hath  good  mettle  in  him ;  he  will  not 

P.  Sen.  Why,  what  a  rascal  art  thou,  then,  to  praise  liim  so 
for  runniog. 
Fal.  0'  horseback,  ye  cuckoo  I  but,  afoot,  he  will  not  buage  a 

F.  Hen.  Yes,  Jack,  upon  instinct. 

Fill.  I  grant  ye,  upon  instinct. — Well,  ho  is  there  too,  and  one 
Mordakc,  and  a  thousand  blue-caps  more:  Worcester  is  stolen 
a,way  to-night ;  thy  father's  beard  is  turned  white  with  the  news : 
you  may  buy  land  now  as  cheap  as  stinking  mackarel.  But  tell 
me,  Hal,  art  thou  not  horribly  afeard  ?  thou  being  heir-apparent, 
conld  the  world  pick  thee  out  three  such  enemies  again,  as  that 
tieiid  Douglas,  that  spirit  Percy,  and  that  fiend  Glendower  ?  Art 
tliou  not  horribly  afraid!  doth  not  thy  blood  thrill  at  it! 

P.  Hen.  Not  a  whit,  i'  faith ;  I  lack  some  of  thy  instinct. 

Fal.  Well,  thou  wOt  be  horribly  chid  io-morrow,  when  thou 
comest  to  thy  father:  if  thou  love  me,  practise  an  answer. 

P.  Hen.  Do  thou  stand  for  my  father,  and  examine  me  upon 
the  particulars  of  my  life.  , 

FaL  Shall  I?  content:— this  chwr  shall  be  my  state,  this 
dagger  my  sceptre,  and  this  cushion  my  crown. 

P.  5en.ThysJate  is  taken  for  a  joint-stool,  thy  golden  sceptre 
for  a  leaden  dagger,  and  thy  precious  rich  crown  for  a  pitiful 

Fal.  Well,  an  the  fire  of  grace  he  not  quite  out  of  thee,  now 
sbalt  thou  be  moved.— Giveme  a  cup  of  sack,  to  make  mine  eyes 
look  red,  that  it  may  bo  thought  I  have  wept ;  for  I  must  speak 
in  passion,  and  I  will  do  it  in  king  Cambjses'  vein. 

P.  Hen.  Well,  here  is  my  bow. 

Fal.  And  here  is  my  speech.— Stand  aside,  nobility. 

Host.  0 1  this  is  excellent  sport,  i'  faith  ! 

Fal.  Weep  not,  sweet  queen ;  for  trickling  tears  are  vain. 

Host.  O,  the  father !    How  he  holds  his  countenance  I 

Fal.  For  heaven's  sake,  lords,  convey  my  tristful  queen  ; 
For  tears  do  stop  the  flood-gates  of  her  eyes. 

Host.  0 1  he  doth  it  as  like  one  of  the  players  as  ever  I  see ! 

Fal.  Peace,  good  pint-pot!  peace,  good  tickle-brain  I— Harry, 
I  do  not  only  man-el  where  thou  spendcst  Ihy  time,  but  also 
how  thou  art  accompanied :  for  though  the  camomile,  the  more 
it  is  trodden  on,  thn  faster  it  grows,  yet  youth,  the  more  it  i3 
w.nsted,  the  sooner  it  weavs.     Th»t  thou   art   my  son,  I  have 
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partly  Hiy  mother's  word,  partly  my  own  opinion  ;  but  chiefly, 
a  TillanouB  trick  of  thine  eye,  and  a  foolish  hanging  of  thy 
nether  lip,  that  doth  warrant  me.  If,  then,  thou  be  son  to  me, 
here  lies  the  point ; — why,  being  son  to  me,  art  tJion  so  pointed 
at?  Shall  the  blessed  sun  of  heaven  proTe  a  michcr,  and  eat 
blackberries?  a  question  not  to  be  asked.  Shall  the  son  of 
England  prove  a.  thief,  and  take  purees!  a  question  to  be  asked. 
There  is  a  thing,  Hany,  which  thou  hast  often  heard  of,  and  it 
is  known  to  many  in  our  land  by  the  name  of  pitch :  this  pitch, 
as  ancient  writers  do  report,  doth  defile ;  so  doth  the  company 
thou  keepest :  for,  Harry,  now  I  do  not  speak  to  thee  in  drink, 
but  ia  tears ;  not  in  pleasure,  but  in  passion  ;  not  in  words  only, 
but  in  woes  also : — and  yet  there  is  a  virtuous  man,  wliom  1 
have  often  noted  in  thy  company,  bnt  I  know  not  his  name. 

P.  Ben.  What  manner  of  man,  an  it  like  your  m^'esty  ? 

Fal.  A  goodly  portly  man,  i'  faith,  and  a  corpulent;  of  a 
cheerful  look,  a  pleasing  eye,  and  a  most  noble  carriage ;  and,  as 
I  think,  his  age  some  fifty,  or,  by'r  lady,  inclining  to  three  score; 
and  sow  I  remember  me,  his  name  isFaJstaff:  if  that  man  should 
be  badly  given,  he  deceiveth  mo :  for,  Harry,  I  see  virtue  in  his 
looks.  If,  then,  the  tree  may  be  known  by  the  fruit,  as  the  fruit 
by  the  tree,  then,  peremptorily  I  speak  it,  there  is  virtue  in  that 
Falstaff:  him  keep  with,  the  rest  banish.  And  tell  me  now, 
thon  naughty  varlet,  tell  me,  where  hast  thou  been  this  month ! 

P.  Sen.  Dost  thou  speak  like  a  king  3  Do  thou  stand  for  me, 
and  111  play  my  father. 

Fal.  Depose  me  ?  if  thou  dost  it  half  so  gravely,  so  m^estie- 
ally,  both  in  word  and  matter,  hang  me  up  by  tlie  heels  for  a 
rabbit-sucker,  or  a  poulter's  hare. 

P.  mn.  Well,  here  I  am  set. 

Fal.  And  here  I  stand : — judge,  my  masters. 

P.  Sen.  Now,  Harry,  whence  come  you  f 

Fal.  My  noble  lord,  from  Eastcheap. 

P.  Sen.  The  complaints  I  hear  of  thee  are  grievons. 

Fal.  My  lord,  they  are  false ; — nay,  I'll  tickle  ye  for  a  young 
prince,  i'  faith. 

P.  Sen.  Thon  art  TJolently  carried  away  from  grace :  there  is 
a  demon  haunts  thee,  in  the  likeness  of  a  fat  old  man, — a  tun  of 
man  is  thy  companion.  Why  dost  thon  converse  with  that 
trunk  of  hnmors,  that  swoln  parcel  of  dropsies,  that  hnge  bom- 
bard of  sack,  that  roasted  Manningtree  ox,  that  reverent  Vice, 
that  grey  Iniquity,  tliat  father  ruffian,  that  Vanity  in  years! 
Wherein  is  he  good,  bnt  to  taste  sack  and  drink  it?  wherein 
neat  and  cleanly,  but  to  carve  a  capon  and  eat  it?  wherein  cun- 
ning, but  in  craft!  wherein  crafty,  hut  in  viilany  f  wherein  yil- 
lanous,  but  in  all  tilings !  wherein  worthy,  but  in  nothing  ? 

PflZ.  I  wouJd  your  grace  would  take  me  with  you :  whom 
means  your  grace  ^ 
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P.  Sen.  That  villanoiis  abominatic  misleader  of  youtli,  Fal- 
ataff,  that  old  whito-bearded  Satao. 
F<d.  Mj  lord,  the  man  I  know. 
P.  Hen,.  I  know  thou  dost. 

Fal.  But  to  say,  I  know  more  Jiarm  in  him  than  in  myself, 
were  to  say  more  than  I  know.  That  he  is  old,  (the  more  the 
pity,)  his  white  hairs  do  witness  it ;  hut  that  he  is  vile,  that  1 
utterly  deny.  If  sack  and  sugar  be  a  fault,  heaven  help  the 
wicked  I  If  to  be  old  and  merry  he  a,  sin,  then  many  an  old  host 
that  I  know,  is  condemned :  if  to  bo  fat  be  to  bo  hated,  then 
Pharaoh's  lean  kino  are  to  be  loved.  No,  my  good  lord ;  banish 
Peto,  banish  Bardolph,  banish  Poins :  but,  for  sweet  Jack  Falataff, 
kind  Jack  Ealsta^  true  Jack  Falstaff,  valiant  Jack  Falstaff,  and 
therefore  more  valiant,  being,  es  he  is,  old  Jock  Falstaff,  banish 
not  him  thy  Harry's  company,  banish  not  him  thy  Harry's  com- 
pany:—banish  plump  Jack,  and  banish  all  the  world, 

P.  Jlen.  I  do,  I  wUI.  [A  knaching  leard. 

[Exeunt  Hostess,  Feahcis,  and  Bardoli-h. 
Re-eater  Bakdolph,  running. 
Itai-d.  O!  my  lord,  my  lord  I  the  shorifF,  with  a  most  monstrous 
watdh,  is  at  the  door. 

Fal.  Out,  you  rogue ! — Play  out  the  plaj  :  I  havo  ranch  to  say 
in  tlie  behalf  of  that  Falstaff. 

Me-enter  Hostess. 
Host.  0!  my  Iqrd,  my  lord ! — 
P.  Hen.  Heigh,  heigh  I  what's  the  matter? 
Moat.  The  sheriff  and  oil  the  watch  ore  at  the  door :  they  are 
come  to  search  the  house.     Shall  I  let  them  in  ? 

F<d.  Dost  thou  hear,  Hal?  never  call  a  true  piece  of  gold  a 
counterfeit:  thou  art  essentially  mad,  without  seeming  so. 
p.  Hen.  And  thon  o  natural  coward,  ■without  instinct. 
Fal.  I  deny  your  major :  if  you  will  deny  the  sheriff,  so ;  if 
not,  let  him  enter :  if  I  beoome  not  a  cart  as  well  as  another 
man,  a  plague  on  my  bringing  up!  I  hope  I  shall  as  soon  be 
strangled  with  a  halter  as  another. 

P.  Sen.  Go,  hide  thee  behind  the  arras : — the  rest  walk  up 
above.    Now,  my  masters,  for  a  true  fiice,  and  good  conscience. 
Jibl.  Both  which  I  have  had;  but  their  date  isont,  and  there- 
fore I'll  hide  me.  [Exeunt  all  except  the  Pbisoe  and  Poiss. 
P.  Hen.  Call  in  the  sheriff. 

Enter  Sheriff  anii  Carrier. 
Now,  master  sheriff,  what's  yonr  will  with  me? 

Sker.  First,  pardon  me,  my  lord.     A  hue  and  cry 
Hath  follow'd  certain  men  unto  this  house. 
P.  Hen.  "What  men  ? 
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Sher.  Ono  of  ftem  is  well  knoivn,  my  gracious  lord,— 
A  gross  fat  man. 

Var.  As  fat  as  butter, 

P.  Men.  The  man,  I  do  assnre  you,  is  not  hero ; 
Tor  I  myself  at  this  time  have  eniploy'd  him. 
And,  sheriff,  I  will  engage  my  word  to  thee, 
That  I  will,  by  to-morrow  dinner-time, 
Send  tiini  to  answer  thee,  or  any  man, 
For  anything  he  shall  be  charg'd  withal : 
And  so,  let  me  entreat  you  leave  the  house. 

Sker.  I  will,  my  lord.    There  are  two  gentlemen 
Have  ia  this  robbery  lost  three  hundred  marks. 

P.  Men.  It  may  be  so ;  if  he  have  robb'd  these  men, 
IIo  shall  be  answerable;  and  so,  farewell. 

Sker.  Good  night,  my  noble  lord. 

P.  Men.  I  think  it  is  good  morrow,  is  it  not  ? 

Sher.  Indeed,  my  lord,  I  think  it  be  two  o'clock. 

[Exeunt  Sheriff  «!i(i  Carrier. 

P,  Men.  This  oily  rascal  is  known  as  well  as  Paul's.  Go,  call 
him  forth. 

Fains.  Falstaff! — fast  asleep  behind  the  arras,  and  snorting 
like  a  horse. 

P.  Men.  Hark,  how  hard  he  fetches  breath.  Search  his 
pockets.    [Poras  searcJies.]    What  hast  thou  found  ? 

Poins.  Nothing  but  papers,  my  lord. 

P.  Men.  let's  see  wliat  they  he :  read  them. 

Pains.  [Seadg."] 

Item,  A  capon,  Ss.  2d. 

Item,  Sanee,  id. 

Item,  Sack,  two  gallons,  5s,  Sd. 

Item,  Anchovies,  and  sack  after  supper,  3»,  6d. 

Item,  Bread,  a  half-penny, 

P.  Men,  0  monstrous!  hut  one  half-pennyworth  of  bread  to 
this  intolerable  deal  of  saekl — What  there  is  else,  keep  close; 
we'll  read  it  at  more  advantage.  There  let  him  sleep  till  day. 
I'll  to  the  court  in  the  morning :  we  must  all  to  the  wars,  and 
thy  place  sliall  he  honorable,  I'll  procure  this  fat  rogne  a  charge 
of  foot ;  and,  I  know,  his  death  will  be  a  march  of  twelve-score. 
Tlie  money  shall  he  paid  back  again,  with  advantage.  Be  with 
me  betimes  in  the  morning ;  and  so  good  morrow,  Boing. 

Poihs.  Good  morrow,  good  my  lord.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  I.— Bangor.    A  Boojh  in  the  ArcMeacon't  Souse. 
Eater  Hotspuh,  "Woecksteh,  Moktimeg,  and  Glenboweh. 


Mart.  These  promises  are  fair,  tlie  parties  aure, 
And  our  induction  full  of  prosperous  hope. 

Sot.  Lord  Mortimer,  aud  cousin  Glendower,  -will  yon  sit  down  i 
— And,  uncle  Worcester : — a  plage  upon  it  1    I  have  forgot  the 


Sit,  cousin  Percy ;  sit,  good  cousin  Hotspur ; 
For  by  that  name,  as  oft  as  Lancaster 
Doth  speai  of  you. 

His  cheek  looks  pale,  and  with  a  rising  sigh, 
He  wisheth  you  in  heaven. 

Sot,  And  yoQ  in  hell,  as  oft  as  he  hears  Owen 
Glendower  spoke  of. 

Glend,  I  cannot  hlame  him :  at  my  nativity, 
The  front  of  heaven  was  full  of  fiery  shapes, 
Of  burning  cressefa ;  and  at  iny  birth, 
The  frame  and  huge  foundation  of  the  earth 
Shak'd  like  a  coward. 

Sot.  "Why,  BO  it  would  have  done  at  the  same  seflfion,  if  your 
mother's  eat  had  hut  kittened,  though  yourself  had  never  been 

Glend.  I  say,  the  earth  did  shake  when  I  was  bom. 

Sot.  And  I  say,  the  earth  was  not  of  my  mind. 
If  you  suppose  as  fearing  yon  it  shook. 

Glend.  The  heavens  were  all  on  fire,  the  earth  did  tremble. 

Sot.  O,  tiien  the  earth  shook  to  see  the  heavens  on  fire, 
And  not  in  fear  of  your  nativity. 
Diseased  nature  oftentimes  breaks  forth 
In  strange  eruptions ;  oft  the  teeming  earth 
Is  with  a  kind  of  oohe  pinch'd  and  ves'd, 
■Which,  for  enlargement  striving, 
Shties  the  old  beldam  earth,  and  topples  down 
Steeples,  and  moss-grown  towers.    At  your  birth, 
Our  grandam  earth,  having  this  disteniperature, 
In  passion  shook. 

Glend.  Cousin,  of  many  men 

I  do  not  hear  these  crossings.    Give  me  leave 
To  tell  you  once  again,— that  at  my  birth, 
The  front  of  heaven  was  full  of  fiery  shapes  ; 
The  goats  ran  from  the  mountains,  and  the  herds 
Were  strangely  clamorous  to  the  frighted  fields. 
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These  signs  IisTe  mark'd  me  extraordinary; 

And  all  the  courses  of  my  life  do  show, 

I  am  not  in  the  roll  of  commoa  men. 

Where  13  he  living,— clipp'd  in  with  tlie  sea 

That  chides  the  bants  of  England,  Scotland,  Wales, — 

Which  calls  me  pupil,  or  hath  read  to  me  1 

And  bring  him  out,  that  is  but  woman's  son, 

Can  trace  mo  ia  the  tedious  ways  of  art, 

And  hold  me  pace  in  deep  experiments. 

Sot.  I  think  there  is  no  man  speaks  better  Welsh,— 
I'll  to  dinner, 
Mort.  Peace,  cousin  Percy!  you  will  make  him  mad. 
Glend.  I  can  call  spirits  from  the  vasty  deep. 
Hot.  Why,  so  can  t,  or  so  can  any  man ; 
But  will  they  come,  when  you  do  call  for  them ! 

Qlend.  Why,  1  can  teach  thee,  cousin,  to  command  the  devil. 
Hot.  And  I  can  teach  thee,  coz,  to  shame  the  devil. 
By  telling  truth ;  tell  truth,  and  shame  the  deril. — 
If  thou  have  power  to  raise  him,  bring  him  hither. 
And  I'll  be  sworn,  I  have  power  to  shame  him  hence. 
0,  while  you  live,  tell  truth,  and  shsme  the  devil! 

2lort.  Come,  come, 
No  more  of  thia  unprofitable  chat. 

Glend.  Three  times  hath  Henry  Bolingbroke  made  head 
Against  my  power;  thrice  from  the  banks  of  Wye, 
And  sandy-hottom'd  Severn,  have  I  sent  him 
Bootless  home,  and  weather-beaten  back, 

Sot.  Home  without  boots,  and  in  foul  weather  too ! 
How  'scapes  he  agues  1 

Glend.  Come,  here's  the  map :  shall  we  divide  our  right. 
According  to  our  three-fold  order  ta'en  f 
MoTt,  The  arohdeaoon  hath  divided  it 
Into  three  limits,  very  equally: — 
To-morrow,  cousin  Percy,  you,  and  I, 
And  my  good  lord  of  Worcester,  will  set  forth 
To  meet  yonr  father  and  the  Scottish  power. 
As  is  appointed  us,  at  Shrewsbury. 
My  father  Glendower  is  not  ready  yet, 
Nor  shall  we  need  his  help  these  fourteen  days  :— 
[To  GcKND.]  Within  that  space  you  may  have  drawn  together 
Tonr  tenants,  friends,  and  neighboring  gentlemen. 

Glend.  A  shorter  time  shall  send  mo  to  you,  lords, 
And  in  my  conduct  shall  your  ladies  come ; 
From  whom  you  now  must  steal,  and  take  no  leave; 
For  there  will  be  a  world  of  water  shed, 
Upon  the  parting  of  your  wives  and  you. 
■  Sot.  Methinks  my  moiety,  north  from  Burton  here, 
In  quantity  equals  not  one  of  yours. 
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Glend.  I  will  not  have  it  altci''i3. 

Hot.  Will  not  you! 

Glend.  No,  nor  yon  shall  not. 

Hot.  Who  ehall  say  me  nay ! 

Glmd.  Why,  tliat  -n-ill  I. 

Hot.  I.ot  me  not  understand  you,  then  ; 

Speak  it  in  Welsh. 

Olend.  I  can  speak  English,  lord,  as  well  as  jOH ; 

For  I  was  train'd  up  ia  tlie  English  court; 
Where,  being  bnt  young,  I  framed  to  the  Jiarp 
Many  an  English  ditty,  lovely  well, 
And  gave  the  tongue  a  iielpful  ornament, 
A  virtne  that  was  never  seen  in  you. 

Hot.  Marry,  and  I'm  ^ad  of  it  with  all  my  teart : 
1  had  rather  be  a  kitten,  and  cry  m^v^ 
Than  one  of  these  same  metre  baOad-mongers ; 
I  Lad  rather  hear  a  brazen  canetict  turn'd, 
Or  a  dry  wheel  grate  on  the  axle-tree ; 
And  that  would  set  my  teeth  nothing  on  edge, 
Uotliing  so  mnch  as  mincing  poetry ; — 
'Tia  like  the  fore'd  gait  of  a  shuffling  nag. 

Glend.  Come,  you  sliall  have  Trent  turn'd. 

Hot.  I  do  not  care: 

I'll  give  thrice  so  much  land  to  any  well-deseriing  friend ; 
But  in  the  way  of  bargain,  mark  ye  me, 
I'll  cavil  on  the  ninth  part  of  a  hair. 
Are  the  indentures  drawn  f  shall  we  be  gone  f 

Glend.  The  moon  shines  fair ;  you  may  away  by  night.  [Exit. 

Mart.  Fie,  cousin  Percy  I  how  you  cross  my  father! 

Hot.  I  cannot  choose:  sometimes  he  angers  me 
With  telling  me  of  the  moldwarp  and  the  ant, 
Of  the  dreamer  Merlin  and  his  prophecies. 
And  of  a  dragon  and  a  finless  flsh, 
A  clip-wing'd  griffin  and  a  moulten  raven, 
A  couching  lion  and  a  ramping  cat. 
And  such  a  deal  of  skimble-Bkamhle  stuff 
As  puts  me  fi-om  my  faith.    0,  he's  as  tedious 
As  a  tired  horse,  a  railing  wife ; 
Worse  than  a  smoky  house; — I  had  rather  live 
With  cheese  and  garlick  in  a  ■windmill,  far. 
Than  feed  on  oates,  and  have  him  talk  to  me. 
In  any  summer-house  in  Christendom. 

MoTt.  In  faith,  he  is  a  worthy  gentleman ; 
Exceedingly  weU  read,  and  profited 
la  strange  concealments. 

Hot.  Well,  I  am  schooVd :  good  mannci-s  be  your  speed ! 
Here  come  our  wives,  and  let  us  take  our  leave.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  IL— London,    A  Hoom  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Kisa  Heniot,  Peikce  Hehet,  and  Lords. 

K.  Hen.  Lords,  give  us  leave  ;  the  Prince  of  Wales  and  I 
Must  have  some  private  conlerence  ;  but  be  noar  at  hand, 
For  we  shall  presently  have  need  of  you. —  [Exeunt  Lord 

1  know  not  whether  heaven  will  have  it  so, 
For  some  dLspleasiag  service  I  have  done, 
That,  in  his  secret  doom,  out  of  my  blood 
He'll  breed  revengement  and  a  scourge  for  me ; 
But  tliOQ  dost,  in  thy  passages  of  life. 
Make  me  believe  t]iat  thou  art  only  mark'd 
For  the  hot  vengeance  and  the  rod  of  Leaven, 
To  punish  my  mistreadings.    Tell  me  else. 
Could  such  inordinate  and  low  desires, 
Such  poor,  snch  bare,  such  vile,  such  mean  attemiits, 
Such  barren  pleasures,  rude  society. 
As  tlion  art  match'd  withal  and  grafted  to, 
Accoinpany  the  greatness  of  thy  blood. 
And  hold  their  level  with  thy  princely  heart  ? 

P,  Hen.  So  please  yonr  m^'esty,  I  would  I  could 
Quit  aUiofi^nces  with  as  clear  excuse, 
As  well  as,  I  am  doubtless,  I  can  purge 
Myself  of  many  I  am  charg'd  withal : 
Yet  such  extennation  let  nio  beg, 
As,  in  reproof  of  many  tales  devis'd, — 
Wliich  oft  the  ear  nf  greatness  needs  must  hear, — 
By  smiling  pick-thanks  and  base  newsmongers, 
I  may,  for  some  things  true,  wherein  my  youth 
Hath  faulty  wander'd  and  irregular, 
Find  pardon  on  my  true  submission. 

K,  Hen.  Heaven  pardon  thee  I— yet  let  me  woiider,  Harry, 
At  thy  affections,  which  do  hold  a  wing 
Quite  from  the  flight  of  all  thy  aneestors. 
Thy  place  in  council  thou  hast  rudely  lost. 
Which  by  thy  younger  brother  is  supplied ; 
And  art  almost  an  alien  to  the  hearts 
Of  all  the  court,  and  princes  of  my  blood  : 
The  hope  and  expectation  of  thy  time 
Is  ruiri'd ;  and  the  soul  of  every  man 
Prophetically  does  forethink  thy  fall. 
Had  Iso  lavish  of  my  presence  been, 
So  common-hackney  d  in  tlie  eyes  of  men, 
So  stale  and  cheap  to  vulgar  company, — 
Opimon,  that  did  help  me  to  the  crown, 
Had  still  kept  loyal  to  possession. 
And  left  mo  in  rcpiiloloFS  banishmrrt. 
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A  fellow  of  no  mark  nor  likelihood. 

Bj  being  seldom  seen,  I  could  not  stir, 

Hut,  like  a  comet,  I  was  wonder'd  at; 

That  men  would  tell  their  children,  "  This  is  he ; " 

Others  would  saj",  "Where.?  which  is  Bolingbroke  ? " 

And  then  I  stole  ail  courtesy  from  heaven, 

And  dress'd  mjselE  in  such  humility, 

That  I  did  pluck  allegiance  from  men's  hearts. 

Loud  shonts  and  salutations  from  their  mouths, 

Even  in  the  presence  of  the  crown6d  king. 

Thus  did  I  keep  mj  person  fresh  and  new ; 

Mj  presence,  like  a  robe  pontifical, 

Ne'er  seen  but  wonder'd  at :  and  so  my  state, 

Seldom,  hut  sumptuous,  showed  like  a  feast ; 

And  won,  by  rareneas,  such  solemnity. 

The  skipping  king,  he  ambled  np  and  down 

With  shallow"  jesters  and^ash  bavin  wits, 

Soon  kindled,  and  soon  bum'd ;  carded  his  state ; 

Mingled  his  royalty  with  carping  fools ; 

Had  his  great  name  profaned  with  their  scorna ; 

Grew  a  companion  to  the  common  streets; 

Tliat,  being  daily  swallow'd  by  men's  eyes, 

They  surfeited  with  boney,  and  began 

To  loathe  the  taste  of  sweetness. 

So,  when  he  had  occasion  to  be  aeen, 

He  was  but  as  the  cuckoo  is  in  June, 

Heard,  not  regarded, — seen,  but  with  such  eyes, 

As,  sick  and  blunted  witli  community, 

Afford  no  extraordinary  gaae. 

Such  as  is  bent  on  sun-like  majesty, 

Wlien  it  shines  seldom  in  admiring  eyes ; 

Bnt  rather  drows'd,  and  hung  their  eyelids  down 

Slept  in  his  face,  and  render'd  such  aspect 

As  cloudy  men  use  to  their  adversaries. 

Being  with  his  presence  glutted,  gorg'd,  and  fulL 

And  in  that  very  line,  Harry,  stand'st  tliou ; 

For  thou  hast  lost  thy  princely  privilege. 

With  vile  participation ;  not  an  eye 

But  is  a-wearj  of  thy  common  sight. 

Save  mine,  which  hath  desir'd  to  see  thee  more ; 

Which  now  doth  that  I  would  not  have  it  do, — 

Make  blind  itself  with  foolish  tenderness. 

F.  Hen.  I  siiall  hereafter,  my  thrice  gracious  lord, 
Be  more  myself. 

E.  Hen.  For  all  the  world, 

As  thou  art  to  this  houi",  was  Eichard  then. 
When  I  from  France  set  foot  at  Ilavenspurg ; 
And  oven  as  I  was  then,  ia  Percy  now. 
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Now,  by  my  sceptre,  and  my  soul  to  boot. 

He  hath  more  worthy  interest  to  the  state, 

Than  thou,  the  shadow  of  Buccession : 

For,  of  no  rigbt,  nor  color  like  to  right. 

He  doth  fill  fields  with  harness  in  the  realm ; 

Turns  head  against  the  lion's  armSd  jaws ; 

And,  being  no  more  in  debt  to  years  than  thon, 

Leads  ancient  lords  and  reverend  bishops  on 

To  bloody  battles,  and  to  bruising  arms. 

What  never-dying  honor  hath  he  got 

Agmnst  renowned  Dongias !  whose  high  deeds. 

Whose  hot  incursions,  and  great  name  in  arms, 

Holds  from  all  soldiers  chief  m^ority. 

Thrice  hatli  this  Hotapnr,  Mars  in  swathing  dothes, 

This  infant  warrior,  in  his  enterprises 

Biscomfited  great  Douglas ;  ta'en  him  once, 

Enlarged  him,  and  made  a  friend  of  him, 

To  fill  the  mouth  of  deep  defiance  np. 

And  shake  the  peac«  ana  safety  of  our  throne. 

And  what  say  you  to  this  ?    Percy,  Nortlinmberland, 

The  archbishop's  grace  of  York,  Douglas,  Mortimer, 

Capitulate  against  ns,'and  are  up. 

But  wherefore  do  I  tell  these  news  to  thee  ? 

Why,  Harry,  do  I  tell  tliee  of  my  foes, 

Which  art  my  near'st  and  dearest  enemy ! 

Thou  that  art  like  enough, — through  vassal  fear, 

Base  inclination,  and  the  start  of  spleen, — 

To  fight  against  me  under  Percy's  pay, 

To  dog  his  heels,  and  court'sy  at  his  frowns. 

To  show  how  much  thou  art  degenerate, 

P.  lien.  Do  not  think  so :  you  shall  not  find  it  so : 
And  heaven  forgive  them,  that  so  much  have  sway'd 
Tour  miyesty's  good  thoi^hts  awny  from  me! 
I  will  redeem  oil  this  on  Percy's  head. 
And  in  the  closing  of  some  glorious  day, 
Be  bold  to  tell  you  that  I  am  your  son ; 
"When  I  will  wear  a  garment  all  of  blood, 
And  stain  my  favors  in  a  bloody  mask, 
Which,  wash'd  away,  shall  scour  my  shame  with  it : 
And  that  shall  be  the  day,  whene'er  it  Hghts, 
Thjt  this  same  child  of  honor  and  renown. 
This  gallant  Hotspur,  this  all-praised  knight. 
And  your  iinthought-of  Harry,  chance  to  meet. 
For  every  honor  sitting  on  his  helm, 
'Wojild  they  were  mul^tudes,  and  on  my  head 
My  shames  redoubled  I  for  lie  time  will  come. 
That  I  shall  make  this  northern  youth  exchange 
His  glorious  deads  for  my  ind'gnities. 
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This,  in  iJje  name  of  heaven,  1  proniise  here : 
And  1  wiO  die  a  hundred  thousBnd  deaths. 
Ere  break  the  smallest  parcel  of  this  vow. 

K.  lien.  A  hundred  thousand  rebels  die  in  this 
Thou  shalt  have  charge,  and  eovereigu  trust  herein. 

EnUr  Sir  Waj-tbr  Bi-trsT. 
How  now,  good  Blunt !  thy  looks  ai'e  full  of  speed. 
^Blwat.  8j  h^th  the  business  that  I  oojue  to  apeak  of. 
Lord  Mortimer"of  Scddandlath  sent  word. 
That  Douglas  and  the  English  rebels  met, 
The  eleventh  of  this  month,  at  ^rewsbnrj ; 
A  mighty  and  a  fearful  head  th^  are, 
(If  promises  be  k§pt  on  every  hand,) 
As  ever  ofer'd  foul  pljy  in  a  state. 

K.  Een.  The  eagl  of  Wfistmoreland  set  fordi  to-day; 
With  him  my  sen,  lord  Jrfjn  of  Lancaster ; 
For  this  ftdvertisement  is  five  d^s  old ; — 
On  Wednesday  nest,  Harry,  you  shall  set  forjvord ; 
On  Tliursday  we  oni^elves  will  march. 
Our  hands  are  full  of  business :  let's  awjy ; 
Advantage  feeds  him  fat,  while  men  d^y.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  m.— Eastcheap.  A  Soom.  in  the  Boar's  Head  Tavern. 
Enter  T'alstaft'  and  BAcnoLpn, 

FaL  Bardolph,  am  I  not  fallen  away  vOely  since  this  last  ac- 
tion? do  I  not  bate?  do  I  not  dwindle?  Why,  my  skin  hangs 
about  me  like  an  old  lady's  loose  gown ;  I  am  wither'd  like  au 
old  apple-Jolm.  Well,  I'll  repent,  and  that  suddenly,  while  I 
am  in  some  liking;  I  shall  be  out  of  heart  shortly,  and  then  I 
shall  have  no  strength  to  repent.  Company,  villanous  com- 
pany, hath  been  the  spoil  of  me. 

Bard.  Sir  Jghu,  you  are  so  fretful,  you  cannot  live  long. 

Fal.  Why,  there  is  it: — come,  sing  me  a"^ovial  song;  make 
me  merry.  I  was  as  virtuously  given  as  a  gentleman  need  to 
be ;  vu'tuouB  enough  ;  swore  little ;  diced  not  above  seven  times 
a  week;  paid  money  that  I  borrowed — three  or  four  times; 
lived  well,  and  in  good  compass ;  and  now  I  live  out  of  all  order, 
out  of  all  compass. 

Bard.  Why,  you  are  so  fat.  Sir  Jdm,-  that  you  must  needs  be  , 
out  of  ail  compass, — out  of  all  reasonable  cornpass.  Sir  John. 

Fal.  Do  tlrou~"amend  thy  face,  and  I'll  amend  my  life ;  thou 
art  our  admiral,  thou  Ijearest  the  lantern,  but  'tis  in  the  nose  of 
thee :  thou  ai't  the  Knight  of  the  Burning  Lamp. 

Bard.  Why,  Sir  John,  my  face  does  yan  no  hai-ra. 

Fal.  Wo,  I'll  be  sworn ;  I  make  a  good  use  of  it.    O,  tiiou  firt 
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a  perpetaal  triumph,  an  everlastiog  bonfire-light  I  Thou  hast 
saved  me  a  thouaand  marlta  in  lints  and  torches,  walliing  with 
thee  in  the  night  betwixt  tavern  and  tavern ;  but  the  sack  that 
tlioa  hast  drualt  me,  would  Ijave  brought  me  lights  as  good 
cheap,  at  the  dearest  chandler's  in  Europe.  I  have  maintained 
that  satamander  of  yours  with  fire  any  time  this  two  and  thirty 
years ;  lieaven  reww^  me  for  it  I 
Bard.  I  would  my  face  were  in  your  stgmach! 

iib;.  Heaven  have  mercy  1  so  should  I  lie  sure  to  be  ]ieart- 
burned. 

filler  Hostess. 
How  now,  dame  Partlot  the  hen !  have  you  enquired  yet  who 
picked  my  pocket  ? 

Boat.  Why,  Sir  John,  what  do  you  thinlr,  Sir  John  ?  Do  you 
think  I  keep  thieves  in  my  house  1  I  have  sea^hed,  I  have  en- 
quired, so  has  mj  husband,  man  by  man,  boy  by  boy,  servant  by 
servant :  the  tithe  ofa  hair  was  never  lost  in  my  house  before. 

Fal.  You  lie,  hostess :  Bardolph  was  shaved,  and  lost  many  a 
hair ;  and  111  be  sworn,  my  pocket  was  picked.  Go  to,  you  are 
a  woman,  go. 

Moat.  Who,  I !  No ;  I  defy  thee :  I  was  never  called  so  in 
my  house  before. 

Fal.  Go  to;  I  know  you  well  enough. 

Sost.  No,  Sir  John ;  you  do  adi  kaow  me,  Sir  John :  I  know 
you  8ir  John :  you  owe  me  money,  Sir  John  ;  md  now  yon 
pick  a  quwrel  to  beguUe  me  of  ij :  1  bought  you  a  dozen  of 
shirts  to  your  b^ok.  ^ 

Fal.  Dowlas,  filthy  dowlas :  I  have  given  them  away  to 
bakers'  wives,  and  they  have  made  bolters  of  thorn 

ffoH.  Now,  as  I  am  a  true  wornan,  holland  of  eight  shillings 
"".  V  ^  *"'  °^°  money  here  besides,  Sir  John,  for  yoar  diet, 
and  iy-drinkings,  and  money  lent  you,  four  and  twenty  pound. 

Fd-l.  He  had  his  part  of  it ;  let  him  pay. 

Sost.  He?  ajasl  he  is  poor;  he  hath  nothing. 

Fal.  Howl  poor?  look  upon  his  face;  what  call  you  rich? 
let  them  com  his  nose,  let  them  coin  his  cheeks:  I'll  not  pay  a 
denier._  What,  will  you  makea  younker  of  mef  shall  I  not 
take  mine  ease  in  mine  inn,  but  I  shall  have  my  pocket  picked  i 
1  Jiave  iost  a  seal-ring  of  my  grandfather's,  worth  forty  mark 

i/<w(.  O I  I  have  hoard  the  prince  tell  him,  I  know  not  how 
oft,  that  that  ring  was  copper.  -  -  ^ 

Fal  How  I  tlie  prince  is  a  Jack,  a  sneak-oiip :  an  he  were 
here,  I  would  cudgel  him  like  a  dog,  if  be  would  say  so. 
Enter  Peince  Heney  and  Poins,  marehing.    Falstaff  mwis  the 
PiilNOE,  playing  en  kia  truncheon  like  a  fife. 

Fal.  How  now,  lad !  is  the  wind  in  that  door,  i'  faith  3  must 
we  all  march  \ 
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Bard.  Yea,  two  and  two,  Ne_wgate-fafl!iion. 
^os(.  My  lord,  I  pray  you,  h»»r  me.  ,    „       ,       ., 

P.  Hen.  Wlat  sayeat  thou,  mistress  Quickly  ?     How  does  thy 
husband !    I  loTo  liim  well ;  he  i3  an  honest  man. 
Hott.  Good  my  lord,  hew  me. 
Fal.  Pr'ythee,  let  Ler  alone,  and  list  to  mo. 
P.  ^m.  Whatsayesttlion,  Jack? 

Fal.  The  other  night  I  fell  asleep  here,  behmd  the  arras,  and 
had  my  pocket  picked. 

P.  Em.  What  didst  tbon  lose,  Ja£k'  ^      ,  ,  _^ 

Fal.  Wilt  thou  believe  me,  Hal  ?  three  or  four  bouds  of  lorty 
pound  ft-piece,  and  a  seal-ring  of  my  grandfather's. 
P  Hen.  A  trifle,  some  eight-pecnj  matter. 
Host.  So  I  told  him,  my  lord ;  and  I  said  I  heard  your  grace 
say  ao :  and,  my  lord,  he  speaks  most  vilely  of  you,  like  a  toul- 
mouthed  man  as  he  is ;  and  s^d,  he  would  cndgei  you. 
P.  fi«n.  What!  he  did  not!  . 

Host.  There's  neither  fdth,  truth,  nor  womanhood  in  m_B 

"^m  There's  no  more  faith  in  thee  than  in  a  stewed  prune; 
nor  no  more  truth  in  thee,  than  iu  a  drawn  fox. 

Host  I  am  an  hocest  man's  wife  ;  and,  setting  thy  knight- 
hood aside,  tlLOU  art  a  knave  to  call  me  otiierwise. 

P.  Hen.  Thou  sajest  true,  hostess ;  and  he  slanders  theo  most 

^^'hoIl  So  he  dojh  you,  my  lord ;  and  said  this  other  day,  ygn 
ought  him  a  thousand  pound. 

P  Hen.  Sirrahl  do  I  owe  yon  a  thousand  pound! 

Fal.  A  thousand  pound,  Hal!  a  million:  thy  iove  is  worth  B 
million:  thou  o west  me  thy  love,  ,       .,  ,  ,, 

Hoft.  Nay,  my  lord,  he  called  you  Jack,  and  sMd  he  would 
cudgel  you, 

'Fal.  DidI,  Bardolph? 

Bard.  Indeed,  Sir  John,  you  said  sr 

Fal.  Yea,— if  he  said  my  ring  was     ., 

J*.  Hen.  I  say,  'tia  copper:  darest  thou  b' 

^^^al.  Why,  Hal,  thou  knowest,  as  thou  art  hut  man,  I  dare : 
but  as  thou  art  prince,  I  fear  theo,  as  I  fear  the  roariag  of  the 
lion's  whelp. 
P.  Hen.  And  why  not,  as  the  lion  1  ,    ^  A 

Fal.  The  king  himself  is  to  be  feared  as  the  lion :  dost  thou 
think,  I'll  fear  thee  as  I  fear  thy  father! 

P.  Hm.  Sirrah,  th(a«'s  no  room  for  faith,  truth,  nor  honesty, 
in  this  bosom  of  thine.— Charge  an  honest  woman  with  picking 
thy  pQckeE!  Why,  thou  TiIe,Tmpudent, "embossed  rascal,  if  there 
were  any  thing  in  thy  pocket  but  tavern  reckonings,  memoran- 
dums, and  ono  poor  pennyworth  of  sugar-candy  to  make  theo 
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long-winged,— if  thy  pocket  were  enriched  with  any  other  in- 
juries hut  these,  1  am  a  villain :  and  y-et  you  will  stand  to  it : 
you  will  not  pocket  up  wrong.    Art  thou  not  ashamed! 

Fal.  Best  thou  liear,  Hal?  iLou  knowest  in  the  state  of  in- 
nocency,  Adam  fell;  and  what  should  poor  Jack  Falstaff  do  in 
the  days  of  villany  t  Thou  seest,  I  hove  more  ilcsh  than  an- 
other man ;  and  therefore  mora  frailty.  You  confess,  thtn 
you  picked  my  pocket  i 

i*.  Sen.  It  appears  so  by  the  story. 

Fal.  Hostess,.  I  forgive  thee :  go,  make  ready  breakfast ;  love 
thy  husband,  ]ook  to  thy  servants,  cherish  thy  guests :  thou  shall 
find  me  tractable  to  any  honest  reason :  thou  seest,  I  am  pacified. 
—Still!— Nay,  pr'ythee,  begone.  [Scj( Hostess.]  Now,  Hal,  to 
the  news  at  court :  forthe  robbery,  lad,— howis  that  answered  ? 

P.  Ben.  O,  my  sweet  beef,  I  must  still  be  good  angel  to  thee : 
—the  money  is  peid  back  again, 

^l.  O,  I  do  not  like  that  paying  back ;  'tis  a  double  labor. 

P.  Hen.  I  am  good  friends  with  my  father,  and  mny  do  any 
thing. 

Fal.  Rob  me  the  exchequer  the  first  thing  Ihou  dost,  and  do 
it  with  unwashed  hands  too. 

Bard.  Do,  my  lord. 

P.  Em.  I  have  procured  thee.  Jack,  a  charge  of  foot. 

Fal.  I  would  it  had  been  of  horse.  "Where  shall  I  find  one 
that  can  steal  well!  O  for  a  fine  thief,  of  the  age  of  two  and 
twenty,  or  thereaboutsi  I  am  heinously  nnprovided.  Well, 
heaven  be  thanked  for  these  rebels,— they  offend  none  bat  the 
virtuous;  I  laud  them,  I  praise  them, 

P.  Hen.  Bardolph,— 

Bard.  Mylordl 

P.  Hen.  Go  bear  this  letter  to  lord  John  of  Lancaster, 
To  my  brother  John  ;  this  to  my  lord  ofWestmoreland.— 
^      „  ,  ,  [Exit  Baedolph, 

Go,  Ppins,  to  horse,  to  horse ;  for  thon  and  I 
Have  thirty  miles  to  ride  yet  ere  dinner  time,—         [Etdt  Poiss 
Jack,  meet  me  to-morrow  in  the  Temple-hal! 
At  two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon ; 
There  shalt  thou  know  thy  charge;  and  there  receive 
Money,  and  order  for  their  ibmitare. 
The  land  is  burning;  Percy  stands  on  high ; 
And  either  they,  or  we,  must  lower  lie.  [Exit. 

F'al.  Rare  words  I    bravo  world !— Hostess,  my  breakfast  j 

0, 1  could  wish  this  tavern  were  my  drum!  [Exit, 
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SCENE   I.— The  lieoel  Cump  near  Shrewsbnry. 
Enter  IIotspue,  Woucestee,  and  Doifglab. 
JJbt.  "Well  said,  my  noble  Scot :  if  speaking  trutli 
In  this  fine  age  wore  not  thought  flattery, 
Such  attribution  should  the  Douglas  have, 
As  not  a  soldier  of  this  season's  stamp 
Should  go  so  general  current  tbrough  the  world. 
By  heaven,  I  cannot  flatter;  I  defy 
Tlie  tongues  of  soothers ;  but  a  braver  place 
In  my  heart's  love  hath  no  man  than  yourself: 
Naj,  task  me  to  iny  word ;  approve  me,  lord. 

Doug.  Thou  art  the  Mng  of  lionor : 
No  man  so"  potent  bi-oathes  upon  the  ground, 
But  I  will  beard  him. 
Hot.  Do  so,  and  'tis  well. — 

Enter  o  Messenger,  with  letters. 
What  letters  hast  thou  here  3— [21)  Dottolas.]    I  can  but  thank 
j;oa. 
'Mem.'  These  letters  come  from  your  father. 
JTot.  Letters  from  him  1  why  comes  he  not  himself? 
Mes$.  He  oannot  come,  my  lord ;  he's  grievous  sick. 
Jlot.  'Zounds!  how  has  lie  the  leisure  to  lie  sick, 
In  such  a  juatling  time?     Who  leads liis  power? 
Under  whose  government  come  they  along  t 
Mesa.  His  letters  bear  hia  mind,  not  1^  my  lord. 
Wor.  I  pr'ythee,  tell  me,  doth  he  keep  his  bed  f 
MesB.  He  did,  my  lord,  four  days  ere  I  set  forth ; 
And  at  the  time  of  my  departure  thence. 
He  was  much  fear'd  by  his  physjcians. 

Wor.  Fwould  the  state  of  time  had  first  been  whole, 
Ere  he  by  sickness  had  been  visited : 
His  health  wto  never  better  worth  than  now. 

Sot,  Sick  now!  droop  now!  this  sickness  doth  infect 
The  very  life-BIbod  of  our  enterprise ; 
'Tis  catching  hither,  even  to  our  camp. — 
Yet  doth  he  give  ns  bold  advertisement, 
Tliat  with  onr  small  conjunction  we  should  on, 
To  see  how  fortuae  is  dispos'd  to  ns ; 
For,  aa  he  writes,  there  is  no  quailin-;  now, 
Because  the  king  is  certainly  possess'd 
Of  a(T  oar  purposes.    What  say  ymi  to  it  ? 
Wor.  Your  father's  sii?£ncs3  is  a  maim  to  us. 
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Hot.  A  perilous  gash,  a  very  limb  lopp'd  off: — 
And  yet,  in  faith,  'tis  not;  his  present  want 
Seems  more  than  we  shall  find  it. 

Wor.  I  would  your  father  had  been  here. 
The  quality  and  hair  of  our  attempt 
Brooks  no  dmsion:  it  will  be  thought 
By  some,  that  know  not  why  he  is  away, 
That  wisdom,  loyalty,  and  mere  dislike 
Of  our  proceedings,  iept  the  earl  from  hence. 

Sot.  Tou  strain  too  far. 
I,  rather,  of  his  absence  make  this  use ; — 
It  lends  a  lustre,  and  more  great  opinion, 
A  larger  dare  to  our  great  enterprise. 
Than  if  the  earl  were  here;  for  men  must  think, 
If  we,  without  his  help,  can  make  a  head 
To  push  agMust  the  kingdom,  with  his  help, 
We  shall  o'ertnmit  topsy-turvy  down. — 
Yet  all  goes  well ;  yet  all  our  joints  are  whole. 

Doug.  Aa  heart  can  think :  there  is  not  such  a  wonJ 
Spoke  of  in  Scothind  as  this  term  of  fear. 

Enter  Sir  Eiohaud  Veenoh. 

JTot.  My  cousin  Vernon  I  welcome,  by  my  soul. 

V«r.  Pray  heaven  my  news  be  worth  a  welcome,  lord. 
The  earl  of  Westmoreland,  seven  thousand  strong, 
Is  marching  hilherwards ;  with  him,  prince  John. 

Hot,  Ko  harm ;  what  more  ? 

yer.  And  farther,  I  have  learn'd. 

The  king  himself  in  person  is  set  forth, 
Or  hitherwards  intended  speedily. 
With  strong  and  mighty  preparation. 

Hot.  "He  shall  he  welcome  too.    Where  is  his  son, 
The  nimble-footed  mad-cap  prince  of  Tf  ales. 
And  his  comrades,  that  daff'd  the  world  aside. 
And  bid  it  pass? 

Ver.  All  furnish'd,  all  in  arms. 

All  plum'd  like  estrid^  (that  wjA  the  wind 
Bated,  like  eagles  havit^  lately  bath'd); 
Glittering  in  golden  coata,  like  images ; 
As  fall  of  spirit  as  the  month  of  May, 
Andgorgeoua  as  the  sun  at  midsummer; 
Wanton  as  youthful  goats,  wild  as  yonng  bulls. 
I  saw  young  Harry, — With  his  bearer  on, 
Eis  cuisses  on  his  thighs,  gallantly  arm'd, — 
Else  from  the  ground  like  feather'd  Mercury, 
And  vaulted  with  such  ease  into  his  seat, 
As  if  an  angel  dropp'd  down  from  the  clouds, 
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To  tnm  and  wind  a  fiery  Pegasus, 

Aod  witch  the  world  witt  noble  horsemanship. 

Hot.  No  more,  no  more :  worse  than  the  sun  in  March, 
This  praise  doth  nourish  agues.    Let  tJiem  come. 
Come,  let  me  taste  my  horse, 
Who  is  to  bear  me  like  a  thtmderbolt. 
Against  the  bosom  of  the  prince  of  Walea : 
Harry  to  Harry  shal],  hot  horse  to  horse, 
Meet,  and  ne'er  part,  till  one  drop  down  a  corse.—- 
O,  that  Glendower  were  come ! 

Yer.  There  is  more  news : 

I  leam'd  in  "Worcester,  as  I  rode  along, 
He  cannot  draw  his  power  this  fonrteen  days. 

Doug.  That's  the  worst  tidings  that  I  hear  of  yet. 

Wor.  Ay,  by  my  fdth,  that  bears  a  frosty  soand. 

Hot.  "What  may  the  king's  whole  battle  reach  unto  ? 

Ver.  To  thirty  thousand. 

Hot.  Forty  let  it  be : 

My  father  and  Glendower  being  both  away. 
The  powers  of  us  may  serve  so  great  a  day. 
Oome,  let  us  take  a  muster  speedily : 
Doomsday  is  near ;  die  all,  die  merrily.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  ll.~A  public  Eoad  near  COTentry. 
Enter  Falstaff  and  Bakdolpu. 

Fal.  Bardolph,  get  thee  before  to  Coventry ;  fill  me  a  bottle 
of  sack :  onr  soldiers  shall  march  through ;  we'll  to  Sutton-Cop- 
hi]l  to-night. 

Bard.  Will  yon  give  me  money,  captmn  ? 

Fal.  Lay  out,  lay  out. 

Bard.  This  bottle  makes  an  angel. 

Fal,  An  if  it  do,  take  it  for  thy  labor ;  and  if  it  make  twenty, 
take  them  all ;  I'll  answer  the  coinage.  Bid  my  lieutenant  Peto 
meet  me  at  the  town's  end. 

BaTd.  1  will,  captain  :  farewell.  [ETtt. 

Fal.  If  I  he  not  ashamed  of  my  soldiers,  I  am  a  soused  gur- 
net. I  have  misused  the  king's  prera  shamefully.  I  have  got, 
in  eschange  of  a  hundred  and  fifty  soldiers,  three  hundred  and 
odd  pounds.  I  press  me  none  bnt  good  householders,  yeomen's 
sons;  en^^uire  me  out  contracted  bachelors,  such  as  had  been 
asked  twice  on  the  bans;  such  a  commodity  of  warm  slaves,  as 
had  as  lief  hear  the  evil  one  as  a  drum ;  such  as  fear  the  report 
of  a  caliver,  worse  than  a  atmck  fowl,  or  a  hnrt  wild-duck.  I 
pressed  me  none  but  sneh  toasts  and  butter,  with  hearts  in  them 
no  bigger  than  pins'  heads,  and  they  have  bought  out  their  ser- 
vices; and  now  my  whole  charge  consists  of  ancients,  corporals, 


Hosted  by  Google 


KING   HENRY  IV.  151 

lieutenants,  gentlemen  of  companies,  slaves  as  ragged  as  Laza- 
rus in  the  painted  doth,  and  such  as,  indeed,  were  never  sol- 
diers, but  discarded  anjust  serving  men,  younger  sons  to  younger 
brothers,  revolted  tapsters,  and  ostlers  trade-fallen ;  the  cankers 
of  a  calm  world  and  a  long  peace ;  ten  times  more  dishonorable 
ragged  tlian  an  old  faced  ancient :  and  such  have  I,  to  till  up  tie 
rooms  of  them  that  have  bought  out  their  services,  that  you 
would  think  that  I  had  a  hundred  and  fifty  tattered  prodigals, 
lately  come  from  swine-keeping,  from  eating  draff  and  husks. 
A  mad  fellow  met  me  on  the  way,  and  told  me  I  had  unloaded 
all  the  gibbets,  and  pressed  the  dead  bodies.  No  eye  hath  seen 
such  scarecrows.  I'll  not  march  through  Coventry  with  them, 
that's  fiat  t— nay,  and  the  villains  march  wide  betwixt  the  legs, 
as  if  they  had  gyves  on ;  for,  indeed,  I  had  the  most  of  them 
out  of  prison. 

Enter  Peincb  Hehbt  cbi^'Westmoeeland, 

P.  Sen.  How  now,  blown  Jack  I  how  now,  quilt  1      , 

Fal.  "What,  HaU  How  now,  mad  wag!  what  dost  thou  in 
Warwickshire! — My  good  lord  of  Westmoreland,  I  cry  you 
mercy :  I  tiiought  your  honor  had  already  been  at  Shrewsbiiry, 

West.  Taith,  Sir  John,  'tia  more  than  time  that  I  were  there, 
and  you  too ;  but  my  powers  are  there  already.  The  king,  I  can 
tell  you,  looks  for  na  all :  we  must  away  all  night. 

Fal.  Tut,  never  fear  me :  I  am  as  vigilant  as  a  cat  to  steal 
cream. 

P.  Hen.  I  think,  to  steal  cream,  indeed;  for  thy  theft  hath 
already  made  thee  butter.  Bat  tell  me,  Jack,  whose  fellows  are 
these  that  come  after  ? 

Fal.  Mine,  Hal,  mine. 

P.  Hen.  I  did  never  see  such  pitiful  rascals. 

Fal.  Tut,  tut  I  good  enough  to  toss;  food  for  powder,  food 
for  powder;  they'll  fill  a  pit  as  well  as  better:  tush,  man,  mor- 
tal men,  mortal  men. 

Weit.  Ay,  but.  Sir  John,  methinks  they  are  exceeding  poor 
and  bare,— too  beggarly. 

Ihf.  'Faith,  for  their  poverty,  I  -know  not  where  they  had 
that ;  and  for  their  baroness,  I  am  sure,  they  never  learned  that 
of  me, 

P.  Hen.  No,  TU  be  sworn ;  unless  you  call  three  fingers  on 
the  ribs,  bare.  But,  sirrah,  make  haste :  Percy  is  already  in 
the  field. 

Fal.  What,  is  the  king  encamped) 

Wext.  He  is,  Sir  John:  1  fear  we  shall  stav  too  lone. 

Fal.  Well, 
To  the  latter  end  of  a  fi'ay,  and  the  beginning  of  a  feast. 
Fits  a  dn!l  fighter,  and  a  keen  guest.  [Exeunt. 


Hosted  by  Google 


1^2  HISTORICAL  BHAKSPEARIAN  EEADEK. 

SCENE  Ill.—T/ie  Rehel  Camp  near  Shrewsbury 
Enter  Hotspdr,  Wobcbstkb,  Docetia,  and  Veehon. 

n«t.  We'll  figlit  with  liim  to-night. 

Wor.  Good  cousId,  be  advia'd ;  stir  not  to-night. 

Ver.  Do  not,  my  lord. 

Dmig.  You  do  not  counsel  well : 

Tou  speak  it  out  of  fear,  and  cold  heart. 

Ver.  Do  me  no  slander,  Douglas :  by  my  life, 
If  well'respeoted  honor  bid  me  on, 
I  hold  aa  little  counael  with  weak  fear, 
As  you,  my  lord,  or  any  Scot  that  lives 
Let  it  be  seen  to-morrow  in  the  battle, 
Which  of  ua  fears, 

Xhvg.  Tea,  or  to-night. 

y^r.  Content. 

Hot.  To-niglit,  say  I. 

Wor.  Tiie  number  of  the  king  exccedeth  ours : 
For  heaven's  sake,  cousin,  stay  till  all  come  in, 

[The  trumpet  tounds  aparleg. 
Enter  Sir  "Waltbk  Blunt. 

Blunt,  I  come  with  gracions  offers  from  the  king, 
If  you  Toachsafe  me  hearing  and  respect. 

Hot.  "Welcome,  Sir  Walter  Blunt;  and  would  to  God 
Tou  were  of  our  determination  I 
Some  of  ua  love  you  well ;  and  even  those  some 
Envy  your  great  deserviags,  and  good  name, 
Because  you  are  not  of  our  quality, 
But  stand  against  ua  like  an  enemy. 

Blunt.  And  heaven  defend  but  still  I  should  stand  so, 
So  long  as  out  of  limit  and  true  rule, 
You  stand  against  anointed  migesty  1 
But,  to  my  charge.— The  king  hath  sent  to  know 
The  nature  of  your  griefs;  and  whereupon 
You  coiyure  from  the  breast  of  civil  peace 
Soch  bold  hostility,  teaching  his  duteona  land 
Audacious  cruelty.    If  that  the  king 
Have  any  way  your  good  deserts  forgot, — 
"Which  ho  confcsseth  to  be  manifold, — 
He  bids  you  name  yoar  griefs ;  and  with  all  speed, 
Tou  shall  have  your  desires  with  interest, 
And  pardon  absolute  for  yourself,  and  these. 
Herein  misled  by  yoor  suggestion. 

Eot.  The  king  is  kind ;  and  well  we  know,  the  king 
Knows  at  what  time  to  promise,  when  to  pay. 
Sly  father,  and  my  uncle,  and  myself. 
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Did  give  him  that  same  royalty  he  wears ; 
And  when  he  was  not  six-and-twenty  strong, 
Siek  in  the  world's  regard,  wretched  and  low, 
A  poor  unminded  outlaw  sneaking  home. 
My  father  gave  him  welcome  to  the  shore ; 
And  when  ho  heai'd  him  swear,  and  vow  to  heaven, 
He  eamobut  to  be  duke  of  Lancaster, 
To  eae  his  livery  and  beg  his  peace, 
AVith  tears  of  ianoeency  and  terms  of  zeal, — 
My  father,  ia  kind  heart  and  pity  mov'd. 
Swore  him  assistance,  and  perform'd  it  too. 
Now,  when  the  lords  and  harons  of  the  realm 
Pevceiv'd  Northumberland  did  lean  to  him, 
The  more  and  less  came  in  with  cap  and  knee  j 
Met  him  in  boroughs,  cities,  viliages. 
Attended  him  on  bridges,  stood  in  lanes, 
Laid  gifts  before  him,  proffer'd  him  their  oaths, 
Gave  him  their  heira  as  pages;  follow'd  him. 
Even  at  the  heels,  in  golden  multitudes. 
He  presently,— as  greatness  knows  itselt — 
Steps  me  a  little  higier  than  his  vow 
Uade  to  my  father  while  his  blood  was  poor, 
Upon  the  naked  shore  at  Eavenspnrg ; 
And  now,  forsooth,  takes  on  him  to  reform 
Some  certain  edicts,  and  some  strait  decrees, 
Tliat  lie  too  heavy  on  the  commonwealth ; 
Cries  ont  upon  abuses,  seems  to  weep 
Over  his  country's  wrongs ;  and  by  this  face. 
This  seeming  brow  of  justice,  did  he  win 
The  hearts  of  all  that  he  did  angle  for : 
Proceeded  farther ;  cut  me  off  the  heads 
Of  all  the  favorites,  that  the  absent  king 
In  deputation  loft  behind  him  hero. 
When  he  was  personal  in  the  Irish  war. 
Mtmt,  Tut  I  I  came  not  to  hear  this. 
^  ^^^-  Then,  to  the  point. 

In  short  time  after,  he  depos'd  the  king;      ~ 
Soon  after  that,  depriv'd  him  of  his  life ; 
And,  in  the  necfc  of  that,  task'd  the  whole  state : 
To  make  Oiat  worse,  suffer'd  his  kinaman  March 
(Who  is,  if  every  owner  were  weU  plac'd, 
Indeed  his  king)  to  be  engag'd  in  W^ea 
There  without  ransom  tolio  forfeited ; 
Disgrac'd  me  in.  my  happy  victories ; 
Sought  to  entrap  me  by  intelligence ; 
Eafed  my  nncle  from  the  council-board ; 
In  rage  dismiss'd  my  father  from  the  court; 
Broke  oath  on  oath  committed  wrong  on  wrong; 
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And,  in  conclusion,  drove  us  to  seek  out 
This  head  of  safety ;  and  withal  to  pry 
Into  hi»  title,  the  which  we  find 
Too  indirect  for  long  continuance. 

Blunt.  Shall  I  return  this  answer  to  the  king ! 

Hot.  Not  so.  Sir  Walter  t  we'll  withdraw  awhile. 
Go  to  the  king ;  and  let  there  be  impawn'd 
Some  surety  for  a  safe  return  again. 
And  in  the  rnomit^  early  shall  my  uncle 
Bring  him  our  purposes :  and  so  farewell. 

BUint.  I  would  you  would  accept  of  grace  and  love. 

Hot.  And,  may  be,  so  we  shall. 

Blunt.  'Pray  God  you  do !    [Exeunt. 


SCENE  l.—TAe  KiHa's  Camp  near  Shrewsbury, 


K.  Em.  How  bloodily  the  sun  begins  to  peer 
Above  yond'  bosky  "hill  1  the  day  looks  pale 
At  his  diatemperature. 

P.'Een.  The  southern  wind 

Doth  play  the  trumpet  to  his  purposes ; 
And  by  his  hollow  whistling  in  "the  leaves, 
Toretols  a  tempest,  and  a  blustering  day. 

K.  Hen.  Then,  with  the  losers  let  it  sympathise, 
For  nothing  can  seem  foul  to  those  that  win. — 

[Traw.pet  eoundi. 
Enter  Wohoestee  and  Vebnoh. 
How  now,  my  lord  of  Worcester !  'tis  not  well, 
That  you  and  I  should  meet  upon  such  terms 
As  now  we  meet.    You  have  deceiv'd  our  trust. 
And  made  ns  doff  our  easy  robes  of  peace, 
To  crush  our  old  limbs  in  ungentle  steel : 
This  is  not  well,  my  lord,  this  is  not  well. 
What  say  you  to  it !  will  you  agMO  unkiiit 
Tliis  churlish  knot  of  all-abhorred  war  i 

Wot.  Hear  me,  my  liege. 
For  mine  own  part,  I  could  he  well  content 
To  entertdn  the  iag-end  of  my  life 
With  quiet  hours ;  for,  I  do  protest, 
I  haye  not  sought  the  day  of  tliis  dislike. 

K.  Hen.  Yon  have  not  sought  iti  liow  comes  it  tlieu ! 
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/!»?.EebeIlionlayinhisway,  and  ho  found  it, 

P.  Sen.  Peace,  chewet,  peace! 

Wot.  It  pleas'd  jour  majesty  to  turn  yonr  looks 
Of  favor  from  myself  and  ali  our  hooae ; 
We  were  enforo'd,  for  safety'  sake,  to  fly 
Out  of  your  sight,  and  raise  this  present  head; 
Whereby  wo  stand  opposed  by  snch  means 
Ab  you  yourself  have  forg'd  against  yourself, 
By  unkind  usage,  dangerous  eonntonance. 
And  violation  of  all  ffith  and  troth 
Sworn  to  us  in  your  younger  enterprise. 

K.  Hen.  These  things,  indeed,  you  have  articulated, 
Proclaim'd  at  market-crosses,  read  in  churches. 
To  face  the  garment  of  rebellion 
With  some  flue  color,  that  may  please  the  eye 
Of  fickle  changelings,  and  poor  discontents, 
Which  gape,  and  rub  the  elbow,  at  the  news 
Of  hurlyburly  innovation. 
And  never  yet  did  insurrection  want 
Such  water-colors  to  impaint  his  cause ; 
Kor  moody  beggars,  starving  for  a  time 
Of  pellraeli  havoct  and  confusion. 

P.  Sen.  In  both  our  armies,  tliero  is  many  a  soul 
Shall  pay  full  dearly  for  this  encounter, 
If  once  they  join  in  trial. 

K.  Sen.  'So,  good  Worcester,  no, 

We  love  onr  people  well ;  even  those  we  love 
That  are  misled  upon  your  cousin's  part ; 
And,  will  they  take  the  offer  of  onr  grace. 
Both  he  and  they,  and  you,  yea,  every  n>!in 
Shall  be  my  friend  again,  and  I'll  be  his : 
So  tell  your  cousin,  and  bring  me  word 
Wliat  he  will  do :  but  if  he  will  not  yield, 
Eebuke  and  dread  correction  wait  on  ns, 
And  they  sliall  do  their  office.    So,  be  gone ; 
We  will  not  now  be  troubled  witi  reply : 
We  offer  fair ;  take  it  aSvisediy. 

[Exeunt  Wokcestee  and  Vebson. 

P.  Sen.  It  wiU  not  be  accepted,  on  my  life : 
The  Douglas  and  the  Hotspur  ooth  together 
Are  confident  ag^nst  the  world  in  arms. 

K.  Sen.  Hence,  therefore,  every  leader  to  bis  charge ; 
For,  on  their  answer,  will  we  set  on  them ; 
And  heaven  beinend  us,  as  our  cause  is  just! 

[Exeunt  Kwo,  Bi.tint  and  Phihce  John. 

Fal.  Hal,  if  thou  see  me  down  in  the  battle,  and  bestride  me, 
BO ;  'tis  a  point  of  friendship. 
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P.  Hen.  Nothing  but  a  colossaa  can  do  thee  that  friendship. 
Say  thy  prayers,  and  farewell. 

Fal.  I  would  it  were  hed-time,  Hal,  and  all  well. 

P.  Hen.  Why,  thou  owest  heaven,  a  death.  [Exit. 

Fal.  'Tis  not  due  yet ;  I  wonld  be  loath  to  pay  him  before  his 
day.  What  need  1  be  bo  forward  with  him  that  calls  not  on  me? 
Well,  'tia  no  matter;  honor  pricks  me  on.  Yea, bnt  how  if 
honor  prick  me  off  when  I  come  on?  how  tlienf  Can  honor 
set  to  a  leg?  no;  or  an  arm?  no:  or  take  away  the  grief  of  a, 
wound!  No.  Honor  hath  no  skill  in  surgery,  then?  no.  What 
J3  honor)  a  word.  What  is  that  word,  honor!  air,  A  trim 
reckoning!— Who  hath  it}  he  that  died  o' "Wednesday.  Doth 
he  feel  it!  no.  Doth  he  hear  it?  no.  Is  it  insensible,  then? 
yea,  to  the  dead.  But  will  it  not  live  with  the  living!  no. 
Why !  detraction  will  not  suffer  it ;— therefore,  I'U  none  of  it : 
honor  is  a  mere  scutcheon ; — and  so  ends  my  catechism,    [&»(. 

SCENE  m.— Plain  near  Shrewsbury. 

Exeiirdom,  and  Parties  Jigkting.  Alarum  to  the  Battle.  Then 
enter  DoretAS  and  Blubt,  (wfto  ««  aceoutred  lilce  the  King,) 
meeting. 

Blunt.  What  is  thy  natpe,  that  in  the  battle  thus 
Thou  crossest  me !  what  honor  dost  thou  seek 
Upon  my  head? 

Bovff.  Enow,  then,  my  name  is  Douglas; 

And  I  do  hannt  thecTii  the  battle  thus, 
Because  some  tell  me  that  tiiou  art  a  king. 

Blunt.  Thoy  tell  thee  true. 

Doug.  The  lord  of  Stafford  dear  to-day  hath  bought 
Thy  likeness;  for,  instead  of  thee,  king  Harry, 
This  sword  hath  ended  him:  ho  shall  it  thee, 
Unless  thou  yield  thee  as  my  prisoner, 

Blvnt.  I  was  not  bom  a  jielder,  thou  proud  Scot; 
And  thou  shalt  find  a  Bug  that  will  revenge 
Lord  Stafford's  death.  {They'jigkt,  and  Blttst  is  elain. 

Enter  Hotspuk. 

Hot.  O  Douglas!  hadst  thon  fgnght  at  Hohnedon  thus, 
I  never  had  tnumph'd  upon  a  Scot. 

Boug   All's  done,  all's  won:  here  breathless  lies  the  king. 

Hut.  Where? 

Boug.  Here. 

Hot.  This,  Doiiglas  ?  no ;  I  know  this  face  full  well : 
A  gallant  knight  he  was,  his  name  was  Blunt ; 
Semblably  furiiish'd  like  the  king  himself^ 

Hovg.  A  fool  go  with  thy  soiil,  where'er  it  goes! 
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A  borrpw'd  title  hast  thou  bought  too  dear ; 
Wliy  didgt  thou  tell  me  that  thou  wert  a  king? 

Mot.  Tlie  Iqng  hath  many  mai'ching  in  his  coats. 

Doiig.  Now,  by  my  aword,  I  will  kill  aE  his  coats ; 
I'll  murder  all  hia  wurdrobc,  piece  by  piece, 
Until  I  meet  the  king. 

Ilot.  Up,  and  away  1 

Our  soldiers  stand  fall  fiuiiy  for  tho  day.  \Etm.nt. 

Alarurna.     Enter  Falstaff. 

Fid.  Thongh  I  could  'scape  shot-free  at  London,  1  fear  the 
shot  here ;  here's  no  scoring,  but  upon  tlie  pate. — Soft  I  who  art 
tliou?  Sir  Walter  Blunt  I— there's  Honor  for  youl  hero's  no 
vanity! — I  am  as  hot  as  molten  lead,  and  as  heavy  too:  heaven 
keep  lead  out  of  me  I  I  have  led  my  raggamnffins  where  they 
are  peppered;  there's  not  three  of  my  hundred  and  fifty  left 
alive ;  and  they  are  for  the  town's  end,  to  beg  during  life.— But 
who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Pniscl  Heset. 

P.  Sen.  "WTiat  I  staud'st  thou  idle  here  ?  lend  me  thy  sword : 
Miiny  a  nobleman  lies  stark  and  stiff 
Under  the  hoofs  of  vaunting  enemies, 
Whose  deaths  are  unreveng'd.    Pr'ythee,  lead  thy  sword. 

Fal.  O  Hall  I  pr'ythee,  give  mo  leave  to  breathe  a  while.— 
Turk  Gregory  never  did  such  deeds  in  arms,  as  I  have  done  this 
day.     I  have  paid  Percy.     I  have  made  him  sure, 

P.  Hen.  He  is,  indeed ;  and  living  to  kill  thee. 
I  pr'ythee,  lend  me  tliy  sword. 

Fitl.  ^ay,  before  heaven,  Hal,  if  Percy  bo  alive,  thou  get'st 
not  ray  sword ;  bnt  take  my  pistol,  if  then  wilt. 

P.  Hen.  Give  it  me  :  wh^t,  is  it  in  the  case? 

Fal.  A.J,  Hal ;  'tis  hot,  'tis  hot ;  there's  that  will  sack  a  city. 
[The  Peinoe  draiBH  out  a  boltle  of  sack. 

P.  Sen.  What !  is't  a  time  to  jest  and  dally  now  ? 

[Throws  it  at,  him,  and  exit. 

Fal.  Well,  if  Percy  be  alive,  I'll  pierce  him.  If  he  do  come  in 
my  way,  so;  if  ho  do  not,  if  I  come  in  his,  willingly,  let  him 
make  a  carbonado  of  me.  I  like  not  such  grinning  honor  as  Sir 
Walter  hath  :  give  me  life :  which  if  I  can  save,  so :  if  not,  honor 
comes  unlooked  for,  and  there's  an  end.  [Exit. 

SCENE  T7 .—Anotlwr  pan  of  the  FieU. 
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Harry,  withdraw  tbyaelf ;  thou  bleed'st  too  much. — 
Lord  John  of  Lancaster,  go  yau  with  him. 

P.  Jokn,  Not  I,  ray  lord,  unless  I  did  bleed  too. 

P.  Sen.  I  beseech  yom"  majesty,  make  up, 
Lest  your  retirement  do  araa^o  vour  friends. 

K.  Sen.  I  will  do  so.— My  lord  of  Westmoreland, 
Lead  him  to  his  teat. 

West.  Come,  my  lord,  Vl\  lead  yon  to  your  tent. 

P.  Sen.  Lead  me,  my  lord!  I  do  not  need  your  help* 
And  heaven  forbid,  a  sballow  scratch  should  drive 
The  prince  of  Wales  from  such  a  field  as  this, 
Wliere  stain'd  nobility  lies  trodden  on, 
And  rebels'  arms  triumph  in  maaaacresi 

P.  John.  Wo  breathe  too  long : — come,   cousin  "Westmoro- 

Our  doty  this  way  lies. 

[Exeunt  Peincb  John  and  WESTMOitBLASB. 

P.  Sen.  By  bearen,  thou  hast  deeeir'd  me,  Lancaster ; 
I  did  not  think  thee  lord  of  sich  a  spirit : 
Before,  I  lov'd  thee  as  a  brother,  John ; 
But  now,  I  do  resgect  thee  as  my  soul, 

K.  Sen.  I  saw  him  bold  lord  Percy  at  the  point, 
With  lustier  maintenance  than  I  did  look  for 
Of  such  an  ungrown  warrior. 

P.  Sen,  O,  this  boy 

Lends  mettle  to  us  all  I  [Exit. 

Alarwrtii.    Enter  Douglas, 

Bouff.  Another  king  1  they  grow  like  Hydra's  heads : 
I  am  the  Douglas,  fatal  to  all  those 
That  wear  those  colors  on  them:— what  art  thou. 
That  counterfeit'st  the  person  of  a  king? 

S,  Sen.  The  king  himself ;  who,  Douglas,  grieves  at  heart. 
So  mjmy  of  bis  shadows  thon  bast  met,' 
And  not  the  very  king,    I  have  two  boys 
Seek  Percy,  and  thyself,  about  the  field  ; 
But,  seeing  thou  fall'st  on  me  so  luckily, 
1  will  assay  thee :  so,  defend  thyself. 

Doug.'  I  fear  thou  art  another  counterfeit; 
And  yet,  in  faith,  thon  bear'st  thee  like  a  king : 
But  mine  I  am  sure  thou  art,  whoe'er  thou  be, 
And  thus  I  win  thee. 

{theyfyht.     The  Kiko  ieing  in  danger,  re-enter 
P.  Hbkrt. 

P.  Sen.  Hold  up  thy  bead,  vile  Scot,  or  thou  art  like 
Never  to  hold  it  up  agwn!  the  spirits 
OfValiant  Shirley,  Stafford,  Blant,  are  in  ray  arms : 
It  is  the  prince  of  Wales  that  threatens  thee ; 
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Who  never  promisetb,  but  he  means  to  pay. — 

[Thej/Jiffht.     DorGLAB^M*. 
Cheerly,  ray  lord:  liow  fareB  your  grace!— 
Sir  Kieholaa  Gawsej  hath  for  auccor  sent, 
And  so  hath  Clifton :  I'll  to  Clifton  straight. 

JT.  Ben.  Stay,  and  breathe  a  whUe : — 
Then  hast  redeem'd  thy  lost  opinion ; 
And  show'd  thon  mak'st  some  tender  of  my  life, 
In  this  fair  rescue  thon  hast  brought  to  me. 

P.  Sen.  They  did  me  too  much  injury, 
That  ever  said  I  hearken'd  for  yonr  death. 
If  it  were  so,  I  might  have  let  alone 
The  insulting  hand  of  Dongiaa  over  yon ; 
Which  woold  have  been  aa  speedy  in  jonr  end, 
As  alt  the  poisonous  potions  in  the  world, 
And  sav'd  the  treacherous  labor  of  yonr  son. 

A"".  Men,  Make  up  to  Clifton :  I'll  to  Sir  Mieholas  Gawsey. 

[Exit. 
Enter  HoTSriin. 

Hot.  If  I  miatalie  not,  thon  art  Harry  Monmouth. 

P.  Hem,.  Thou  speak'st  as  if  I  wonld  deny  my  name. 

Hot.  My  name  is  Harry  Percy. 

2*.  Hen.  Why,  then  I  see 

A  very  valiant  rebel  of  that  name. 
I  am  the  prince  of  Wales ;  and  tbini  not,  Percy, 
To  share  irith  mo  in  glory  any  more : 
Two  stars  keep  not  their  motion  in  one  sphere; 
Nor  can  one  England  brook  a  donble  reign, 
Of  Harry  Percy,  and  the  prince  of  Wales. 

Hot.  Nor  shall  it,  Harry  ;  for  the  honr  is  come 
To  end  the  one  of  ns ;  and  would  to  heaven 
Thy  name  in  arms  were  now  as  great  as  rainel 

P,  Hen.  I'll  mate  it  greater,  ere  I  part  from  thee , 
And  all  the  budding  honors  on  thy  crest 
I'll  crop,  to  make  a  garland  for  my  head. 

Hot.  I  can  no  longer  brook  thy  vanities.  \TheyJlgM. 

Enter  Falstaff. 

Fal.  Wellsaid,Hall  to  it.  Hall— Nay,  yousballfindno  toy's 
play  here,  I  can  tell  you. 

£e-en(er  DoTiGLAs;  Tieflgkta  joiift  TALBTiFF,  mho  falh down  m  if 
he  were  dead,  and  exit  Douglas.  Hotsptjb  is  mounded,  and 
falls. 

Hot.  0,  Harry,  thou  hast  robb'd  me  of  my  yonth  1 
■I  better  brook  the  Joss  of  brittle  life. 
Than  those  proud  titles  thou  lifist  won  of  mo  ; 
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The?  wound  my  thoughts  worse  than  thy  sword  niy  floah: — 

But  thought's  the  slave  of  life,  and  life,  time's  fool ; 

Aiid  time,  that  taltes  survey  of  all  the  world, 

Mu3t  have  a  atop.    0,  I  could  prophesy, 

Bat  that  the  earthy  and  cold  hand  of  death 

Lies  on  my  tongue  : — no,  ?erey",  thou  art  dust. 

And  food  for—  [met. 

P.  Sen.  Tor  worms,  brave  Percy:  farethee  well,  great  teart  I 
111-weav'd  atnhition,  how  mnch  art  thon  shrunk ! 
When  that  this  body  did  contain  a  spirit, 
A  kingdom  for  it  waa  too  small  a  bound  ; 
But  now,  two  paces  of  the  vilest  earth 
Is  room  enough : — this  earth,  that  bears  thoe  dead, 
Bears  not  alive  so  stout  a  gentleman. 
If  thou  wert  sensible  of  courtesy, 
I  should  not  make  so  dear  a  show  of  zeal : 
But  let  my  favors  hide  thy  mangled  face ; 

[Govera  Hotspur  with  Sis  scarf. 
And,  even  in  thy  behalf,  I'll  thank  myself 
Foi"  doing  these  fair  rites  of  tenderness. 
Adieu,  and  take  thy  praise  with  thee  to  heaven? 
Thy  ignomy  sleep  with  thee  in  the  grave. 
But  not  rememher'd  in  thy  epitaph  I — 

[He  sees  Fai.staff  dij  the  ground. 
What,  old  acquaintance !  Conld  not  all  tiiis  flesh 
Keep  in  a  little  life  f    Poor  Jack,  farewell  1 
I  could  have  better  spar'd  a  better  man : 
O.  I  should  have  a  heavy  miss  of  thee. 
If  I  were  mucli  in  love  with  vanity  1 
Death  hath  not  struck  so  fat  a  deer  to-day 
Though  many  dearer,  in  this  blopdy  fi-ay, 
EmboweU'd  will  I  see  thee  by  and  by; 
Till  then,' in  blood  by  noble  Percy  lie.  [Exit 

Fal.  [Eiiinff.']  Embowelled  T  if  thon  embowel  me  to  day,  I'll 
give  you  leave  to  powde'r  me,  and  eat  me  too,  to-morrow.  'Twas 
time  to  counterfeit,  or  that  hot  termagant  Scot  had  paid  mo 
scot  and  lot  too.  Counterfeitl  I  lie,  lam  no  counterfeit:  to 
die,  is  to  bo  a  counterfeit ;  for  he  is  but  the  counterfeit  of  a 
man,  who  hath  not  the  life  of  a  man:  but  to  counterfeit  dying, 
when  a  man  thereby  liveth,  is  to  be  no  counterfeit,  but  the  true 
and  perfect  imt^e  of  life  indeed.  The  better  part  of  valor  Ja 
discretion;  in  the  which  better  part,  I  have  saved  my  life. 
'Zounds  I  I  am  afraid  of  this  gunpowder  Percy,  thongh  he  be 
dead :  how,  if  he  should  counterfeit  too,  and  rise !  by  my  faith, 
I  am  afraid  he  would  prove  the  better  counterfeit.  Therefore 
I'll  make  him  sure;  yea,  and  I'll  swear  I  killed  him.  Why 
may  not  he  rise,  as  well  as  I  ?    Nothing  confutes  me  but  eyes, 
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and  nobody  sees  me  r  therefore,  Birrali,  [StabUng  Mm.]  with  a 
new  ivound  in  you,  come  you  nJong  with  me, 

[Ife  takes  Hotspub  on  his  hacJi. 
He-enter  Tihsce  Henist  and  Pkibob  Jomr. 

P.  Ben.  Come,  brother  John ;  full  bravely  haat  thou  flesli'd 
Thy  maiden  sword. 

P.  John.  But  softi  whom  have  wo  liere? 

Dtd  you  not  tell  me  this  fat  man  was  dead  ? 

P.  Hen.  I  did ;  I  saw  him  dead,  breathless,  and  bleeding 
On  the  gronnd— 
Art  thou  alive  ?  or  is  it  fantasy 
That  plays  upon  our  eyesight  ?    I  pr'ythee,  speak ; 
We  will  not  trust  onr  eyes,  without  our  ears:— 
Thon  art  not  what  thou  seem'st. 

Fal.  No,  that's  certain ;  I  am  cot  a  double  man :  but  if  I  be 
not  Jack  Falstaff,  then  am  1  a  Jaek.  There  is  Percy :  [Throwing 
the  body  down.]  if  your  father  will  do  ma  any  honor,  so ;  if  not, 
let  him  kill  tlie  next  Percy  himself.  I  look  to  he  either  earl  or 
dnke,  I  can  assure  you. 

P.  Men.  Why,  Percy  I  killed  myself,  and  saw  thee  dead. 

Fai.  Didst  thou?— Lord,  lord,  how  this  world  is  given  to  ly- 
mg !— I  grant  you  I  was  down,  and  out  of  breath ;  and  so  was  he  ■ 
but  wo  roae  both  at  an  instant,  and  fonght  a  long  hour  by 
Shrewsbury  clock.  If  I  may  be  believed,  so  ;  if  not,  let  them 
that  should  reward  valor  bear  the  sin  upon  their  own  heads 
I'll  take  it  upon  my  death,  I  gave  him  this  wound :  if  the  man 
were  alive,  and  would  deny  it,  'zounds,  I  would  make  him  eat  a 
piece  of  my  sword. 

P.  John.  This  is  the  strangest  tale  that  e'er  I  lieard. 

P.  Sm.  This  b  the  strangest  fellow,  brother  John.— 
Come,  bring  your  luggage  nobly  on  your  back : 
For  my  parlj  if  a  lie  may  do  thee  grace, 

ril  gild  it  with  the  happiest  terms  Ihave,    [A  retreat i«  sounded. 
The  trumpet  sounds  retreat ;  the  day  is  ours. 
Oome,  broUier,  let  ns  to  the  highest  of  the  field. 
To  see  what  friends  ai-e  living,  who  are  dead. 

[Bxeunt  Pkincb  Henky  and  Pmnob  Joitn. 

J^al.  1 11  follow,  aa  they  say,  for  reward.  He  that  rewards  me, 

heaven  i-oward  him !    If  I  do  grow  great,  I'll  grow  less ;  for  I'll 

i-eform,  and  leave  sack,  and  live  cleanly,  as  a  nobleman  should  do. 

lEdt,  iearing  off  the  body. 
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SCENE  Y.— Another  Part  of  the  Field. 
The  trumpets  sound.    Enter  Kiso  IIesp.t,  Peitjch  Heney,  Pbikcb 
John,  WEsTMOEELiKD,  and  others,  with  Wobcesteb  and 
Vbrsos,  prisoners. 

K.Ren.  Thus  ever  did  rebellion  find  rebuke. — 
ni-spirited  Worcester  1  did  we  not  send  grace, 
Pardon,  and  terms  of  love  to  oil  of  yon? 
And  woold'st  thou  turn  our  offers  eontrarj ! 

Wor.  What  I  have  done,  my  aafety  urg'd  me  to; 
And  I  embrace  this  fortune  patiently, 
Since  not  to  be  avoided  it  falls  on  me. 

K.  Hen.  Bear  Worcester  to  the  death,  and  Vemon  too : 
Other  offenders  we  will  pause  on. — 

[m^nt  WoECKSTER  and  Vbgbos,  guarded. 
How  goes  the  field  1 

P.  Hen.  The  noble  Scot,  lord  Douglas,  when  he  saw 
The  fortune  of  the  day  quite  turn'd  from  him, 
The  noble  Percy  slain,  and  all  his  men 
Upon  the  foot  of  fear, — fled  with  the  rest; 
And  falling  from  a  hill,  he  was  so  bruis'd, 
That  the  pursuers  took  him.    At  my  tent 
The  Donglas  is ;  and  I  beseech  your  grace,  j, 

I  may  dispose  of  him. 

K.  Hen.  With  all  my  heart. 

P.  Hen.  Then,  brother  John  of  Lancaster,  to  yoa 
This  honorable  bounty  shaD  belong : 
Go  to  the  Douglas,  and  deliver  him 
Fp  to  his  pleasure,  ransomlesa,  and  free : 
His  valor,  shown  upon  our  crests  to-day. 
Hath  taught  ns  how  to  cherish  snch  high  deeds. 
Even  In  the  bosom  of  our  adversaries, 

P.  John.  I  thank  your  grace  for  this  high  courtesy. 
Which  1  shall  give  away  immediately. 

K.  Hen.  Then  this  remains, — that  we  divide  our  power. — 
Tou,  son  John,  and  ray  cousin.  Westmoreland, 
Towards  York  shall  bend  you,  with  yonr  dearest  speed. 
To  meet  Northumberland,  and  the  prelate  Scroop, 
Who,  as  we  hear,  are  busily  in  arms: 
Myself  and  you,  son  Barry,  will  towards  Wales, 
To'flght  with  Glendower  and  the  earl  of  March. 
ItebeUion  in  this  land  shall  lose  his  sway. 
Meeting  the  check  of  such  another  day : 
And  since  tliis  business  so  fair  is  done. 
Let  us  not  leave  till  all  our  own  be  won.  ~ 
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Tub  second  portion  of  the  History  of  Henry  the  Fonrtli  is  not  considered  eijnal 
to  tiie  opoDlng  part:  tlis  tame  fidelity  of  dellnEatloD  in  the  strictly  tJElorical  aub- 
Jeota  is,  however,  pteeorFcd,  oa  Id  the  first  part,  and  in  the  comic  characters  we 
lave  a  rich  addition  in  Jnsticfl  SHallow,  Silence,  and  their  reliJners.  dsareconl 
of  historical  erenls.  and  In  its  tmthfli]  picture  of  the  Banners  and  habits  of  the 
ttmea,  the  whole  drama  ia,  however,  worthy  of  carefijl  slndy  by  the  youthfal  read- 
ers of  Shakspeara.  Tho  action  of  this  dranuttlc  lialory  lakes  up  abont  nine  years, 
Mmmenoing  with  the  account  of  Hotspur's  dcreat  and  death  at  Shrewsbnry,  1403, 
and  closing  wilh  the  death  of  Henry  the  Fourth,  and  the  coronation  of  Henry  the 
rirth,  1412-13. 
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A  Gentleman  attending  on  the  Chief  Justice 

EaBL  of  NORTHUMBERtAND, 

ScBOOP,  Archbishop  of  York. 
Lord  Mowbbat, 
Lord  Uastikgs, 

Sir  John  Colevilb, 
Tbaseks  and  Mobton,  Retaine, 
Sit  John  Falstaff. 
His  Page. 
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Fekdlb,  and  Bull-calf,  Eeci-viis. 
0§ixi-a. 

Lady  Northcmberlakh, 
HoaLa^QuTcKLY. 

Lords  ani  Attendants  i  OHiccra,  Soldiers,  Messenger,  Drawers,  Grooms,  4c, 
SCENE,— Enclasd. 


SCENE  l.—WaThtoTth  Castle. 
Enter  Lokd  BAEcoLPn. 
L,  Bard,  "Who  keeps  the  gat«  tere  ?  lo ! — 
Enter  Porter  abone  the  gate. 

Where  is  tlie  e 
Port.  What  shall  I  say  you  are! 
L.  Bard.  Tell  thou  the  eail, 

That  the  lord  Bardolph  doth  attend  him  hero. 

Port.  Hia  lordship  is  walk'd  forth  into  the  orchai-d : 
Please  it  your  honor,  knock  hat  at  the  gate, 
And  he  himself  will  answer. 
L.  Bard.  Here  comes  the  ear). 

[Exit  Porter  a 
Enter  Nohtscmbekland. 
Mrth.  What  news,  lord  Bardolph  ?  every  minute  now 
Should  be  the  father  of  some  stratagem. 
The  times  are  wild :  contention,  like  a  horse 
Full  of  high  feeding,  madly  hath  broke  loose, 
And  bears  down  all  before  him. 

L.  Bard.  Noble  earl, 

I  bring  you  certain  news  from  Shrewsbury. 
North.  Good,  sta  heaven  will  I 

L.  Bard.  As  good  as  heart  can  wia 

The  Iting  is  almost  wounded  to  the  death ; 
And,  in  the  fortune  of  my  lord  your  son, 
Prince  Harry  slain  outright.    O,  such  a  day, 
So  fought,  so  follow'd,  and  so  fairly  won, 
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Game  not  till  now  to  dignify  the  times, 
SiDce  Ctesar's  I'ortuneal 

North.  How  is  this  deriv'J  ? 

Saw  you  the  field  ?  came  yon  from  Shrewsbury  ? 

L.  Bard.  I  spake  with  one,  my  lord,  that  came  fi'oni  t!.enee 
A  gentleman  well  bred,  and  of  good  name, 
That  freely  render'd  ine  these  news  for  true. 

North.  Here  comes  my  servant,  Travera,  whom  I  sent 
On  Tuesday  last  to  listen  after  news. 

L.  Bard.  My  lord,  I  over-rode  him  on  the  way ; 
And  he  is  fumish'd  with  uo  certainties, 
ilore  than  he  haply  may  retail  from  me. 
Enter  Tkiteeb. 

North.  Now,  Travors,  what  good  tidings  come  with  you? 

Tra.  My  lord.  Sir  John  Umfrevile  tnrn'd  me  back 
With  joyful  tidings ;  and,  being  better  hora'd. 
Out-rode  me.    After  hun  came  spurring  bard 
A  gentleman,  almost  forspent  with  speed. 
That  stopp'd  by  me  to  breathe  his  bloodied  horse. 
He  ask'd  the  way  to  Cheater ;  and  of  him 
1  did  demand,  what  news  from  Shrewsbnry: 
He  told  me  that  rebellion  had  bad  luck, 
And  that  young  Harry  Percy's  spar  was  cold. 

North:  Ha!— Again : 

Said  he,  young  Harry  Percy's  spur  was  coH^ 
Of  Hotspur,  coldapur  ?  that  rebellion 
Had  mot  ill  luck) 

L.  Bard.  My  lord,  I'll  tell  yon  what ; 

If  my  yonng  lord  your  son  have  not  the  day. 
Upon  mine  honor,  for  a  alken  point 
I'll  give  my  barony  r  never  tali  of  it^ 

North.  Wliy  should  the  gentleman,  that  rode  by  Travers, 
Give,  then,  such  instances  of  loss ! 

X.  Bard.  Who,  he  t 

He  was  some  hilding  fellovr,  that  had  stolen 
The  horse  he  rode  on ;  and,  upon  my  life. 
Spoke  at  a  venture. — Look,  here  comes  more  news. 
Enter  Mobton. 

North.  Yea,  this  man's  brow,  like  to  a  title-leaf, 
Foretels  the  nature  of  a  tragic  volume ; 
So  looks  the  strand,  whereon  th'  imperions  flood 
Hath  left  a  witness'd  usurpation. 
Say,  Morton,  didst  thou  come  from  Shrewsbury? 

Mer.  I  ran  from  Shrewsbnry,  my  noble  loi'd ; 
Where  hateful  deatli  put  on  liis  ugliest  mask. 
To  fright  our  party. 
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North.  How  doth  my  son  and  brother  f 
Thou  trembkst ;  and  the  whiteness  in.  thy  cheek 
Is  apter  than  thy  tongue  to  tell  thy  errand. 
Even  sucli  a  man,  80  faint,  so  spiritiess, 
So  dull,  90  dead  in  look,  so  woe-begone, 
Dl'ow  Priam's  curtain  in  the  dead  of  night. 
And  would  have  told  him,  half  his  Troy  was  bam'd ; 
But  Priam  found  the  fire,  ere  he  his  tongue. 
And  I  my  Percy's  death,  ere  thou  report'st  it. 
This  thou  would'et  say, — Tour  son  did  thus,  and  thus ; 
Your  brother,  thus ;  so  fought  the  noble  Douglas ; 
Stopping  my  greedy  ear  with  their  bold  deeds : 
But  in  the  end,  to  stop  mine  ear  indoed_. 
Thou  hast  a  sigh  to  blow  away  this  praise. 
Ending  with — brother,  son,  and  all  are  dead. 

Mor.  Douglas  is  living,  and  your  brothor,  yet; 
But,  for  my  loi-d  your  son, — 

Jfort/i.  "Why,  be  is  doad.- 

See,  what  a  ready  tongue  suspicion  hath  ! 
He  that  but  fears  the  thing  he  would  not  know. 
Hath,  by  instinct,  knowledge  irom  others'  eyes, 
That  what  he  fear'dis  chauc'd.     Yet  speaK,  Moi'ton) 
Tell  thou  thy  earl  hia  divination  lies, 
And  I  will  take  it  as  a  sweet  disgrace. 
And  make  thee  rich  for  doing  me  such  wroni,'. 

Mar.  You  are  too  great  to  be  by  me  gainsaid  : 
Your  spirit  is  too  true,  your  fears  too  certain. 

North.  Yet,  for  all  thia,  say  not  that  Percy's  dead. — 
I  see  a  strange  confession  in  thine  eye ; 
Thou  shak'st  thy  head,  and  bold'st  it  fear,  or  sin, 
To  speak  a  truth.     If  he  he  slain,  say  so ; 
The  tongue  offends  not,  that  reports  bis  death ; 
And  he  doth  du  that  doth  belie  the  dead ; 
Not  he  which  says  the  dead  is  not  alive. 
Yet  the  first  bringer  of  unwelcome  news 
Hath  but  a  losing  office ;  and  his  tongue 
Sounds  ever  after  as  a  sullen  bell, 
Eemsmber'd  knolling  a  departing  friend. 

L.  Bird.  I  cannot  think,  my  lord,  your  son  is  dead. 

M)r.  I  am  sorry  I  should  force  you  to  believe 
That  which  I  would  to  heaven  I  had  not  seen; 
But  these  mine  eyes  saw  him  in  bloody  state, 
Eaudering  faint  quittance,  wearied  and  ontbreath'd, 
To  Harry  Monmouth ;  whose  swift  wrath  beat  down 
The  never tdaunted  Percy  to  the  earth, 
From  whence  with  life  he  never  more  sprung  up. 
In  few,  his  death,  (whosa  spirit  lent  a  fire 
Even  to  the  dullest  peasant  in  his  camp,) 
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Being  bmited  once,  took  fire  and  heat  away 
From  the  hest  temper'd  courage  in  his  troops ; 
For  from  his  metal  was  hia  party  steel'd ; 
Wiiicli  once  in  him  abated,  sU  the  rest 
Turn'd  on  themselves,  like  dull  and  heavy  lead. 
The  sum  of  all 

Is  that  the  king  hath  v»-on ;  and  hath  sent  out 
A.  speedy  power  to  encounter  you,  my  lord, 
Under  the  conduct  of  young  Lancaster, 
And  Westmoreland.    This  is  the  news  at  full. 

JfoTtk.  For  this  I  shnU  have  time  enough  to  mourn. 
In  poison  there  is  physio ;  and  these  news. 
Having  been  weU,  that  wonid  have  made  me  sick, 
Being  sick,  have  in  some  measure  made  me  well; 
And  as  the  wretch,  whose  fever- weaken'd  joints, 
Like  Btrengthless  hinges,  buckle  under  life. 
Impatient  of  hia  fit,  hi-eaks  like  a  lire 
Out  of  his  keeper's  arms ;  even  so  my  limbs, 
"Weaken'd  with  grief,  bwog  now  enrag'd  with  grief; 
Are  thrice  themselves. 

ITow  hind  my  brows  with  iron ;  and  approach 
The  ragged'st  hour  that  time  and  spite  dare  bring, 
To  frown  upon  th'  enrag'd  Northumberland! 
Let  heaven  kiss  earth !  now  let  not  nature's  hand 
Keep  the  wild  flood  confln'd  I  let  order  die ! 
And  let  this  world  no  longer  be  a  stage, 
To  feed  contention  in  a  lingering  act ; 
But  let  one  spirit  of  the  first-born  Cain 
Reign  in  all  bosoms,  that,  each  heart  being  set 
On  bloody  courses,  the  rude  scene  may  end, 
And  darkness  be  theburier  of  the  dead! 

Tra.  This  strained  passion  doth  yon  wrong,  my  lord. 

Z,  Bwrd.  Sweet  earl,  divorce  not  wisdom  from  your  honor, 

Mor.  The  lives  of  all  your  loving  complices 
Lean  on  your  health ;  and  wliich,  if  you  give  o'er 
To  stormy  passion,  must  perforce  decay. 

L.  Bard.  We  ail,  that  are  engaged  to  this  loss, 
Knew  that  we  ventnr'd  on  such  dangerous  seas. 
That  if  we  wrought  out  Ufe,  'twas  ten  to  one ; 
And  yet  we  ventur'd,  for  the  gain  propos'd 
Cliok'd  the  respect  of  likely  peril  fear'd; 
And  since  we  are  o'erset,  venture  again. 
Oome,  we  will  all  put  forth;  body,  and  goods. 

Mor.  'Tis  more  than  time :  and],  my  most  noble  lord, 
I  hear  for  certain,  and  to  speak  the  truth, 
The  gentle  archbishop  of  York  is  up, 
With  well-appointed  powers. 
And  more,  nnd  less,  do  llock  to  follow  him. 
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North.  I  knew  of  this  before ;  but,  to  speafc  troth, 
This  present  grief  had  wip'd  it  from  my  mind. 
Go  in  with  me ;  and  counsel  every  man 
The  aptest  way  for  safety,  and  revenge : 
Get  posts  and  letters,  and  make  friends  with  speed ; 
Never  so  few,  and  never  yet  more  need.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  n.— London.    A  Street. 


Fal.  Men  of  all  sorts  take  a  pride  to  gird  at  mo ;  the  brain  of 
this  foulish-cumpounded  clay,  man,  is  not  able  to  invent  any 
thing  that  tends  to  laughter,  more  than  I  invent,  or  is  invented 
on  me ;  I  am  not  only  witty  in  myself,  but  the  cause  that  wit  is 
in  other  men.  [To  Page.}  If  the  prince  put  thee  into  ray  service 
for  any  other  reason  than  to  set  me  off,  why  then,  I  have  no 
judgment.  He  may  keep  his  own  grace,  but  he  is  almost  ont  of 
mine,  I  can  aaanre  Iiim. — What  said  master  Dumbleton  about  the 
satin  for  my  short  cloak,  and  my  slops! 

Page.  He  Siud,  sir,  you  should  procure  him  better  assurance 
than  Bardolpli :  he  would  not  take  his  bond  and  yours ;  he  liked 
not  the  security. 

Fal.  Let  him  be  hanged  I  A  vile  Achitoplell  a  rascally  yea- 
forsooth  knave !  to  bear  a  gentleman  in  hand,  and  then  stand 
upon  security  I — The  smooth-pates  do  now  wear  nothing  but 
high  shoes,  and  bunches  of  keys  at  their  girdles ;  and  if  a  man 
is  thorough  with  them  in  honest  taking  up,  then  they  must  stand 
upon  security.  I  had  as  lief  they  would  put  ratsbane  in  my 
mouth,  as  offer  to  stop  it  with  security.  I  looked  he  should 
have  sent  me  two  and  twenty  yards  of  satin,  as  I  am  a  true 
knight,  and  he  sends  me  security.     Where's  Bardolph? 

Page.  He's  gone  into  Smithfield,  to  buy  your  worship  a  horse, 

Fal.  I  bought  him  in  Pauls,  and  he'll  buy  me  ahorseinBmith- 
field. 

Page.  Sir,  hero  comes  the  nobleman  that  committed  the  prince 
for  striking  him  about  Bai'dolph. 

Fal.  Wait  close  ;  I  will  not  see  him, 

Fhter  the  Lord  Chief  Justice  and  an  Attendant. 

Ch.  Just.  What's  he  that  goes  there! 

Atten.  FaJstatf,  an't  please  your  lordship. 

Gh.  Jvst.  He  that  was  in  question  for  the  robbery! 

Atten,  He,  my  lord:  but  he  hath  since  done  good  service  at 
Shrewsbury ;  and,  as  I  hear,  is  now  going  with  some  charge  to 
the  lord  John  of  Lancaster. 

G/i.  Juit.  What,  to  York!     Call  him  back  again. 


Hosted  by  Google 


KING  HENRY   IV.  169 

Atten,  Sir  JohnFalstaffI 

Fal.  Boy,  tell  him  I  am  deaf. 

Page.  You  mnst  speak  louder;  my  mnster  is  deaf. 

Gh.Jiut.  I  am  sure  ho  is,  to  tlie  hearing  of  any  thing  good.— 
Oo,  plucfc  him  by  the  elbow ;  I  must  speak  with  him. 

Atten.  Sir  John,- — 
_  Fal.  WhatI  a  young  kna™,  andhegging?  Is  there  not  wars? 
13  there  not  employment?  doth  not  the  king  lack  subjects  f  do 
not  the  rebels  need  soldiers  J  Though  it  be  a  shame  to  be  on  an v 
side  but  one,  it  Is  worse  shame  to  beg  than  to  be  on  the  worst 
side,  were  it  worse  than  the  name  of  rebeilioa  can  tell  how  to 
make  it 

Atten.  Ton  mistake  me,  air. 

Fal.  Why,  sir,  did  I  say  yon  were  an  honest  man !  setting  my 
knighthood  and  my  soldiership  aside,  I  had  lied  in  ray  throat  if 
I  had  said  so. 

Atten.  1  pi-ay  yon,  sir,  then  set  yonr  knighthood  and  your 
soldiership  aside ;  and  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  you  lie  in  your 
throat,  if  yon  say  I  am  any  other  than  an  honest  man. 

Fal.  I  give  thee  leave  to  tell  me  so  1  J  lay  aside  that  which 
grows  to  me  !  If  thou  get'st  any  leave  o'me,  hang  me ;  if  thou 
takest  leave,  thon  wert  better  be  hanged.   Hence  1  avauntl 

Atten.  Slr,_iny  lord  would  speak  with  yoli. 

Ch.  Juit.  Sir  John  Falstaff,  a  word  with  yoa. 

J!ii  My  good  lord  I  heaven  give  your  loi-dship  good  time  of 
day.  1  am  glad  to  see  your  lordship  abroad:  I  heard  say,  your 
lordship  was  sick  :  I  hope,  your  lordship  goes  abroad  by  advice. 
Your  lordship,  though  not  clean  past  your  youth,  hath  yet  some 
smack  of  ^e  in  yon,  some  relish  of  the  saltness  of  time ;  and  I 
most  humbly  beseech  your  lordship  to  have  a  reverend  care  of 
your  health. 

Oh.  Jmt.  Sir  John,  I  sent  for  yon  before  your  expedition  to 
Shrewsbury. 

Fal.  An't  please  your  lordship,  I  hear  his  majesty  is  returned 
with  some  discomfort  from  Wales. 

Uh.  -Just.  I  talk  not  of  his  m^esty;— you  would  cot  come 
when  I  sent  for  you. 

Fal.  And  I  iiear,  moreover,  his  highness  has  fallen  into  this 
vile  apoplexy. 


Fal.  This  apoplexy  is,  as  I  taie  it,  a  kind  of  lethargy,  an't 
please  your  lordship ;  a  kind  of  sleeping  in  the  blood,  a  sort  of 
tiQghng. 

Oh.  Just.  What  tdl  you  me  of  it  ?  be  it  as  it  i?. 

F^.  It  hath  its  ortgiual  from  much  grief,  from  study,  and  per- 
turbation of  the  brain  :  I  have  read  the  cause  of  his  effects  in 
Galen ;  it  is  a  kind  of  deafness. 


Hosted  by  Google 


170  HISTORICAL  SHAKSPK,UiIAU  KEADER. 

Ch.  Just.  I  think  you  are  fallen  into  the  disease ;  for  you  hear 
Dot  what  I  say  to  you. 

Fal.  Very  well,  my  lord,  very  well:  rather,  an't  please  you, 
it  is  the  disease  of  not  liBteniD;;,  the  malady  of  not  marking,  that 
I  am  troubled  withal. 

Ck  Jvst.  To  punish  you  by  the  heels,  would  amend  the  atten- 
tion of  your  eaifi ;'  and  I  care  not,  if  I  do  become  your  physician. 

Fhl.  lames  poor  as  Job,  my  lord,  but  not  so  patient :  your 
lordship  may  minister  the  potion  of  imprisonment  to  me,  in  re- 
spect of  poverty;  bnt  how  1  shoald  be  yonr  patient  to  follow 
your  presci-iptions,  tho  wise  may  make  some  dram  of  a  scruple, 
or,  indeed,  a  scruple  itself. 

Ck.  Just.  I  sent  for  you,  when  there  were  matters  against  you 
for  yonr  life,  to  come  speak  with  me. 

Fal.  As  I  was  then  advised  by  my  leai-ned  counsel  in  the  laws 
of  this  land-service,  I  did  not  come. 

Oh.  Just.  Well,  the  truth  is,  Sir  John,  you  live  in  great  m- 

Fal.  He  tkat  buckles  him  in  my  belt,  cannot  live  in  less. 

Ch.  Juit.  Your  means  are  very  slender,  and   your  waste  is 

Fal.  I  would  it  were  otherwise;  I  would  my  moans  were 
greater,  and  my  waist  slenderer. 

Oh.  Just.  You  have  misled  the  youthful  prince. 
Fal.  The  young  prince  hath  misled  me. 
Ch.  Jvst.  Well,  I  am  loath  to  gall  a  new-healed  wound :  year 
day's  service  at  Shrewsbury  hath  a  little  ^Ided  over  journight  b 
exploit  on  Gadshill :  you  may  thank  tlie  unquiet  time  for  your 
quiet  o'erposting  that  action. 
Fal.  My  lord,— 

OA.  Just.  But  since  all  is  weB,  keep  it  so :  wake  not  a  sleeping 
wplf. 
Fal.  To  wake  a  wolf,  is  as  bad  as  to  smell  a  fox. 
Ch.  Jii»L  What  I  you  are  a?  a  candle,  Uie  better  part  burnt  out. 
Fal.  A  wassail  candle,  my  lord;  all  tallow:  if  I  did  say  of 
Trax,  my  growth  would  approve  the  truth. 

Oh.  Jyat.  There  is  not  a  white  hair  on  your  face,  but  should 
have  his  effect  of  gravity.  You  follow  the  young  prince  up  and 
down,  like  his  ill  angel. 

Fal.  Not  so,  my  lord ;  your  ill  angel  is  light  j  butlhopohe 
that  looks  upon  me,  will  take  me  without  weighing :  and  yet,  in 
some  i-espccts,  I  grant,  I  cannot  go, — I  cannot  tell.  Tirtue  is  of 
so  httle  regard  ia  these  coster-monger  times,  that  true  valor  is 
turned  bear-herd :  sharpness  is  made  a  tapster,  and  hath  his 
quick  wit  wasted  in  giving  reckonings :  all  tho  other  gilts  ap- 
pertinent  to  man,  as  the  malice  of  this  age  shapes  them,  are  not 
worth  agooseherry.  You,  that  are  old,  consider  not  the  capa- 
cities of  us  that  are  young ;  yon  measure  the  heat  of  our  livers 
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by  the  bitterness  of  your  galls:  and  we  that  are  in  the  vaward 
of  our  youth,  I  must  confess,  nre  wags  too. 

Ch.  Jmt.  Do  you  set  (loan  your  UMUe  in  the  scroll  of  youtli, 
thftt  are  written  dTown  old  with  ail  (be  cbaracterg  o'f  agef  Have 
yoa  not  a  moist  eyef  a  dry  band!  a  yellow  cheek?  a  white 
beard?  a  decreasing  leg?  an  increasing  stomach?  Is  not  yonr 
voice  broken!  jour  wjad  short?  your  chin  double!  your  wit 
siggle  !  and  every  part  about  you  touched"  with  "antiquity !  and 
will  you  yet  call  yourself  young!    Fiej  fie,  fie.  Sir  John  1 

Fal.  My  lord,  I  was  bom  about  three  of  theclockTn  the  aftei-- 
noon,  with  a  whifa  head,  and  something  of  a  roundness.  For 
my  voice,— I  have  lost  it  with  hollaing,  and  sin^'ng  of  an- 
thems. To  approve  my  youth  farther,  I  will  not :  the  truth  is, 
I  am  only  old  in  judgment  and  understanding :  and  he  that  will 
caper  wiUi  me  for  a  thonsand  marks,  let  him  lend  me  the  money, 
and  have  at  him.  For  the  bos  o'  tJie  ear  that  the  prince  gave 
youj— ho  gave  it  like  arude  prince,  and  you  took  it  like  a  sensible 
lord.  I  have  checked  him  for  it ;  and  the  young  lion  repents,— 
marry,  not  in  ashes  and  sackcloth,  but  in  new  silk  and  old  sack. 

Gh.  Jmt.  Well,  heaven  send  the  prince  a  better  companion  1 

Fal.  Heaven  send  the  companion  a  better  prince  I  I  cannot 
rid  my  hands  of  liim. 

Oh.  J%$f.  Wall,  the  kijjg  hath  severed  you  nnd  prince  Harry : 
I  hear,  you  are  going  witli  lord  John  of  Lancaster  against  the 
archbishop,  and  the  earl  of  Northumberland..  "" 

RfiTYea;  I  thank  yonrprettysweetwit  for  it.  But  look  yon, 
pray,  all  you  that  kiss  my  lady  Peace  at  home,  fiat  our  armies 
join  not  on  a  hot  day;  if  it  be  a  hot  day,  and  I  brandish  any 
thing  but  my  bottle,  I  would  I  might  never  spit  white  again. 
There  is  not  a  dangerous  action  can  peep  out  his  head,  but  I  am 
tlirnst  upon  it :  well,  I  cannot  last  ever :  but  it  was  always  yet 
the  trick  of  our  English  nation,  if  they  have  a  good  thing,  to 
make  it  too  common.  If  you  will  needs  say  I  am  an  old  man, 
you  should  give  me  rest.  I  would  to  heaven,  my  name  were  not 
so  terrible  to  the  enemy  as  it  is:  I  were  better  to  bo  eaten  to 
death  with  rust,  than  to  be  scoured  to  nothing  with  perpetual 
motion. 

Ch.  Jiat.  ■ffell,  be  honest,  be  honest ;  and  heaven  bless  your 
cspedition. 

Fal.  Will  your  lordship  lend  mo  a  thousand  pound  to  furnish 
me  forth! 

Oh.  Jittt.  Not  a  penny,  not  a  penny;  yon  are  too  impatient 
to  bear  crosses  Fare  yon  well :  commend  me  to  ray  cousin 
Westmoreland.  [Exevnt  Chief  Justice  and  Attendant. 

Fal.  Ifl  do,  fillip  mo  with  a  three-man  beetle.  A  nan  cannot 
separate  age  and  covetousness.    Boyl 

Page.  Sir? 

Fal.  'Wlint  moiiej-  is  in  my  piirae! 
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Page.  Seven  groats  and  two-penee. 

Fal.  I  eau  gut  no  remedy  against  thia  consamption  of  the 
purse ;  borrowing  only  lingera  and  lingers  it  out,  but  the  disease 
is  incurable.— Go  bear  this  letter  to  inj  lord  of  Lancaster;  tLis 
to  the  prince  ;  this  to  the  earl  of  Westmoreland ;  and  this  to  old 
mistresa  Ursula,  whom  I  have  weekly  sworn  to  marry  since  I 
perceived  the  first  white  hair  on  my  chin.  About  it:  yon  know 
where  to  find  lac,  [Exit  Page.]  A  roorridn  on  this  gouti  It 
plays  the  rogne  with  my  great  toe.  It  is  no  matter,  if  I  do  halt ; 
I  have  the  wars  for  my  color,  and  my  pension  shall  seem  the 
more  reasonable,  A  good  wit  will  make  use  of  any  thing :  I  will 
turn  diseascji  to  commodity.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III.— York.    A  Soom  in  the  Archbishop's  PiUee. 


Arch.  Thus  have  you  heard  our  cause,  and  known  our  mean 
And,  my  mqst  noble  friends,  I  pray  you  all. 
Speak  plainly  your  opinions  of  our  hopes ; — 
AfiA  first,  lord  marshal,  what  sa^  yon  k)  it  f 

Movfi.  I  well  allpw  the  oecaaion  of  our  arms ; 
Bat  gladly  would  be  better  satisfied, 
IJpw,  in  our  means,  we  shgnld  advance  onrselvea 
To  loijk  with  forehead  bold  and  big  enough 
tlgon  the  power  and  puissanoe  of  uie  king. 

Miut.  Our  pi^esent  musters"  grow  upoBTthe  file 
To  five  and  twenty  thousand  men  of  choice ; 
And  our  supplies  live  largely  in  the  hope 
Of  gr^at  Northumberland,  whose  bosom  burns 
With  an  incensed  fire  of  injnries. 

£.  Bard.  The  question,  then, Lord  Hastrng^i   stiiidi.tli  thus, 
Whether  our  presenrfive  anS  twenty  thousand 
May  hold  up  head  without  Northumberland 

/fcCWith  him,  we  teW- 

L.  Bard.  Ay,  marry,  there''!  the  pmnt 

But  if  withgut  him  we  be  thought  too  feeble. 
My  judgment  is,  we  should  not  step  too  far, 
Till  we  hf^  his  assistance  by  the  hand. 

Arch.  'Tis  very  true,  lord  Bardolph ;  for,  ind.eed, 
It  was  young  Hotspur's  case  at  Shrewsbury. 

ETBard.  It  was,  my  lord. 

Ha*t.  Grant,  that  onr  hopes  (yet  likely  of  fair  bii;th,) 
Should  he  still-born,  and  tgi*  we  now  possesa'd 
The  utmost  man  of  expectation ; 
I  think  we  arc  a  body  strong  enough, 
Everi  as  wo  arc,  to  equiil  with  the  king. 
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L.  Bard.  What  1  ia  the  kjng  but  five  and  twenty  tLonsand  1 

Hast.  To  us,  no  more ;  nay,  not  so  much,  lord  Bardolph, 
For  his  divisions,  as  the  time  do  brawl, 
Are  in  three  Leads. 

Arch.  That  he  sliould  draw  his  several  strcngtlis  together, 
And  come  gainst  us  in  fall  puissance. 
Need  not  be  dreaded. 

Ha»t.  If  he  ahould  do  so, 

He  leaves  his  hack  unarm'd,  the  Trench  and  Welsh 
BaymJ5  him  at  the  heels :  never  fear  that. 

L.  Bard.  Who,  is  it  lilie,  ehonld  lead  his  forces  hither? 

Haet.  The  duke  of  Lancaster,  and  Westmoreland' 
Against  the  Welsh,  himself  and  Harry  Monmouth ; 
But  who  is  substitnted  'gajnst  the  JFrench, 
I  have  no  certam  notice, 

Areh.  Let  ns  qo, 

And  publish  the  occaBion  of  our  arms. 
What  trust  is  in  these  times! 
They  that,  when  Jiicherd  liv'd,  would  have  him  die, 
Are  now  beoome  cnamor'd  on  his  grave : 
Thou,  that  thre'w'st  dost  upon  his  goodly  head, 
Wien  throngh  proud  London  ho  came  sighjng  OH 
After  th'  admired  heels  of  Bolingbroke, 
Ory'st  now,  "  O  earth,  yield  us  that  king  again, 
And  tahe  thou  thisl  "    O,  thonghta  of  men  accurst  I 
Past,  and  to  come,  seem  best ;  things  present,  worst. 

Mowi.  Shall  we  go  draw  our  numbers,  and  set  on? 

Heat.  We  are  time's  subjects,  and  time  bids  be  gone.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  I.— London.    A  Street. 

Enter  RoBtm  Quickly;  Fako,  and  hit  Boy,  mtl  hyr ;  and 

S.fAEE  folliming. 

Host.  Master  Fang,  have  you  entered  the  action  ? 

Fang.  It  is  entered. 

Hoet.  Where's  your  yeoman  ?    Is  It  a  lusty  yeoman  ?  will  he 
stand  to't ! 

Fang.  Sirrah,  where's  Snare? 

Host.  O  lerd,  ay  1  good  master  Snare. 

Snare.  Here,  here. 

Fang.  Buare,  we  must  arrest  Sir  John  Falstaff. 

Most.   Yea,  good  master  Sngre ;  I  have  entered  him  and  all. 

Snare.  It  may  chance  cost  some  of  us  our  lives,  for  he  will  stab. 

Host.  Alas  the  day !  take  heed  of  him ;  he  stabbed  me  in 
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mine  own  house :  in  good  faitb,  he  cares  Bot  what  mischief  he 
doth  ;  he  will  spare  neither  man,  woman,  nor  child. 

Ming.  If  I  can  close  with  him,  1  care  not  for  his  tlimst, 

Hoef.  Til  he  at  your  elbov.'. 

Fang.  An  I  hyt  fist  him  once ;  an  he  come  hut  witlitn  my 

Host.  I  am  undone  by  his  going ;  I  warrant  yon,  he's  an  in- 
finitive thing  upon  my  score  ; — good  master  Fang,  hold  hiia  sure. 
Yonder  Ke  comes;  and  that  nixant  malmsey-nose  knave,  Bar- 
dolph,  with  him.  Do  your  offices,  do  your  offices,  master  Fang 
and  master  Snare ;  do  me,  do  me,  do  me  your  otfices. 

Miter  Sir  Johk  Falstajjf,  Page,  and  BAEcotPn. 

I'al.  How  now  I  whose  mare's  dead !  what's  the  matter? 

Fkng.  Sir  J^d,  I  arrest  yon  at  Oie  suit  of  mistrcBS  Quickly. 

Ikt.  Away,  varlets  I — Draw,  Bardolph :  cut  me  off  the  vil- 
lain's head ;  throw  the  quean  in  the  channel. 

II<>st.  Throw  me  in  tlie  channel  I  I'll  tiirow  thee  in  the  chan- 
nel. Wilt  then  ?  wilt  thou  ? — Murder,  murder  I  O,  thou  honey- 
suckle villain !  wilt  thou  kill  the  king's  officers.  O,  thou  honey- 
seed  rogue  1  tlioii  art  a  honey-seed,  a  man-qneller,  and  a  woman- 

Mil.  Keep  them  off,  Bardolph, 

Fang.  A  rescue !  a  regeue  I 

Host.  Good~people,  hriag  a  rescue  or  two  I — Tlioii  wo't,  wo't 
thou?  thou  wo't,  wo't  thouf  do,  do,  thou  rogue  I  do,  thou 
hemp-seed  1 

Fal.  Away,  you  senlJion  1  you  ramp^ian  1  you  fusfilarian  1 
Enter  the  Lord  Chief  Justice,  attended. 


to  met 

Gh.  Jmt.  How  now.  Sir  John !  what,  are  yon  hrawling  here  1 
Doth  this  beQpme  your  plape,  youi  trme,  and  business  f 
Xpu  should  have  been  well  on  your  way  to  York. — 
Stand  from  him,  fellow :  wherefore  hang'st  upon  him  ? 

Moat.  O,  my  moat  worshipful  lord,  an't  please  your  grace,  I^ 
am  a  poor  widow  of  E^stcheap,  and  he  is  aircsted  at  my  suit. 

Ch.  Jmt.  For  what  sum ! 

Host.  It  is  more  than  for  some,  my  lord ;  it  is  for  all,  all  I 
have.  He  hath  eaten  me  out  of  bouse  and  liome ;  bo  bath  put 
all  my  substance  into  that  fat  stomach  of  his : — but  I  will  have 
-some  of  it  again. 

Ch.  Jmt.  How  comes  this.  Sir  John  ?  Fie !  what  man  of 
good  temper  would  endare  this  tempest  of  exclamation  ?  Are 
you  not  ashamed  to  enforce  a  poor  widow  to  so  rough  a  course 
to  come  by  her  own? 


Hosted  by  Google 


KING   IIENKY   IT.  175 

Fhl  What 'is  tlie  gross  snm  that  I  owe  thee ! 

Jloai.  Marry,  if  thou  wert  an  honest  man,  thyself,  and  tbe 
money  too.  Thou  didst  swear  to  me  upon  a  parcel-gilt  goblet, 
sitting  in  my  Dolphin-chamber,  at  the  round  tatile,  by  a  sea- 
coal  fire,  upon  Wednesday  in  Whitsnn  week,  when  the  prince 
broke  thy  head  for  liting  his  fiither  to  a  singing-man  of  Wind- 
Bor ;  thou  didat  swear  to  me  then,  as  I  was  washing  thy  wound, 
to  marry  me,  and  mate  me  my  lady  thy  wife.  Canst  thou  deny 
it  3  Bid  not  goodwife  Eeech,  tlie  butcher's  wife,  come  in  then, 
and  call  me  gossip  Quickly  ?  coming  in  to  borrow  a  mess  of 
vine^r ;  telling  us,  she  had  a  good  dish  of  prawns ;  whereby 
thou  didst  desire  to  eat  some ;  wliereby  I  told  thee,  they  were 
ill  for  a  green  wound  ?  And  didst  thou  not,  when  she  was  gone 
down  stairs,  desire  me  to  be  no  more  so  femiliarity  with  such 
poor  people ;  saying,  thut  ere  long  they  should  call  me  madam  ! 
And  didst  tliou  not  kiss  me,  and  bid  me  fetch  thee  thirty  shil- 
lings 3    1  pat  thee  now  to  thy  book-oath ;  deny  it,  if  thou  canst. 

Fal.  My  lord,  this  is  a  poor  mad  soul ;  and  she  says,  up  and 
down  the  town,  that  her  eldest  son  is  like  you :  she  hath  been 
in  good  case,  and  the  truth  is,  poverty  hath  distracted  her.  But 
for  tliese  foolish  offioers,  I  beseech  you,  I  may  have  redress 
against  them. 

Ch.  Just.  Sir  John,  Sir  John,  I  am  well  acquainted  with  yonr 
manner  of  wrenching  the  true  cause  the  false  way.  It  is  not  a 
confident  brow,  nor  the  throng  of  words  that  come  with  such 
more  than  impudent  aauoiness  from  you,  can  thrust  me  from  a 
leyel  consideration :  you  have,  as  it  appears  to  mo,  practised 
upon  the  easy  yielding  spirit  of  this  woman, 

Jloat.  Yea,  in  troth,  my  lord, 

GA.  Ju»t.  Pr'ythee,  peace. — Pay  her  the  debt  you  owe  her, 
and  unpay  the  viUahy  youhave  done  "with  her. 

Fal.  My  lord,  I  will  not  undergo  this  sneap  without  reply. 
Ton  call  honorable  boldness,  impudent  sauciness :  if  a  man  will 
make  oourt'sy,  and  say  nothing,  he  is  virtuous.  No,  my  lord, 
my  humble  duty  rememher'd,  I  will  not  he  yonr  suitor :  I  say 
to  you,  I  do  desire  deliverance  from  these  officers,  being  upon 
hasty  employment  in  the  king's  affairs. 

Ch.  Jtiit.  Tou  speak  as  haying  power  to  do  wrong :  but  answer 
.    in  the  effect  of  jour  reputation,  and  satisfy  the  poor  wonjao- 

Fal.  Cbmo  hither,  hostess.  [TaMng  Jier  aside. 

Eater  GowEn. 

Oh.  Jutt.  Now,  master  Gower, — what  news  ? 

GoiB.  The  king,  my  loi'd,  and  Harry  prince  of  "Wales 
Are  near  at  hand ;  the  rest  the  p^ger  tells,  [Oivei  a  Utter. 

FaC  As  I  am  a  gentleman, — 

ffoit.  Faith,  yon  said  so  before. 

Fal.  As  I  am  n  gentleman :  come,  no  more  words  of  it. 
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Soat.  By  this  iieavenly  ground  I  tread  on,  I  must  be  fein  to 
pawn  both  my  plate,  and  the  tapestry  of  my  dining-chambers. 

Fal.  Glasses,  glasses,  is  the  only  di-inking :  and  for  thy  walls, 
—a  pretty  slight  drollery,  or  the  story  of  the  Prodigal,  or  the 
German  hunting  iu  water-work,  is  worth  a  thousand  of  these 
bed-hangings,  and  these  fly-bittea  tapestries.  Let  it  he  ten 
pound,  if  tliou  canst.  Come,  an  it  were  not  for  thy  humors,  there 
is  not  a  better  woman  in  England,  Go,  wash  Uiy  face,  and  draw 
thy  action.  Come,  thou  must  not  be  in  this  humor  with  me; 
dost  not  tnow  mo?    Ocme,  come,  I  know  thou  wast  set  on  to 

Hott.  Prny  thee,  Sir  John,  let  it  be  but  twenty  nobles :  i'  faith, 
I  am  loath  to  pawn  my  plate,  in  good  earnest,  la. 

.Foi.  Xet  it  alone:  I'll  make  other  shift;  you'll  be  a  fool 
still. 

Host.  Well,  yon  shall  have  it^  though  I  pawn  my  gown.  I 
hope,  you'll  come  to  snpper.     You'll  pay  me  all  together? 

Fal.  Will  I  live!— [ro  BAUDOLPn,]  Go,  with  her,  with  her; 
liook  on,  hook  on. 

[Exeunt  Hostess,  BinnoLPn,  Officers,  and  Boy. 

Ch.  Jiist.  I  have  heard  better  news. 

Fal.  What's  tlie  news,  my  good  lord! 

Oh.  Just.  Wh.ere  lay  the  king  last  night  ? 

6qw.  At  Basingstoke,  my  ioj:d. 

Fal.  I  hop  '     '     "" 

Gk.J'utt.  I ^ ^_.. 

6ow.  No ;  fiBegn  hundred  foot^  five  hundred  horse. 
Are  niMch'd  np  to  niy  lord  of  Lancaster, 
Against  JTorthumberland,  and  the  archbishop. 

Fal.  Comes  the  king  hack  from  Wale^  my  noble  lord  f 

Ch.  Just.  Ton  shall  have  letters  of  me  presently :  come,  go 
along  with  me,  good  master  Gower. 

JatMylordl 

Ch.  Ju»t.  "What's  the  matter ! 

Fal.  Master  Gower,  shall  I  entreat  you  with  mo  to  dinner ! 

Gow.  1  must  wait  upon  my  good  lord  hgre,— I  thank  you, 
good  Sir  John. 

Ch.  Jutt.  Sir  John,  jon  loiter  here  too  long,  being  jon  are  to 
take  soldiers  up  in  counlies  as  you  go. 

Fal.  Will  you  sup  with  me,  master  Gower? 

Ch.  Jmt.  What  foolish  master  taught  you  these  manners.  Sir 
John  ? 

F<d.  Master  Gower,  if  they  become  me  not,  he  was  a  foot  that 
taught  them  me, — This  is  the  right  fencing  grace,  my  lord ;  tap 
for  tap,  and  so  part  ffur. 

Ch.  Jutt.  Now,  the  Lord  lighten  thee  I  thon  art  a  great  fool. 
lEceiint. 
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SCENE  H.— London.    Another  Street. 
EnUr  Pbikcb  Hbnby  and  Poiks. 

P.  Hen.  Trust  me,  I  am  exceeding  weary. 

fsins.  Is  it  come  to  that?  I  liad  tlionght,  weariness  durst  not 
have  fttt^ed  one  of  bo  high  blood. 

P.  Hen.  'FMth,  it  does  me ;  though  it  discolors  the  complei- 
ion  of  mj  greatness  to  acknowledge  it.  Doth  it  not  show 
Tilely  in  me  to  desire  small  beerf 

Point.  Why,  aprince  should  not  be  so  loosely  studied,  as  to 
remember  so  weafc  a  composition. 

P.  Hen.  Belike  then,  Tay  appetite  was  not  princely  got ;  for, 
by  my  trpih,  I  do  now  remember  the  poor  creatnre,  email  beer. 
But,  indeed,  these  humble  considerations  make  me  out  of  love 
with  my  greatnoBs.  "What  a  disgrace  is  it  to  me,  to  remember 
thy  name  ?  or  to  know  thy  face  to-morrow  !  or  to  taje  note  how 
many  pdr  of  sifc  sEockipgB  thouTiarf,  cie.  thgse,  and  those  that 
were  thy  peach-color'd  ones  f  or  to  bear  the  inveptory  of  thy 
linen  ;  as,  one  for  B^erflv^y.  and  one  other  for  nse  1 

Point.  ITow  ill  it  follows,  after  you  Lave  labored  so  hard,  you 
should  talk  so  idlyl  Tell  me,  how  many  good  young  princes 
would  do  so,  their  fathers  bei_pg  so  sick  as  yours  at  tMs  time  Is? 

P.  Hen.  SLaiTI  tell  thee  one  thing,' Poins? 

Point.  Yes,  fmth ;  and  let  it  be  an  excellent  good  thing. 

P.  Hen.  Marry,  I  tell  thee, — it  is  not  meet  that  I  should  be 
sad,  now  my  Mher  is  sick :  albeit  I  could  tell  to  thee,  (as  to  one 
it  pleases  me,  for  fault  of  a  be.fter,  to  c^l  my  frien^  I  could  to 
sad,  and  sad  indeed  too. 

Poim.  Very  hardly  npon  such  a  subject, 

P.  Hen.  By  this  hand,  thou  think'st  me  as  far  in  wickedness, 
as  thou  and  Falstaff,  for  obduracy  and  persistency :  let  the  end 
try  the  man.  But  I  tell  tbee,  my  heart  bleeds  inwardly,  that 
my  father  is  so  sick :  and  keeping  such  vile  company  as  thou 
art,  hath  in  reason  taken  from  me  all  ostentation  of  sorrow. 

Point.  The  reason?" 

P.  Hen.  "What  wouM'st  thou  think  of  me,  if  I  should  weep ! 

Poin».  I  would  think  thee  a  most  princely  hypqcrite. 

P.  Hen.  It  would  he  every  man's  thought;  and  thou  art  a 
blessed  fellow,-to  thinfc  as  every  man  thinks:  never  a  mall's 
thought  in  the  world  keeps  the  road-way  better  thsJi  thine: 
ei^ery  man  would  think  'me  a  hypocrite  indeed.  And  what 
m^es  your  mast  worshipful  thought  to  think  so? 

Point.  Why,  beeftuse  yon  ha^e  been  so  loose,  and  30  much  cn- 
gratfed  to  Falstaff. 

P.  Hen.  And  to  thee. 

Poim.  By  this  light,  I  am  well  spoken  of;  I  can  bear  it  with 
mine  own  ears  :  the  worst  that  they  can  sny  of  me  is,  tiiat  I  am 
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ft  second  brother,  and  that  I  am  n  proper  fellow  of  iny  hands ; 
and  those  two  things,  1  confess,  I  cannot  help.  By  the  mass, 
here  comes  Bardolph. 

P.  Hen.  And  the  hoy  that  I  gave  Talstaff:  he  had  him  from 
me  Christian ;  and  look,  if  the  tkt  villain  have  not  transformed 
him  apo. 

Enter  Baeholph  and  Page. 

Bard.  Heayen  save  your  grace ! 
P.  Hen.  And  yours,  most  noble  Bai-dolph  1 
Sard.  [To  the  Page.]  Come,  you  bashful  fool,  must  you  bo 
blnshing!  wherefore  hlush  you  now? 

Page.  He  called  ine  even  now,  my  lord,  through  a  red  lattice, 
and  I  could  discern  no  part  of  his  face  from  the  wmdow :  at  last, 
I  spied  his  eycB ;  and  methought  he  had  made  two  holes  in  the 
ale-wife's  new  skirts,  and  peeped  though, 
J".  S«»,  Hath  not  the  hoy  profited  f 

Poina.  0,  that  this  good  bloasom  conld  he  kept  from  cankers  1 
— Well,  there  is  sixpence  to  preserve  thee. 

Bard.  An  yoti  do  not  make  him  ho  hanged  among  you,  the 
gallows  shall  have  wrong. 
P.  Uen.  And  how  doth  thy  master,  Bardolph  ? 
Bard.  Well,  my  lord.    Ho  heard  of  your  grace's  coming  to 
town :  there's  a  letter  for  you. 

Poim.  Delivered  with  good  respect.— And  how  doth  the  maj-- 
tlemas,your  master* 
""  Sard.  In  bodily  health,  sir. 

Poim.  Marry,  the  immortal  port  needs  a  physician ;  hut  that 
moves  not  him ;  though  that  be  sick,  it  dies  not. 

P.  Hen.  I  do  allow  this  wen  to  be  as  familiar  with  me  as  my 
do" :  and  he  holds  his  place ;  for  look  you  how  he  writes. 

Poi'm.  [Eead3.'\  "  Sir  John  Falstatf,  knight,  to  the  son  of  the 
king,  nearest  his  father,  Harry  Prince  of  Wales,  greetbg."— 
^Vhy,  this  is  a  certificate. 
P.  Hen.  Peace  I 
Point.   {Reads.'l    "I  will  imitate  the  honorable  Eomans  in 

brevity :" sure  he  means  breVity  in  breath,  Bliort-winded.— 

"  I  commend  me  to  thee,  I  commend  thee,  and  I  leave  thee.  Be 
not  too  familiar  with  Poins ;  for  he  misuses  thy  favors  so  mnch, 
that  he  swears  thou  art  to  marry  his  sister  Nell.  Eepeat  at  idle 
times  as  tlioa  mayest ;  and  so  farewell.  " 

"  Thme,  by  yea  and  no,  (which  is  as  much  as  to 
say,  as  then  usegt  him,)  Jack  Falstatf,  with 
my  familiars;    John,  with  my  bi-otliera   and 
sisters ;  and  Sir  John  with  all  Europe."  _ 
My  lord,  I  will  steep  this  letter  in  sack,  and  make  him  eat  it. 

P.  Hen.  That's'to  make  him  eat  twenty  of  his  words.  But 
do  you  use  mc  thus,  Ned  ?  must  I  marry  your  sister  f 
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Foins.  Heaven  send  the  girl  no  worse  fortune !  but  I  never 

P.  JTcn.  'Well,  tlius  ive  play  the  fools  with  the  time ;  and  the 
spirits  of  the  wise  sit  in  the  clouds,  and  mock  us. — Is  jour  master 
here  in  London  ? 

Bard.  Yes,  mj  lord. 

P.  Ben.  Where  supa  he  ?  doth  the  old  hoar  feed  in  the  old 

Bard.  At  the  old  place,  my  lord ;  in  Eastcheap. 

P.  Hen.  Shall  we  steal  npon  them,  Ned,  at  supper? 

Poim.  I  am  jour  shadow,  my  lord;  I'll  follow  jou. 

P.  Hen.  Sirrah,  jou  boj, — and  Bardolph, — no  word  to  jour 
master  that  I  am  jot  come  to  town ;  there's  for  your  silence. 

{Owes  money. 

Bard.  I  have  no  tongue,  sir. 

Page.  And  for  mine,  sir,  I  will  govern  it. 

P.  Hen.  Fare  ye  well ;  go.  [Exeunt  Bardolpi!  and  Page. 

P.  Hen.  How  might  we  see  Falataff  bestow  himself  to-night 
in  his  true  colors,  and  not  ourselves  be  seen  t 

Poins.  Put  on  two  leathern  jerkins  and  aprpns,  and  wait  upon 
him  at  his  tab]e  as  drawers, 

P.  Hen,  From  a  prince  to  a  prentice!  a  low  transformation  ! 
that  shall  be  mine;  for  in  every  thing  the  purpose  must  weigh 
with  the  folly.    Follow  me,  N"ed.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  L— Westminster.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Kino  Henes  in  hit  nightgown,  tuitA  a  Page. 
JT.  Hen.  Go,  oaJ!  the  earls  of  Surrey  and  of  Warwick ; 
But,  ere  they  come,  hid  them  o'er-read  these  letters, 
And  well  consider  of  them :  make  good  speed.  [Exit  Page. 

How  many  thousandof  my  poorest  subjects 
Are  at  this  hour  asleep  1 — O  sleep !  0  gentle  sleep ! 
Nature's  soft  nurse.  Low  have  I  frighted  thee, 
That  thou  no  more  wilt  weigh  mj  eyelids  down, 
And  ste_ep  my  senses  in  i^rgetfulness  ? 
Why  rather,  sleep,  liest  thon  in  smokj  ciibs, 
Upon  uneasy  pallets  stretching  thee. 
And  hush'd  with  buzzing  night-flies  to  thy  slumber, 
Than  in  the  perfum'd  chambers  of  the  great, 
Under  the  canopies  of  oostTy  st^ite. 
And  Injl'd  with  sounds  of  sweetest  melody ! 
(),  thon  dull  god !  why  liest  thou  with  the  vile, 
In  loathsome  beds,  and  leav'st  the  kijigly  couch. 
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A  watcli-case,  or  a  common  'laram  bell  ? 

Wilt  thou  lipon  the  high  and  giddy  mast 

Seal  up  the  ship-boj's  eyes,  and  rock  his  brains 

In  cradle  of  the  rude  imperious  surge. 

And  itt  the  visitatioii  of  the  windi^ 

Who  take  the  ruffian  billows  by  the  tQp, 

Cui;!mg  their  monstrous  beads,  and  hanging  them 

With  deaf' ning  clamors  in  the  slippeiy  clouds,  ^ 

That,  with  the  burly,  death  itself  aw.akea  f 

Canst  thpa,  0  partial  sleep  1  give  thy  repose 

To  the  wet  sea-boy  in  au  hour  so  rude ; 

And  in  the  calmest  and  moat  stillest  night, 

With  all  appliances  and  means  to  boot, 

D^ny  it  to  a  king  J     Th^n,  happy  low,  lie  down  1 

Uneasy  lies  the  head  that  wears  a  crown. 

Enter  Waewick  and  StituBY. 

War.  Many  good  morrows  to  your  m^esty  1 

K.  Sen.  Is  it  good  morrow,  lords  f 

War.  'Tis  one  o'clock,  and  pagt. 

K.  Sen.  Why  then,  good  morrow  to  you  aJI,  my  lords. 
Have  you  read  o'er  the  letters  that  I  sent  you! 

Ware.  We  have,  my  liege. 

K.  Ben.  Then  you  perceive,  the  body  of  our  kingdom, 
How  foul  it  is ;  what  rank  diseases  grow, 
And  with  what  danger,  near  the  heart  of  it. 

War.  It  is  but  as  a  body,  yet,  djstemper'd. 
Which  to  his  former  strength  may  be  reslor'd, 
With  good  advice,  and  little  mt^dne : 
My  lord  Northumberland  will  soon  be  coord. 

K.  Ben.  O  heaven  1  that  one  might  read  the  book  of  fate, 
And  see  the  revolution  of  the  times 
Make  mouflt^ns  leyel,  and  the  continent 
(Weary  of  sojid  firmness,)  melt  itself 
IntoThe  sea  I  an^  ot^er  times,  to  see 
The  heacliy  girdle  of  the  ocean 
Too  w^e  for  Keptune's  hips ;  how  chgnces  mock, 
And  changes  fill  the  cup  "of  alteration 
With  divers  liqiipra  1    O,  if  this  were  seen. 
The  happiest  youth, — vie.wingtis  progress  through, 
What  perils  past,  what  crosses  to  ensue, 
Would  sBnt  the  book,  and  sit  him  down  and  die. 
'Tis  not  ten  years  gone. 

Since  Richard  and  Worth umberland,  great  friends. 
Did  feast  togeth_er,  and  in  two  years  after 
Were  fhey  at  wars :  it  is  but  ei^ht  years,  since 
This  P^cy  was  the  man  nearest  my  soul ; 
Who  like  a  brother  toil'd  in 'my  affairs, 
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And  lai^  Ilia  love  and  life  under  my  foot ; 
Yea,  for  mj  sake,  even  to  tlie  eyes  of  Eichard, 
Gave  Eim  deflance.    But  whicli  of  you  was  bj,     [7b 
(You,  cousin  Nevil,  as  I  may  remember) 
When  Kiohai'd, — with,  hia  eye  briinfull  of  teara, 
Tlien  clieek'd  and  rated  by  aortimmberland, — 
Did  speak  tiieae  words,  now  prov'd  a  proplieoj! 
"  N'orthnmberianil,  tliQU  ladder,  ty  tlie  wlvich 
My  cousin  Bolingbroke  ascends  my  throne ;  " — 
Tliougii  tlien,  heaven  knows,  I  had  no  such  intent, 
Bat  that  necessity  so  bow'd  the  state, 
'lliat  I  and  greatness  were  compell'd  to  kiss : — 
"  The  time  shall  come,"  thus  did  he  follow  it, 
"  The  time  will  come,  that  foul  rin,  gathering  head. 
Shall  break  into  corruption ;  " — so  went  on. 
Foretelling  this  SMne  time's  condition^ 
And  the  division  of  oar  amity. 

War.  There  is  a  history  in  a\l  men's  lives. 
Figuring  tte  nature  of  tlie  tipies  deeeas'd ; 
The  wiiicii  observ'd,  a  in,an  may  prophesy, 
With  a  near  aim,  of  the  m^  oh^ce  of  tijmgs. 

K.  Ben.  Are  these  thmgs,  then,  necessities? 
Then  let  us  meet  tliem  like  necessities  ;— 
And  that  same  word  even  now  cries  out  on  us; 
They  say,  the  bishop  and  ITorthnmberland 
Are  fifty  thousand  strong. 

War.  It  cannot  be,  my  lord ; 

Rumor  doth  double,  like  tie  voice  and  echo. 
The  numbers  of  the  fear'd. — Please  it  your  grace, 
To  go  to  bed. 

Your  majesty  hath  been  this  fortnight  ill ; 
And  these  nnseasoa'd  lionrs,  perforce,  must  add 
Unto  yonr  sickness. 

JC.  Sen.  I  will  take  yonr  counsel : 

And  were  these  inward  wars  once  out  of  hand, 
We  would,  dear  loids,  unto  the  Holy  Land. 


'a  House  in  Glouoes- 


Erder  Shallow  and  Silbhob,  meeting ;  Mohldt,  Shadow, 
Wabt,  Fbeblb,  Bcll-calt,  and  Servants,  behind. 


Shal.  Come  on,  come 
sir,  give  me  your  hand,  6 
liow  doth  my  good  cousi 

Sil.  Good  morrow,  go 


jn,  come  on,  sir;  give  me  your  hand, 
r:  an  early  stirrer,  by  the  rood.    And 
Sjlencel 
d  cousin  Shallow. 
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Slial.  And  how  doth  my  cousin,  yonr  wife  ?  and  yoar  fairest 
daughter,  and  mine,  ray  god-danghter  Ellen  ? 

Sil.  Alas,  a  black  ouzel,  cousin  Shallow  I 

Shal.  By  yea  and  nay,  sir,  I  dare  say,  my  consia  "William  is 
hecome  a  good  scholar-;  he  ia  at  Oxford,  still,  is  he  not  f 

Sil.  Inde.ed,  sir,  to  my  coat. 

Shal.  He  must,  then,  to  the  inns  of  court  shortly;  I  was 
once  of  Olement's-inn ;  where,  I  think,  they  will  talk  of  mad 
Shallow  yet. 

SU.  You  were  called  liisty  Shallow  then,  cousin. 

Shal.  By  the  mass,  I  was  called  any  thing ;  and  I  would  have 
done  any  thing  indeed  too,  arid  roundly  too.  There  was  I,  and 
little  John  Doit  of  Staffordshire,  and  black  George  Bare,  and 
Francis  Rckbone,  and  Will  gqnele  a  Ootawold  man ;  you  had 
not  four  such  swinge  bucklers  in,  all  the  inns  of  court  again. 
Then  was  jack  F^taff,  now  Sir  John,  a  boy,  and  page  to  Thomas 
Mpwhray,  duke  of  Norfolk. 

Sil.  This  Sir  John,  cousin,  that  comes  hither  anon  about  sol- 
diers? 

Shal.  The  same  Sir  John,  the  rery  same.  I  saw  him  break 
Skogan's  head  at  the  court  gat«,  when  he  was  a  crack,  not  thus 
high:  and  the  Tery  same  day  did  I  fight  with  one  Sampson 
Stockfish,  a  fruiterer,  behind  Gray's-inn.  O,  the  mad  days  that 
1  have  spent !  and  to  see  how  many  of  mine  old  acquaintance  are 
deadl 

Sil.  We  shall  all  fqUow,  cousin. 

Shal.  Certain, 'tis  Certam ;  very  sare,  very  sure:  death,  as  the 
Palmist  aaith,  is  certain  to  all ;  all  shdl  die. — How  a  good  yoke 
of  bijlloc^  at  Stamfocd  fair ! 

Sil.  Truly,  con^n,  I  was  not  there. 

Shal.  Death  ia  certain. — Is  old  Double  of  your  town  living  yet ! 

Sil.  Dead,  ar. 

SkaL  Df^dl— See,  see!— he  dtew  a  gojidhow;— and  dead! — 
he  shot  a  fine  shoot:— J'ohn  of  Gaunt  loved  him  well,  and  bet- 
ted in^ch  money  on  his  head.  Deadl — he  wojld  have  clapped 
in  the  clout  at  twelve  score ;  and  carried  you  a  forejiand  ahalt  a 
fourteen  andfourteen  and  a  halfitliat  it  would  have  done  a  man's 
heart  good  to  see. — How  a  score  of  e\ves  now  ? 

Sil.  Thereafter  as  th.ey  be:  a  scQre  of  good  ewes  may  be 
worth  ten  ponnda. 

Shal.  And  is  old  Double  dead  I 

SiL  Hgre  come  two  of  Sir  John  Falstaff 's  men,  as  I  think. 

Enter  BAimoLPn,  and  one  with  him. 

Bard.  Good  morrow,  honest  gentlemen,      I    tesecch  yon, 
which  is  justice  SJiallow  ? 
Skal.  I  am  Eobert  Shallow,  sir ;  a  poor  esquire  of  this  county. 
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and  one  of  tbe  king's  justices  of  the  peace  ;  what  is  your  good 
pleasure  with  me? 

Bonf.  My  captain, , air,  commends  him  to  you;  my  captain, 
Sir  John  Folstatf, — a  tall  gentleman,  aod  a  most  gallant  leader. 

Shai.  He  greets  me  well,  sir.  I  knew  liim  a  good  backsword 
man.  How  doth  tie  good  knight?  may  I  ask  how  my  lady  his 
wife  doth  ? 

Bard.  Sir,  pardon;  a  soldier  is  better  aecominodated  than 
with  a  wife. 

Skal.  Itis  well  said,  in  fiiitb,  sir ;  andit  is  well  said  indeed  too. 
Better  accommodated  1 — it  is  good;  yea,  indeed,  is  it:  good 
phrases  are  surely,  and  eyer  were,  very  commendable.  Aceom- 
modated ! — it  comes  of  aceommodo :  very  gopd ;  "a  good  phrase. 

Bard.  Pardon  me,  sir;  1  have  heard  the  word.  Phrase,  call 
you  it!  By  this  good  day,  I  know  not  the  phrase;  hat  I  will 
miuntain  Uie  woi-d  with  my  sword  to  be  a  soMier-Iike  word,  apd 
ft  word  of  excee^ng  good  command,  by  heaven.  Accommo- 
dated ;  that  is,  when  a  man  is,  as  they  say,  accommodated ;  nr, 
when  a  man  is, — being, — whereby, — ho  may  be  thought  to  lie 
accommodated;  which  is  an  escellent  thing. 

Shal.  It  is  very  just.— Look,  here  comes  good  Sir  John— [^n- 
Ur  FaLSTAFF.]  Give  me  your  good  hand,  give  me  yonr  worship's 
good  hand :  by  my  troth,  you  look  well,  and  bear  yonr  years 
very  well:  welcome,  good  Sir  John. 

Fal.  I  am  glad"  to  see  yon  well,  good  master  Eobert  Shallow : 
— Master  Sure-card,  as  I  think. 

Shal.  Ko,  Sir  Jcjin ;  it  is  my  cousin  Silence,  in  commission 

Fal.  Good  master  Silence,  it  well  befits  yon  should  he  of  the 
peace. 

8il.  Tour  good  worship  is  welcome. 

^l.  Fie !  this  is  hot  weatherL— Gentlemen,  have  you  pro- 
idded  mo  here  half  a  dozen  sufficient  men ! 

Skal.  Marry,  have  we,  sir.     Will  jpu  siti 

Fal.  Let  me  see  them,  I  beseech  you. 

Shal.  Where's  the  rgll  ?  where's  the  roll  1  Where's  the  roll  f— 
Let  me  see,  Tet  me  see,  let  me  see.  So,  so,  so,  bo.  Yea,  marry, 
sir : — Ralph  Mouldy  I — let  them  appear  as  I  call ;  let  tliem  do 
so,  let  them  do  so. — Let  me  see ;  where  is  Mouldy  ?. 

Moul.  {Adxaneing.'l  Here,  an't  please  yoii. 

Shal.  What  think  you.  Sir  John!  a  good  limbed  fellow; 
young,  strong,  and  of  good  fi-iends. 

Fat.  Is  thy  name  Mouldy! 

Moul.  Yea,  an't  please  you. 

Fal.  'Tis^the  more  time  thou  wei-t  nsed. 

Shal.  Ha,  ha,  ha  1  most  excellent,  i'  fajth  !  things  th.it  are 
mouldy  lack  use :  very  siuguLar  go^d ! — In  faith,  well  siik!,  Sir 
Jotn ;  very  well  said. 
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Fal.  [ZiiSHAixow.]  Msrkhira. 

Moul.  0,  ray  old  dajne  will  be  undone  now,  for  one  to  do  ligr 
Ijiiabandry,  and  her  drudgery:  you  need  not  to  bjive  marked 
mo ;  there  are  other  men  fitter  to  go  out  than  I. 

Fal.  Go  to;  peace,  Mouldy!  you  ehail  go.  Mouldy,  it  ia 
time  you  were  spent. 

Movi,  Spent! 

SliaU  Peace,  fellow,  peace  1  stand  aside :  know  you  where 
you  are  f — For  the  other,  Sir  John : — let  me  see ; — Simon 
Shadow. 

I^l.  Tea,  marry,  let  me  have  hini  to  eit  under:  ke's  like  to 
be  a  cold  soldier. 

Shal.  Whjgre's  Shadow  1 

Shad.  [Advancing. 1  Here,  sir. 

Fal.  Shadow,  whese  sou  ai-t  thou  "i 

Shad.  Uy  motlier'a  son,  sir. 

Fal.  Thy  mother's  soul  like  enough;  andthy  fatJior'ssh^Jow. 


■khim;  for  we  have 
a  number  of  shadows  to  fill  up  the  must«i'-book. 

Shal  Thomas  Wart ! 

Fal.  "Whflre'ahet 

Wart.  [Advancing^  Hero,  sir. 

Fal.  Is  thy  name  "Wirt? 

Wart.  Tea,  m. 

Fal.  Thou  art  e.  v^j  ragged  wart. 

Shal.  Shall  I  mark  him.  Sir  JoJia! 

Fal.  It  wore  superfluous;  for  his  apparel  b  built  upon  his 
back,  and  the  whole  frame  stands  upon  pins ;  mark  him  no  more. 

Shal.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! — yon  can  do  it,  ^r ;  you  can  do  it :  I  com- 
mend you  well. — Francis  Feeble  I 

Fee.  [Adtajicing.]  Here,  wr. 

Fal.  What  trade  art  thou,  Feeble? 

Fee.  A  woman's  tailor,  sir. 

Shal.  Shall  I  markiim,  sir? 

Fal,  You  may. — Wilt  thou  make  as  many  holes  in  an  enemy's 
battle,  as  thou  hast  done  in  a  woman's  garments? 

Fee.  I  will  do  my  good  will,  sir ;  you  cati  have  no  more. 

Fal.  Well  said,  good  woman's  tailor  I  well  said,  courageous 
Feeble  I  Thou  wilt  be  os  valiant  aa  the  wrathful  dove,  or  most 
m^nanimous  mouse. 

Fee.  I  would  Wart  mi^ht  have  gone,  sir. 

Fal.  I  would  thou  wert  a  man's^  tailor,  that  thou  might'st 
mend  him,  and  make  him  fit  to  go.  I  cannot  put  him  to  a  pri- 
vate soldier,  that  is  the  leader  of  so  many  thousands ;  let  that 
suffice,  most  forcible  Feeble. 

Fee.  It  shall  suffice,  sir. 

Fal.  I  am  boiin"d  to  thoc,  reverend  Feeble,— Who  is  next  1 
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Shal.  Peter  Bull-calf  of  the  green  1 

Fal.  Yea,  mftrry,  let  us  see  Bull-calf. 

SiilL  [Advaneijig,]  Here,  sir. 

Fal.  'F-ore  heaven,  a  likely  fellow  I— Come,  mark  mc  BoU- 
calf  till  he  roar  again. 

Bull.  OLordl  good  my  lord  captain, — 

Fal.  Whafapst  tfioii  roar  for  i 

Ball.  0  Lard,  sirl  I  am,  a  diseased  man. 

Fal.  What  disuse  hast  thou? 

Bull.  A  Ti]e  cold,  sir,— a  cough,  sir,— which  I  caught  with 
rmging  in  the  ting's  affairs  upon  hiB  coronation  day,  sir. 

Fal.  Come,  thou  shalt  go  to  the  wars  in  a  gown ;  we  will  have 
away  tliy  cold,  and  I  will  take  such  order,  that  tiy  friends  shall 
ring  for  thee.— Is  here  all  ? 

•ilial.  Here  is  two  more  called  than  your  numher;  yon  must 
have  but  four  hei-e,  sir :— and  so,  I  pray  rou,  go  in  with  mo^to 
dinner. 

Fal.  Come,  I  will  go  drink  with  you,  but  I  cannot  tarry  din- 
ner.    I  am  glad  to  see  yon,  by  my  troth,  master  Shallow. 

Shal.  0,  Sir  John,  do  jou  remember  since  we  lay  all  nijjht  in 
the  windmill  in  Saint  George's  fields? 

Fal.  So  more  of  that,  good  master  Shallow,  no  more  of  that. 

Shal.  Ha,  it  was  a  myry  night.  Ha,  CQjisin  Silence,  that  thou 
hadst  seen  that  that  this  knight  and  I  have  seen  I— Ha,  Sir  John 
said  I  well?  ' 

Ihl.  We  have  heard  the  chimes  at  midnight,  master  Shallow, 

Shal  That  we  have,  that  we  have,  that  we  have;  in  faith. 
Sir  John,  wo  have:  onr Vatch-wOrd  was,  "Hern,  boysf— 
Oo!ne,let'3  to  dinner;  come,  let's  to  dinner.— 0,  the  days  that 
we  have  seen  I — Ogme,  coine. 

[Exeunt  Falstafp,  Shallow,  and  Silence. 

BttU.  Good  master  corporate  Bai-dolph,  stand  my  friend,  and 
here  is  fonr  Harry  ten  shillings  in  French  crowns  for  you.  In 
very  truth,  sir,  I  had  as  lief  be  hanged,  sir,  as  go:  and  yet,  for 
mine  own  part,  sir,  1  do  not  care ;  but  rather,  t«cause  I  am  un- 
wiUiog,  and,  for  mine  own  part,  have  a  desire  to  stay  with  my 
frieads ;  else,  sir,  I  did  not  care,  for  mine  own  part,  so  much. 

Bard,  Goto;  stand  aside. 

Movl.  And,  good  master  corporal  captain,  for  my  old  dame's 
sake,  stand  my  friend :  she  has  nobody  to  do  anything  about 
her,  ivhen  I  am  gone ;  and  she  is  old,  and  cannot  help  hereelf : 
you  shall  have  forty,  sir. 

Sard.  Goto;  stgiid  aside. 

Fee,  IJy  my  trqth,  I  care  not ;  a  man  can  die  but  onge ; we 

owe  heaven  a  death ;  I'R  ne'er  bear  a  bafie  mijid : — an't  be  my 
degtiny,  so ;  an't  be  npt,  so":  no"^nian'8  too  good  to  serve  his 
piince ;  and  let  it  go  which  way  it  will,  he  that  dies  this  year  is 
quit  for  the  nest.  „-  -  . 
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Rird.  TV  ell  said ;  thou  art  a  good  fellow. 

Fee.  'Faith,  I'll  bear  no  hase  mind. 

Se-enter  Falstaff,  Shallow,  and  Silence. 

Fal.  Come,  sii',  which  men  eliall  I  have! 

Shal.  FQnr,  of  whicli  jo«  please. 

liard.  [JisFAi,.]  Sir,  awomwithyou.— [jlnife  to Idm.']  Iliavc 
three  pound  to  free  Mouldy  and  Bull-calf. 

Fal.  [Aside  to  Bakd,]  Go  to;  well. 

Skal.  Come,  Sir  John,  which  four  will  you  have  ? 

Fal.  Do  you  choose  for  me, 

Shal.  Marry,  then, — Mouldy,  Bull-calf,  Feeble,  and  Shadow. 

Fal.  Mouldy,  and  BuU-calf :  for  you,  Mouldy,  stay  at  home 
till  you  are  past  service : — and  for  your  part,  Bull>ca]f,  grow  till 
you  come  anto  it : — I  will  none  of  you. 

Shol.  Sir  John,  Sir  John,  do  not  yourself  wrong :  they  are 
your  litelieat  men,  and  I  would  have  you  served  wi^  the  best. 

Fal.  ff  ill  yon  tell  nje,  master  Shallow,  how  to  choose  a  man  3 
Oare  I  for  the  limb,  the  thewes,  the  stature,  bulk,  and  big  assem- 
blance  of  a  man  ?  Give  mo  the  spirit,  master  Shallow  .^Here's 
"Wart ; — yon  see  what  a  ragged  appearance  it  is :  he  shall  charge 
you,  and  discbarge  you,  with  the  motion  of  a  pewtercr's  hammer; 
come  off,  and  on,  swifter  than  he  that  gibbets  on  the  brewer's 
buctet.  And  this  same  half-faced  fellow.  Shadow, — give  me 
this  man :  he  presents  no  mark  to  the  enemy ;  the  foeman  may 
with  as  great  aim  level  at  the  edge  of  a  penknife.  And,  for  a 
retreat, — how  swiftly  will  this  Feeble,  the  woman's  tailor,  run 
off!  O,  give  me  the  spare  men,  and  spare  me  the  great  ones.— 
Put  me  a  caliver  into  Wart's  hand,  Bardolph. 

Bard.  Hold,  Wart,  traverse ;  thus,  thus,  thus. 

Fal.  Come,  manage  me  yonr  caliver.  So  t — very  well : — go 
to; — very  good; — exceeding  good. — O,  give  me  always  a  little, 
lean,  old,  chapped,  bald  shot. — Well  said,  i'  faith,  Wart ;  thon'rt 
a  good  fellow :  hold,  there's  a  tester  for  thee. 

Shal.  Ho  is  not  hjs  craft's  master,  be  doth  not  do  it  right.  I 
remember  at  Mjle-end  green,  (when  I  lay  at  Clenient's-inn,)  I 
was  then  Sir  Hggoget  in '  Arthur's  shaw,^there  was  a  little 
quiver  feljow,  and  ho  would  manage  you  his  piece  thus ;  and  ho 
would  ahont,  and  abopt,  and  come  yon  in,  and  coaje  you  in ; 
"rah,  tab,  tab,"  WQjild  he  say;  "bounce,"  would  he  say;  and 
away  again  would  he  go,  and  aggin  would  he  come : — I  shuU 
never  see  such  a  fcUow. 

Fal.  These  feU(j>vs  will  do  well,  master  Shallow.— Heaven 
keep  you,  master  Silence :  I  will  not  use  many  words  with  yon, 
— Fare  you  well,  gentlemen  both :  I  thank  you :  I  must  a  dozen 
mile  to-night. — Bardolph,  give  the  soldiers  coats. 

Shal.  Sir  Jehn,  heaven  bleas  yon,  and  prosper  your  afCairs, 
and  send  us  peace !    As  you  return,  visit  my  house ;  let  our  ojd 
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acquaintance  be  renewed ;  peradventure,  I  will  with  you  to  the 

Fal.  I  would  you  would,  master  Shallow. 

Slud.  Go  to ;  I  hove  spoke  at  a  word.    Fare  you  well. 

Fal.  Fare  you  well,  gentle  gentlemen. — [Ejxunt  Suallow  and 
SiLESOB.]  On,  Bnrdolph  ;  lead  the  men  away.  [Exeunt  Bab- 
DOLPH,  Secriiiti,  £e.}  As  I  return,  I  will  fetch  off  these  justices ; 
I  do  see  the  bottom  of  justice  Shallow.  Lord,  lord,  how  subject 
we  old  men  are  to  this  vice  of  lying  I  This  same  starved  justice 
liath  done  nothing  bat  prate  to  me  of  the  wildness  of  his  youth, 
and  the  feats  he  hath  dooe  about  Tnvnbull-stTeet ;  and  every 
third  word  a  lie,  dner  paid  to  the  hearer  than  the  Turk's  tribute, 
I  do  remember  him  at  Olement's-inn,  like  a  man  made  after  sap- 
per of  a  cheese-paring:  he  was,  for  all  the  world,  like  a  forked 
radish,  with  a  head  fantastically  carved  npoa  it  with  a  knife : 
lie  was  so  forlorn,  that  his  dimensions  to  any  thick  sight  wore 
invisible:  lie  was  the  rery  genius  of  famine.  He  came  ever  in 
the  roar-ward  of  the  fashion  ;  and  sung  those  tunes  to  the  over- 
scutched  huswives  that  he  heard  the  carmen  whistle,  and  aware 
—they  were  his  fancies,  or  his  good-nights.  And  now  is  tliis 
Vice's  dagger  become  a  squire ;  and  talks  as  familiarly  of  John 
of  Gaunt,  as  if  he  had  been  sworn  brother  to  him;  and  I'll  bo 
sworn  he  never  saw  him  but  once  in  tho  Tilt-yard, — and  then  ho 
burst  his  head,  for  crowding  among  tho  mai^hal's  men.  I  saw 
it,  and  told  John  of  Gaunt  lie  heat  his  own  name  ;  for  you  might 
have  thrust  him,  and  all  his  apparel,  into  an  eel-skin ;  the  case 
of  a  treble  hautboy  was  a  mansion  for  him,  a  court : — and  now 
has  he  land  and  beeves.  Veil,  I  will  be  acquainted  with  him, 
if  I  returu ;  and  it  shall  go  hard,  but  I  will  make  him  a  philoso- 
pher's stone  to  me :  if  the  yonng  dace  be  a  bait  for  tho  old  pike, 
I  see  no  reason,  in  the  law  of  nature,  but  I  may  snap  at  him. 
Let  time  sliape,  and  there  an  end.  [Exit. 
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iter,  from  one  side,  Mowbbat,  the  Archbishop,  Hastihgs,  and 
others  ;  from,  the  other  side.  Prince  Joiih  of  I-ahcastei;, 
"Wkstuohblabd,  Officers,  and  Attendants. 
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Good  day  to  ypn,  gentle  lord  archbishop  ;— 
And  so  to  yon,  lord  Il^atings, — and  to  all. — 
My  lord  of  York,  it  better  diow'd  with  you, 
When  that  your  flock,  asBeujbled  by  the  bell, 
Encircled  you  to  hear  with  reverence 
Tour  exposition  on  the  holy  test, 
Than  now  to  see  you  here  an  iron  man, 
Cheering  a  rout  of  rebels  with  your  drum, 
Turning  the  word  to  sword,  and  life  to  d(^th. 
You  have  taken  up, 

Under  the  counterfeited  zeal  of  heaven. 
The  subjects  of  his  subBtitute,  my  father ; 
And,  both  against  the  peace  of  Leaven  and  him, 
Have  here  ap-swarm'd  them, 

ArcK  Giood  my  lord  of  Lancaster, 

I  am  not  here  against  your  father's  peace  ; 
But,  as  I  told  my  lord  of  W^tmorefand, 
The  time  misorder'd  doth,  in  common  sense. 
Crowd  ua  and  cr%h  us  to  this  monstrous  form, 
To  hold  our  safety  np.     I  sent  your  grace 
The  parcels  and  particulars  of  our  grief, — 
The  which  hath  been  with  scorn  shov'd  from  tho  court, — 
Whereon  this  Hydra  son  of  war  is  born ; 
Whose  dangerous  eyes  may  well  be  ohftrm'd  asleep. 
With  grant  of  our  most  Just  and  right  desires, 
And  tr^o  obedience,  of  this  ma^ess  cui'd, 
Stoop  tamely  to  the  foot  of  majesty. 

Movjb.  If  not,  wo  Cfijidy  are  to  try  onr  fortunes 
To  the  last  man. 

Haet.  And  thpcgh  we  here  fall  down, 

Wo  have  supplies  to  second  our  attempt : 
If  they  misc^ry,  theirs  shall  second  them ; 
And  so  success  of  mischief  shall  be  horn. 
And  heir  Jrom  heir  shall  hold  this  quarrel  up, 
Whiles^ngland  shall  have  geiieration. 

P.  John.  Yon  are  too  shaJlow,  Hastinga,  much  too  shallow 
To  sound  the  bottom  of  the  after-times, 

We^t.  Pleaseth  your  grace,  to  answer  them  directly, 
How  far  forth  you  do  like  their  arficles. 

P.  John.  I  like  them  all,  and  do  allow  them  well ; 
And  swear,  here,  by  the  hi^or  of  my  blood, 
My  father's  purposes  have  been  niistook ; 
And  some  about  hjni  have  too  lavishly 
Wrested  his  meaning  and  aathority. — 
My  lord,  these  griefs  shall  be  with  speed  rodress'd  ; 
Upon  ray  soul,  they  shall.     If  this  may  please  yon. 
Discharge  yonr  powers  unto  thjeir  several  counties. 
As  we  will  ours :  and  here,  between  the  annies, 
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Let's  irink  together  friendJy,  and  embrace, 
That  m  theii"  eyes  may  bear  those  tokens  homo. 
Of  our  res^red  love  and  amity. 

Areh.  I  take  your  princely  word  for  tliese  redresses. 

P.  John.  I  give  it  you,  and  will  maintain  my  word ; 
And  tlierenpon  I  drink  nnto  your  gi'ac«. 

ITaat.  [To  aa  Officer.]  Go,  captain,  and  deliver  to  the  crmy 
This  news  of  peace:  let  them,  have  pay,  and  part; 
1  know  it  will  well  please  them.    Hie  thee,  captain. 

[Emt  Officer. 

AtcK  To  you,  my  noblo  lord  ofWestmoreland. 

W6»t.  I  pledge  your  grace ;  and,  if  you  kjiow  what  pdns 
I  have  hestow'd  to  breed  this  present  peace. 
You  would  drink  freely :  but  my  love  to  yon 
8ball  show  itself  more  openly  hereafter. 

Arek.  I  do  not  doubt  you. 

Weil.  I  am  glad  of  it.-— 

Health  to  my  lord  and  gentle  cousin,  Mowbray. 

Mowb.  You  wish  me  health  in  very  happy  season. 
For  I  am,  on  the  sudden,  something  ill. 

Arth.  Against  ill  cliances  men  are  ever  merry ; 
But- heaviness  foreruns  the  good  event. 

West.  Therefore  he  merry,  coz ;  since  sudden  sorrow 
Serves  to  say  thus, — some  good  thing  comes  to-morrow. 

Areh,  Believe  me,  I  am  passing  Hght  in  spirit. 

Mowb.  So  much  the  worse,  if  your  own  rule  be  true. 

[Sh<mi8  icithin. 

P.  John.  The  word  of  peace  is  rendcr'd ;  hark,  how  they 
shout  1 

Mowb.  This  had  been  cheerful,  after  victory. 

ATch.  A  peace  is  of  the  nature  of  a  conquest ; 
For  tten  both  parties  nobly  are  subdued, 
And  neither  party  loser. 

P.  John.  Go,  my  lord, 

And  let  our  army  be  discharged  too. —      - "  ■  ■ 
And  good  my  lord,  bo  please  you,  let  our 
March  by  us,  that  we  may  peruse  the  mer 
We  should  have^cop'd  withal. 

Arcfi.  Go,  good  lord  Tl.._ .    „   , 

And,  ere  they  he  dismissed,  let  them  march  by.    [Exit  Hastings. 

P.  John.  I  trust,  lords,  we  shall  lie  to-night  together.- 

He-enter  WKSTMOnELASD. 
Now,  cousin,  wherefore  stands  our  army  still  f 

West  The  lea^rs,  having  ch&rge  fmm  you  to  stand, 
"Will  not  go  off  until  they  hear  you  speak. 

P.  John.  They  know  theh'  duties. 
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Ee-eiiter  Hastisos. 

Host.  My  lord,  our  army  is  dispera'd  already : 
Like  youthful  steers  unvok'd,  tliey  take  their  courses 
East,  west,  north,  south  ;  or,  like  a  school  broke  up, 
Each  hurries  toward  his  home,  and  sporting-place. 

West.  Good  tiding,  my  lord  Hastings ;  for  the  which 
I  do  arrest  thee,  traitor,  of  high  treason ; — 
And  you,  lord  archbishop,— aud  you,  lord  Mowbray,^ 
Of  capital  treason  I  attach  you  both, 

Movib.  Is  this  proceeding  jnst  anil  honoralile  ? 

West.  Is  your  assembly  so ! 

Arch.  Will  you  tlius  break  your  faith  ? 

P.  John.  I  pawn'd  thee  none : 

I  promis'd  you  redress  of  these  same  grievances, 
Whereof  you  djd  complain ;  which,  by  mine  honor, 
I  will  perform  with  a  most  Christian  care. 
Bat  for  you,  rebels, — look  to  taste  the  duo 
Meet  for  rebellion,  and  such  acts  as  yours. 
Most  shallowly  did  you  these  arms  coijimenoe. 
Fondly  hrouglit  here,  and  foolishly  sent  hence.— 
Strike  up  our  dnjms,  pursno  tKe  scfttter'd  stray ; 
Heijveii,  and  not  we,  hath  safely  fought  to-day. — 
Some  guard  these  traitors  to  the  block  of  death, 
Treason's  true  bed,  and  yiglder  up  of  breath.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  lll.—AiioaerPaHeftheFore3l. 

Alarums;  Exewilons.    Eater  Falstaff  and  Coletile,  meeting. 

Mil.  What's  your  name,  sir,  of  what  condition  are  you,  and  of 
what  place,  I  prayf 

CoU.  lam  a  knight,  ^r;  and  my  name  is  Colevile,  of  the 

Fal.  Well,  then,  Colevile  is  your  name,  a  knight  is  your  de- 
gree, and  your  place,  the  dale ;  Colevile  shall  still  be  your  name, 
a  traitor  your  degree,  and  the  dungeon  yonr  place, — a  place 


Fal.  As  good  a  man  as  he,  sir,  whoe'er  lam.  Do  ye  yield, 
air  ?  or  shall  I  sweat  for  you  J  If  I  do  sweat,  they  are  the  drops 
of  thy  lovers,  and  they  weep  for  thy  death :  therefore,  rouse  up 
fear  and  trembling,  and  do  observance  to  my  mercy. 

Cole.  I  think  yoii  are  Sir  John  Falataff;  and  in  that  thought 

Fal.  I  have  a  whole  school  of  tongues  in  this  stomach  of 
mine ;  and  not  a  tongue  of  them  all  speaks  any  other  word  than 
my  name.     Here  conies  our  general. 
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&.ter  Peisoe  Jons  of  LascAsrEn,  'Wkbtmoeei.akd,  and  otheri. 

P.Johi.  Thoheatispast;  follow  no  fai-ther  now  :— 
Call  in  the  powers,  good  cousin,  Westmoreland.—    [Exit  West. 
Now,  Falstalf,  where  have  you  been  all  this  while! 
When  everything  is  ended,  then  yon  come: 
These  tai-dy  tricks  of  yours  will,  on  my  life. 
One  time  or  otTier  break  some  gallows'  back. 

FaCl  woulfbe  sorry,  ray  lord,  but  it  should  be  thus ;  I  never 
know  yet,  but  rebuke  and  check  was  the  reward  of  valor.  Do 
you  think  me  a  swallow,  an  arrow,  or  a  bullet  1  have  I,  in  my 
poor  and  oldmotion,  the  expedition  of  thouglit?  I  Lave  speed- 
ed hither  with  the  very  extreraest  inch  of  possibCity ;  I  have 
foundered  nine-score  and  odd  jiosts :  and  here,  travel-tinted  as 
I  am,  have,  in  my  pure  and  immaculate  valor,  taken  Sir  John 
Colevile  of  the  dale,  a  most  furions  knight,  and  vajorous  enemy. 
But  what  of  that?  he  saw  me,  and  yielded ;  that  I  may  justly 
say  with  the  hook-nosed  fellow  of  Home,— I  came,  saw,  and 
overcame. 

P.  John.  It  was  more  of  his  courtesy  than  your  deserving. 

Fal.  I  know  not:— here  he  is,  and  here  I  yield  him:  and 
I  beseech  yonr  grace,  let  it  be  booked  with  the  rest  of  this  day's 
deeds ;_  or,  I  will  have  it  in  a  particular  ballad  else,  with  mine 
own  picture  on  the  top  of  it,  Colevile  kissing  my  foot :  to  the 
which  course  if  I  be  enforced,  if  you  do  not  all  show  like  gilt 
two-pences  to  me,  and  I,  in  the  clear  sky  of  fame,  o'ershine  you 
as  mnch  as  the  full  moon  dotli  tJie  cinders  of  the  element,  which 
show  like  pins'  heads  to  her,  believe  not  the  words  of  the  noble : 
therefore  let  me  have  right,  and  let  desert  mount. 

P.  John.  Thtne's  too  heavy  to  mount. 

-Hii.  Let  it  shine  then. 

P.  John.  Thlno's  too  thjck  to  shine. 

Fal.  Let  it  do  something,  my  good  lore],  that  may  do  me  good, 
and  call  it  what  you  will. 

P.  John.  Is  thy  name  Colevile? 

Cole.  Itjs,  my  lord. 

P.  John.  A  famous  rebel  art  thou,  Colevile. 

Fal.  And  a  famous  true  subject  took  him. 

Cole.  I  am,  my  lord,  bnt  as  my  betters  are, 
That  led  me  hither  f  had  they  Been  ral'd  by  tge. 
You  shonld  have  wftn  tb^S  dearer  than  yon  have. 

Fal.  I  know  not  how  they  sold  themselves,  but  thou,  like  a 
kind  fellow,  gavest  thyself  away  gratis;  and  1  thank  thee  for 

Se-etiter  Westmoeelakd. 
P.  John.  Now,  have  you  left  pursnit  ? 
West.  Eetj-eat  ia  made,  and  execution  stay'd. 
P.  Jo7in.  Send  Colevile,  with  his  confederates. 
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To  York,  to  present  execution : — 

Blunt,  lead  hiiu  heneo ;  and  see  you  guard  tim  sure. 

[£kii  OoLEViLE,  gvardcd. 
And  now  despatch  we  toward  the  court,  my  lords ; 
I  hear,  the  king  my  fiither  is  sote  sick : 
Our  news  shall  go  before  us  to  hia  majesty, — 
"Which,  cousin,  you  shall  bear, — to  comfort  him; 
And  we  with  sober  speed  will  follow  you. 

Fal.  My  lord,  I  beseech  you,  give  me  leave  to  go  through 
Glostershiro :  and,  when  you  come  to  court,  stand  my  good 
lord,  pray,  in  your  good  report. 

P.  John.  Fare  yon  well,  Falstaff;  I,  in  my  condition. 
Shall  hotter  speak  of  you  than  you  deserve.  [Exit. 

Fal.  I  would,  you  had  but  the  wit :  'twere  better  than  your 
dukedom — Good  faith,  this  same  young  sober-blooded  boy  doth 
not  love  me ;  nor  a  man  cannot  make  him  laugh ; — but  that's  no 
marvel,  he  drinks  no  wine.  There's  never  any  of  these  demure 
boys  come  to  any  proof;  for  thin  drink  doth  over-cool  their 
blood ;  they  are  generally  fools  and  cowards.  A  good  sherris- 
sack  hath  a  two-fold  operation  in  it.  It  oscends  me  into  the 
hraiu;  dries  mo  there  all  the  foolish,  and  dull,  and  ci'udy 
vapors  which  environ  it;  makes  it  apprehea^ve,  quick,  for- 
getive,  full  of  nimble,  fiery,  and  delectable  shapes;  which,  de- 
liver'd  o'er  to  the  voice,  becomes  excellent  wit.  The  second 
propertyof  your  escellentsherris  is, — the  warmingof  the  blood; 
which,  before  cold  and  settled,  left  the  liver  white  and  pale, 
which  is  tie  badge  of  pusillanimity  and  cowardice ;  but  the 
sherris  warms  it;  it  illumineth  the  face,  which,  as  a  beacon, 
gives  warning  to  all  the  rest  of  this  little  kingdom,  man,  to 
fti'm;  and  then  the  vital  commoners,  and  inland  petty  spirits, 
mnsfcer  me  all  to  their  captain,  the  heart,  who,  great,  and  puffed 
up  with  this  retinue,  dofli  any  deed  of  courage :  and  this  valor 
comes  of  sherris.  So  that  skill  in  the  weapon  is  nothing  with- 
out sack,  for  that  sets  it  a-work ;  and  learning,  a  mere  hoard  of 
gold  kept  by  a  demon,  till  sack  commences  it,  and  sets  it  in  act 
and  use.  Hereof  comes  it,  that  Prince  Harry  is  valiant ;  for  tho 
cold  blood  he  did  naturally  inherit  of  his  father,  he  hath,  like 
lean,  sterile,  and  bare  land,  manured,  husbanded,  and  tilled, 
with  excellent  endeavor  of  drinking  good,  and  good  stare  offer- 
tile  sherris,  that  he  is  become  very  hot  and  valiant  If  I  had  a 
thousand  sons,  the  first  human  principle  I  would  teach  them 
should  be, — to  forswear  thin  potations,  and  to  addict  themselves 
to  sack.    [Enter  Babdolph.]    How  now,  Bardolph  I 

Bard.  The  army  is  discharged  all,  and  gone. 

Fal.  Let  them  go.  I'll  through  Glostershire ;  and  there  will 
I  visit  Master  Robert  Shallow,  esquire:  I  have  him  already 
tempering  between  my  finger  and  my  thumb,  and  shortly  wiil  I 
sea!  with  him.    Come  away.  [EhKunt. 
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SCENE  IV.— "Westminster.    A  lioora  in  the  Palaee. 

Eatei-  Kino  Hesey,   Clap.esce,  Puisoe  Uumphbey,  Vaewjce 
and  others. 

K.  Sen,  ITow,  lords,  if  heaven  doth  give  sueeesaful  end 
To  this  debate  that  bleedeth  at  our  doors, 
We  will  our  youth  lead  on  to  higher  fields, 
And  draw  no  awords  but  what  are  aanctitied. 
Our  navy  is  address'd,  our  power  collected, 
Our  substitutes  in  absence  weil  mvested, 
And  every  thing  Ilea  level  to  our  wish : 
Only,  we  want  a  little  personal  strength ; 
And  pause  us,  till  these  rebels,  now  afoot, 
Come  andemeath  the  yoke  of  government. 

War.  Both  which,  we  doubt  not  but  your  majesty 
Shall  sooa  enjoy. 

K.  Sen.  Humphrey,  my  son  of  Gloster, 

Where  is  the  prince  your  brother! 

P.  Sunvph.  I  think  he's  gone  to  hunt,  my  lord,  at  Windsor. 

K.  Hen.  And  how  ar -"  " 


P.  Humj)h.  I  do  not  know,  my  lord. 

Ji.  Sen.  Is  not  his  brother,  Thomas  of  Clarence,  with  him '( 

P.  SampA.  No,  my  good  lord ;  he  is  in  presence  here. 

Ola.  What  would  my  lord  and  father? 

JT.  Sen.  Nothing  but  well  to  thee,  Thomas  of  Clarence. 
How  chance  then  art  not  with  the  pnnce  thy  brother  1 
He  loves  thee,  and  thou  dost  n^Iect  him,  Thomaa ; 
Thou  hast  a  better  place  iu  his  affection. 
Than  all  thy  brothers :  cherish  it,  my  boy; 
And  noble  offices  thou  may'st  effect 
Of  mediation,  after  I  am  dead. 
Between  his  greatness  and  thy  other  brethren ; 
Therefore  omit  him  not ;  blunt  not  his  love. 
Nor  loae  the  good  advantage  of  his  grace. 
By  seeming  cold,  or  careless  of  his  will ; 
For  he  is  gracious,  if  he  be  observ'd : 
Ho  hath  a  tear  for  pity,  and  a  hand 
Open  as  day  for  melting  charity : 
Yet,  notwithstanding,  being  incens'd,  he's  Ciut ; 
As  humorous  as  winter,  and  as  sudden 
As  flaws  congealed  in  the  spring  of  day. 
His  temper,  therefore,  must  be  well  ohseiVd: 
Chide  him  for  faults,  and  do  it  reverently, 
When  you  perceive  his  blgod  inclin'd  to  mirth ; 
But,  being  moody,  ^ve  him  lino  and  scope, 
Till  that  his  passions,  Jilte  a  whale  on  ground, 
Confound  themselves  with  working.    Xearn  this,  Thomas, 
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And  thou  shalt  prove  a  shelter  to  thy  friends ;. 

A  hoop  of  gold  to  bind  thy  brothers  in, 

That  the  united  vessel  of  tiieir  blood, 

Mingled  with  venom  of  suggestion, 

Shall  never  leat,  though  it  do  work  as  strong 

As  aconltuin,  or  rash  gunpowder, 

Ola.  I  shall  observe  hira  with  all  caro  and  love. 

K.  Hen.  Why  art  thon  not  at  Windsor  with  him,  Thomas ) 

Cla.  He  is  not  there  to-day ;  he  dines  ia  London. 

K.  Sen.  And  how  accompanied  ?  oan'st  thou  tell  that  J 

Cla.  With  Poins,  and  othw  his  continual  followers. 

K.  Ben.  Most  sabjeot  is  the  fattest  soil  to  weeds. 

And  he,  the  noble  image  of  my  youth, 

Is  overspread  with  them ;  therdbre  my  grief 

Stretches  itself  beyond  the  hour  of  death : 

The  hiood  weeps  from  my  heart,  when  I  do  shnpe, 

In  forms  imaginary,  th'  iinguided  days 

And  rotten  times,  that  you  shall  look  upon 

When  I  am  sleeping  with  my  ancestors. 

Tor  when  his  headstrong  riot  hath  no  curb, 

When  rage  and  hot  blood  are  his  counsellors. 

When  means  and  lavish  manners  meet  together, 

O,  with  what  wings  shall  his  affections  fiy 

Towards  fronting  peril  and  oppos'd  decay ! 

War.  My  gracious  lord,  you  look  beyond  him  quite: 

The  prince  but  studies  his  companions,  _ 

Like  &  strftttge  tongue ;  which  once  attain'd, 

Your  highness  knows,  cornea  to  no  farther  use, 

But  to  be  known,  and  liated.    So,  like  gross  terms. 

The  prince  will,  in  the  perfectnesa  of  time, 

Oast  off  his  followers ;  and  the  memory 

Shall  as  a  pattern  or  a  measure  live, 

By  which  his  graee  must  mete  the  lives  of  others, 

Turning  past  evils  to  advantages. 
K.  Hen.  'Tis  seldom  when  the  bee  doth  leave  her  comb 

la  the  dead  carrion.    Who's  here  ?    Westmoreknd  1 

Enter  WKSTMOEELiKD, 

We»L  Health  to  my  sovereign,  and  new  Iiappinesa 
Added  to  tiiat  tliat  I  am  to  deliver  I 
Prince  John,  your  son,  doth  kiss  your  grace's  hand ; 
Mowbray,  the  bishop  Scroop,  Hastings,  and  all, 
Are  brought  to  the  correction  of  yonr  law; 
There  is  not  now  a  rebel  sword  unslieath'd, 
But  peace  puts  forth  her  olive  every  where : 
The  manner  how  this  action  bath  been  borne. 
Here  at  more  leisure  may  your  highaeaa  read, 
With  every  coarse  in  his  particular. 
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iiru^  ■^^"-  O  Westmoi-eland,  thon  art  a  sniamer  bird, 
which  ever  in  the  haunch  of  winter  Bings 
The  lilting  up  of  day.     Loot,  here's  more  news. 
Enter  Haecouet, 

Ear.  From  enemies  heaTen  keep  your  majesty; 
And,  when  they  stand  against  yon,  may  they  foil 
Aa  those  that  I  am  come  to  tell  you  of! 
The  eod  Northumberland,  and  the  lord  Bardolph 
With  a  great  power  of  English,  and  of  Scots, 
Are  by  the  sheriff  of  Yorkehire  overthrown : 
The  manner  and  true  order  of  the  tight, 
Thh  packet,  please  it  you,  eontaina  at  large. 

K.Ren.  And  wherefore  ehonld  these  good  news  make  me  sick  ? 
Will  Fortune  never  come  with  both  hands  full. 
But  write  her  fan-  words  still  in  foulest  letters  ? 
She  either  gives  a  stomach,  and  no  food,— 
Such  are  the  poor,  in  health ;  or  else  a  feast, 
And  takes  away  the  stomach, —fluoh  are  the  rich, 
That  have  abundance,  and  enjoy  it  not. 
I  should  rejoice  now  at  this  happy  news; 
And  now  my  sight  fails,  and  my  brain  is  giddy  ;— 
"  'ij®  I  come  near  me ;  now  I  am  much  ill.  \8woona 

I .  Rv,mph.  Comfort,  your  m^estyl 

^\  -,,  .      ,     ,  O  my  royal  father ! 

Wm.  JTy  sovereign  lord,  cheer  up  yourself,  look  upl 

K.  lien.  I  pray  you  take  me  up,  and  bear  me  hence 
Into  some  other  chamber:  softly,  pray. 

{Thfj, place  the  Kikq  on  a  led  in  an  inner  mH 
qf  the  Boom.  -^ 

Let  there  be  no  noise  made,  my  gentle  friends  ■ 
Unless  some  dull  and  favorable  hand  ' 

Will  whisper  mnsio  to  my  weary  spirit. 

War.  Call  for  the  ransic  in  the  other  room. 

K.  Hen.  Set  mo  the  crown  upon  my  pillow  here. 

Cla.  His  eye  is  hollow,  and  he  changes  maeh. 

War.  Less  noise,  less  noise! 

Enter  Peiscb  Hekist. 

"^;^T'     T,        ^    .u      .„  ^l'os''"'tlie  duke  of  Clarence! 

tla.  I  am  here,  brother,  fidl  of  heaviness. 

P.Ren.  Hownowl  rain  within  doors,  and  none  abroad  I 
How  doth  the  kmg  J 

P.  HumpTi.  Exceeding  ill. 

P.  Hen.  Heard  he  the  good  nens  yet? 
Tell  it  him. 

P.  Humph.  He  alter'd  much  upon  the  hearing  it. 

P.  Hen,  If  lie  be  sick  with  joy,  he  will  I'eeover 
Without  physic. 
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War.  Not  somneh  noise,  my  lords : — sweet  prince,  speak  low ; 
The  king  your  fiitUer  is  dispos'd  to  sleep. 
eta.  Let  ns  withdraw  into  the  inner  room. 
War.  Will't  please  your  grace  to  go  along  with  us! 
F.  lien.  No ;  I  will  sit  and  wateb  hero  hj  the  king, 

[£!xeunt  all  except  PaiacE  Hehet. 
Why  doth  the  crown  lie  there  upon  his  pillow, 
Being  so  troablesome  a.  bedfellow? 
0  polish'd  perturbation !  golden  care ! 
That  keep'st  the  ports  of  slumber  open  wide 
To  many  a  watchfol  night!— sleep  with  it  now  I 
Yet  not  so  sonnd,  and  half  so  deeply  sweet, 
As  he,  whose  brow  with  liomely  biggin  bound. 
Snores  out  the  watch  of  night.    O  majesty! 
"When  thou  dost  pinch  thy  bearer,  thou  dost  sit 
Like  a  rich  armor  worn  in  heat  of  day, 
That  scalds  with  safety.    By  his  gates  of  breath 
There  lies  a  downy  feather,  which  stirs  not ; 
Did  he  suspire,  that  light  and  weightless  down 
Perforce  must  move,— My  gracious  lord !  my  father  I — 
This  sleep  is  sound  indeed ;  this  is  a  sleep. 
That  from  this  golden  circle  hath  divoro'd 
So  many  English  kings.    Thy  due  from  mo 
Is  tears  and  neayy  sorrows  of  the  blood. 
Which  nature,  love,  and  filial  tenderness, 
Shall,  0  dear  father,  pay 'thee  plenteonsly : 
My  due  from  thee  is  IJiis  imperial  crown. 
Which,  as  immediate  from  thy  place  and  blood, 
Derives  itself  to  me.    Lo,  here  it  sits, — 

[Pvlting  it  on  his  head. 
Which  heaven  shall  guard;  and  put  the  world's  whole  strength 
Into  one  giant  arm,  it  shall  not  force 
This  line^  honor  from  me:  this  from  thee 
■\Vill  I  to  mine  leave,  as ''tis  left  to  me.  [E^it. 

^.i/en.  Warwick!  Glosterl  Clarence! 

Re-enter  "Waewick  and  the  rest. 

C'Ja.  Doth  the  king  call! 

War.  What  wonld  your  majesty !    How  fares  your  grace  f 

K.  Hen.  Why  did  you  leave  me  here  alone,  my  lords  ? 

Gla.  We  left  the  prince,  ray  brother,  here,  my  lioge, 
TTIio  undertook  to  sit  and  watch  by  you. 

K.  Hen.  The  prince  of  Wales !    Where  is  he !  let  me  sec  him : 
He  is  not  here. 

Wiw.  This  door  is  open ;  he  is  gone  this  way. 

P.  HumpA.  He  came  not  through  the  chamber  where  wo 

K  Hen.  Where  is  the  cro'.vn  ?  who  took  it  from  my  pillow ! 
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War,  Wlien  we  withdrew,  my  liege,  ive  left  it  here. 

K.  Ben.  The  prince  hati  ta'en  it  Jscnco : — go,  seek  him  out. 
Is  he  so  hasty,  that  he  doth  suppose 
My  sleep  my  death  ? — 
riod  him,  my  lord  of  Warwick  ;  chide  him  hitlier. 

[ExU  Wagwice, 
Tbis  part  of  his  conjoins  with  my  disease, 
And  helps  to  end  me. — See,  sons,  what  thinga  you  are ! 
How  quickly  nature  falls  into  revolt, 
When  gold  hecomes  her  ohject ! 
For  this  the  foolish  over-careful  fathers 
Have  hroke  their  sleeps  with  thought,  their  brains  with  care, 
Their  bones  with  industry; 
For  this  they  have  engrossed  and  pil'd  up 
The  canker'd  heaps  of  strange- achieved  gold ; 
For  this  they  have  been  thoughtful  to  invest 
Their  sous  with  arts,  and  martial  exercises : 
When,  like  the  bee,  tolling  from  every  flower 
The  virtuous  sweets, 

Our  thighs  pact'd  with  wax,  our  months  with  honey. 
We  bring  it  to  the  hive;  and,  like  the  bees, 
Are  murdered  for  our  pains.    This  bitter  taste 
"Yield  Lis  engrossments  to  the  ending  father. — 

Ee-eiiteT  Waewick. 
Now,  where  ia  ho  that  will  not  stay  so  long 
Till  his  friend  sickness  hath  determin'd  mo  3 

Far,  My  lord,  I  found  the  prince  in  the  nest  room, 
"Washing  with  kindly  tears  his  gentle  cheeks ; 
"With  such  a  deep  demeanor  in  great  sorrow. 
That  tyranny,  which  never  quaiFd  hut  blood, 
"Would,  by  beholdmg  hiin,  have  wash'd  his  knife 
"With  gentle  eye-drops.    He  is  coming  hither. 

E.  Sen.  But  wherefore  did  he  take  away  the  crownj 
Lo,  whore  he  comes 

Re-enter  Peixce  Henp.t. 

Come  hither  to  me,  Harry. — 
Depart  the  chamber,  leave  us  here  alone, 

{Exeunt  all  except  E.  Hbksy  and  P.  Heket. 

P.  Hen.  I  never  thought  to  hear  you  speak  again. 

K.  Hen.  Thy  wish  was  father,  Harry,  to  that  thought : 
I  stay  too  long  by  thee,  I  weary  thee. 
Dost  thou  BO  hunger  for  my  empty  chair. 
That  thou  wilt  needs  invest  thee  with  mine  honors 
Before  thy  hour  be  ripe  f     O  foolish  youth  1 
Thou  soek'st  the  greatness  that  will  overwhelm  thee. 
Stay  but  a  little ;  for  my  cloud  of  dignity 
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Is  held  fromfalling  with  bo  weat  a  wiod. 

That"  it  will  quickly  drop ;  my  day  is  dim, 

'Thou  hast  stol'n.  that,  which,  after  some  few  hours, 

"Were  thine  withotit  offence;  and  at  mj  death 

Til  on  hast  soal'd  up  my  expectation  r 

Thy  life  did  manifest  Uiou  lov'dst  me  not, 

And  thou  wilt  have  me  die  assur'd  of  it. 

Thou  hid'st  a  thousand  daggers  in  thy  thoughts, 

Which  thou  hast  whetted  on  thy  stony  heart. 

To  stab  at  half  an  hour  of  my  life. 

"What!  canst  thou  not  forbear  me  half  an  hour? 

Then  get  thee  gone,  and  dig  my  grave  thyself; 

And  hid  the  merry  bells  ring  to  thine  ear, 

That  thoB  art  crowned,  not  tljat  I  am  dead. 

Let  all  the  tears  that  should  bedew  my  hearse, 

Be  drops  of  balm  to  sanctify  thy  head : 

Only  compound  me  with  forgotten  dust; 

Give  that  which  gave  thee  life  unto  the  worms. 

Plnck  down  my  officers,  break  my  decrees ; 

For  now  a  time  is  come  to  mock  at  form ; — 

Harry  the  fifth  is  crown'd  1— Up,  vanity  1 

Down,  royal  state  1  all  you  sage  counsellors,  hence ! 

And  to  the  English  court  assemble  now. 

From  every  region,  apes  of  idleness! 

Now,  neighbor  confines,  purge  you  of  your  senm: 

Have  you  a  ruffian  that  will  swear,  drink,  dance, 

Eevel  the  night,  roh,  murder,  and  commit 

The  oldest  sins  the  newest  kind  of  ways  ? 

Be  happy,  he  will  trouble  jon  no  more; 

England  shall  double  gild  his  treble  guilt, — 

England  shaUgiye  him  office,  honor,  might ; 

For  the  fifth  Harry  from  corh'd  licence  pluiis 

The  ranzzle  of  restraint,  and  the  wild  dog 

Shall  flesh  his  tooth  in  every  innocent, 

0  my  poor  kingdom,  sick  with  civil  blows  1 
When  that  my  care  could  not  withhold  thy  riots. 
What  wilt  thou  do  when  riot  is  thy  care  i 

O,  thou  wilt  be  a  wilderness  again, 
Peopled  with  wolves,  thy  old  inhabitants  1 

P.  Ben.  [S'li^Ung.]  O,  pardon  me,  my  liege !  but  for  my  te 
The  moist  impediments  nnto  my  speech, 

1  had  forestalled  this  dear  and  deep  rebuke. 
Ere  you  with  grief  had  spoke,  and  I  had  heard 
The  course  of  it  so  far.    There  is  jonr  crown ; 
And  He  that  wears  the  crown  immortally. 
Long  guard  it  yours !     If  I  affect  it  more. 
Than  as  your  honor,  and  as  your  renown, 
Let  me  no  more  from  this  obedience  rise, — 
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Which  ray  most  true  and  inward  dnteona  spirit 
Teacheth,— tliis  prostrate  and  exterior  beDdiogl 
Heaven  witness  with  me,  when  I  liere  came  in, 
And  found  no  course  of  breath  witliin  your  m^eaty, 
How  cold  it  straek  my  heaii !  if  I  do  feign, 
O,  let  me  in  my  present  wildness  die, 
And  never  live  to  show  th'  incredulous  world 
The  noble  change  that  I  have  purposed  1 
Coming  to  look  on  you,  thinking  yon  dead, 

SAnd  dead  almost,  my  liege,  to  think  you  were,) 
spake  unto  the  crown,  as  having  sense, 
And  thus  upbraided  it :  "  The  care  on  thee  depending, 
Huth  fed  upon  the  body  of  my  father ; 
Therefore,  thou,  best  of  ^Id,  art  worst  of  gold: 
Other,  less  fine  in  carat,  la  more  precious, 
Preserving  life  in  medicine  potable ; 
But  thou,  most  fine,  moat  honor'd,  most  renown'd, 
Ilast  eat  thy  bearer  up."    Thus,  my  most  royal  liege, 
Acouaing  it,  I  put  it  on  ray  head. 
To  try  with  it, — aa  with  an  enemy 
That  had  before  my  face  murdc'd  my  father, — 
The  quarrel  of  a  true  inheritor. 
But  if  it  did  infect  my  blood  with  joy, 
Or  swell  my  thoughts  to  any  strain  of  pride  ; 
If  any  rebel  or  vain  spirit  of  mine 
Did,  with  the  least  affection  of  a  welcome, 
Give  entertainment  to  the  might  of  it, — 
Let  lieaven  forever  keep  it  from  my  head. 
And  make  me  as  the  poorest  vassal  is. 
That  doth  with  awe  and  terror  kneel  to  it! 

K.  Mm,  0  my  son, 
Heaven  put  it  in  thy  mind  to  take  it  hence, 
That  thou  might'st  win  the  more  thy  father's  love, 
Pleading  so  wisely  in  excuse  of  it  I 
Come  hither,  Harry,  sit  thou  by  my  bed ; 
And  hear,  I  think,  the  very  latest  counsel 
That  ever  I  shall  breathe.    Heaven  knows,  my  son, 
liy  what  by-paths,  and  indirect  crook'd  ways, 
I  met  this  crown ;  and  I  myself  know  well 
How  troublesome  it  eat  upon  my  head : 
To  thee  it  shall  descend  with  better  quiet. 
Better  opinion,  better  eonflrmation, 
Tet,  though  thou  stand'st  more  sure  than  I  conld  do, 
Thou  art  not  firm  enough,  aioce  griefs  are  green ; 
And  all  thy  friend8,^whioh  thou  must  make  thy  friends, — 
Have  but  their  stinga  and  teeth  newly  ta'en  out; 
By  whose  fell  working  I  was  first  advancM, 
And  by  whose  power  I  well  might  lodge  a  fear 
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To  be  ft^in  displac'd :  which  to  avoid, 

I  cut  them  off;  and  had  a  purpose  now 

To  lead  out  many  to  the  Holy  Laud, 

Lest  rest,  and  lying  atill,  might  malte  tliem  look 

Too  near  unto  my  state.    Therefore,  my  Harry, 

Be  it  thy  course  to  busy  giddy  minds 

With  foreign  quarrels ;  that  action,  hence  borne  out, 

May  waste  the  memory  of  the  former  days. 

More  would  I,  bat  my  lungs  are  wasted  so, 

That  strength  of  speech  ia  utterly  denied  me, 

IIow  I  came  by  tlie  crown,  O  heaven,  forgire  1 

And  grant  it  may  with  thee  in  true  peace  live  1 

P.  Hen.  My  gracious  liege, 
You  won  it,  wore  it,  kept  it,  gave  it  me ; 
Then  plain  and  right  must  my  possession,  be : 
Wliioh  I,  with  more  than  widi  a  common  pain, 
'Uniust  all  the  world  will  rightfully  mwntain. 

K.  Hen.  Look,  look,  hero  comes  my  John  of  Lancaster. 
Eater  Prince  Johk  of  Ljkcaster,  Wabwick,  Lords,  and  others. 

P.  John.  Health,  peace,  and  happiiieas,  to  my  royal  father ! 

K.  Hen.  Thou  bring'st  me  happiness  and  peace,  son  John ; 
But  health,  alack,  wiUi  youthful  wings  is  flown 
From  this  bare  wither'd  trunk :  upon  thy  eight, 
My  worldly  business  makes  a  period. 
Where  is  my  lord  of  Warwick  f 

i*.  Hm.  My  lord  of  Warwick ! 

If.  Hen.  Doth  any  name  particular  belong 
Unto  tlie  lodging  where  I  first  did  swoon  1 

War.  'lis  call'd  Jerusalem,  my  noble  lord. 

K.  Hen.  Laud  be  to  God! — even  there  my  life  must  end. 
It  hath  been  prophesied  to  me  many  years, 
I  should  not  die  but  in  Jerusalem ; 
Which  vainly  I  suppos'd  the  Holy  Land  :— 
But  bear  me  to  that  chamber ;  tliere  I'll  lie ; 
In  that  Jemsalem  shall  Harry  die.  [Exeunt, 


ACT  Y. 

SCESE  I.— Glostershire.    A  Hall  in  Siialloiv's  House. 

Enter  Shallow,  Falstafp,  BAEnoLPn,  and.  Page. 

Shal.  By  cock  and  pie,  sir,  you  shall  not  away  to-night.— 
What,  Davy,  I  sny  I 
Fal.  You  must  exc 
&lial.  I  will  not  ei 
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cusos  Bball  not  be  admitted ;  there  is  do  escuse  ehall  servo ;  you. 
shall  not  be  escused. — Wlij,  Davj  1 

Enter  Datt, 

Davyi  Here,  sir. 

Shal.  Davy,  Davy,  Davy,  Davy,— let  mo  see,  Davy ;  let  mo 
see,  Davy; — let  me  see: — yea,  marry;  "William  cook,  bid  him 
come  hither. — Sir  John,  job  shall  not  be  excused. 

Davy.  Marry,  sir,  thus,  those  precepts  cannot  be  served :  and 
again,  sir,— «hfl!l  we  sow  the  headland  with  wheat  ? 

Shal.  With  red  wheat,  Davy.  But  for  William  cootr-^aro 
there  no  young  pigeons ! 

Davy.  Yes,  sir. — Hei'e  is,  now,  the  smith's  note  for  shoeing, 
and  plough  iron. 

Shal.  Let  it  be  cast,  and  paid. — Sir  John,  you.  shall  not  be 
escused. 

Davy.  Now,  sir,  anewlink  to  the  bucket  must  needs  be  had: 
— and,  sir,  do  you  meali  to  stop  any  of  William's  wages,  about 
the  sack  ho  lost  the  other  day  at  Hinckley  fwr ! 

Shal.  He  shall  answer  it. — Some  pigeons,  Davy;  a  couple  of 
short-legged  hens,  a  joint  of  mutton,  and  any  pretty  little  tiny 
kickshaws,  tell  William  cook. 

Davy.  Doth  the  man.  of  war  stay  all  nigM,  sir? 

Shal.  Yes,  Davy.  I  will  nseWm  well  La  friend  i'  the  conrt 
is  better  than  a  penny  in  pnrse^  Use  his  men  well,  Davy ;  for 
they  are  arrant  knaves,  and  wiiroackbite. 

Davy.  No  worse  than  they  are  baek-bitten. 

Shal.  Well  conceited,  Davy.    About  thy  business,  Davy. 

Da/ny.  I  beseech  yon,  sir,  to  countenance  William  Visor  of 
Wincot  against  Clement  Porkes  of  the  hill. 

Skal.  There  are  many  complaints,  Davy,  against  that  Visor : 
that  Visor  is  an  arrant  knave,  on  my  knowledge. 

Dazy,  I  grant  jour  worship,  that  he  is  a  knave,  sir ;  but  yet, 
heaven  forbid,  sir,  but  a  knave  should  have  some  countenance 
at  his  friend's  request.  An  honest  man,  sir,  is  able  to  speak  for 
himself,  when  a  knave  is  not.  I  have  sei'ved  your  worship 
truly,  sir,  this  eight  years;  and  if  I  cannot  once  or  twice  in  a 
quarter  bear  out  a  knave  against  an  honest  man,  I  have  bnt  a 
very  little  credit  with  your  worship.  The  knave  is  mine  honest 
friend,  sir;  therefore,  I  beseech  your  worship,  let  liim  be  coun- 
tenanced.'    • 

Shal.  Go  to ;  I  say,  he  shall  have  no  wrong.  Look  about, 
Davy.  [Exit  Davt.]  Where  are  you.  Sir  John  ?  Oomo,  come, 
come,  off  with  your  boots. — Give  mo  yonr  hand,  master  Bar- 

Eavd.  I  am  glad  to  see  your  worship. 

Shal.  I  thank  thee  with  all  my  heart,  kind  master  ISardolph : 
— [7b  the  Page.]  and  welcome,  my  tall  fellow.     Come,  Sir  John. 
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Ful.  I'Jl  follow  you,  good  master  Eobei-t  Shallow.  [Exit 
Smali^ow.]  Bardolpli,  look  to  onr  horses.  [Exeunt  BAitDOLPn 
nraif  Page.]  If  I  were  sawed  into  quaatitioa,  I  slioiild  make  four 
dozen  of  such  bearded  hermit's  staves  as  master  Shallow.  It  is 
a,  wonderful  thiag,  to  see  the  semblable  coherence  of  hia  men's 
spirits  and  his:  thoy,  hy  obserTing  him,  do  bear  themselves  like 
foolish  jnsticea;  he,  by  COnTeraiug  witli  them,  is  turned  into  a 
jnstioe-like  serving-man  :  their  spirits  are  so  married  in  conjunc- 
tion with  the  participation  of  society,  that  they  flock  together  in 
consent,  like  so  many  wild  geese.  If  1  had  a  suit  to  master 
Shallow,  I  wonld  humor  hia  men  with  the  imputation  of  being 
near  their  master :  if  to  his  men,  I  would  curry  with  master 
Shallow,  that  no  man  could  better  command  his  servants.  It  is 
certain,  that  either  wise  bearing,  or  ignorant  carriage,  ia  caught, 
as  men  take  diseases,  one  of  another :  therefore,  let  men  take 
heed  of  their  company,  I  will  devise  matter  enough  oat  of  this 
Shallow,  to  keep  prince  Harry  ia  continual  laughter  and  wear- 
ing out  of  sis  fashions.  O,  it  is  much,  that  a  lie  with  a  slight 
oath,  and  a  Jest  with  a  sad  brow,  will  do  with  a  fellow  that  never 
liad  the  ache  in  his  ahonlders  I  O,  you  shall  see  him  laugh,  till 
his  face  be  like  a  wet  cloak  ill  laid  up ! 

Shal.  [Within.]  Sir  John! 

iitl.  I  come,  master  Shallow  ;  I  come,  master  Shallow.  [Exit. 


SCENE  n. — Westminster.    AnApaTtment  in  the  Palace. 
Eater  'Waewice  and  tlie  Lord  Chief  Justice. 

War.  How  now,  my  loi'd  chief  jnstico!  whither  away ! 

Gk.  Just.  How  doth  the  king? 

War.  Exceeding  well ;  his  cares  are  now  all  ended. 

Gh.Jiist.  I  hope,  not  dead. 

War.  He's  walk'd  tlie  way  of  nature ; 

And  to  onr  purposes  he  lives  no  more. 

Oh.  Juat.  I  would  his  majesty  Lad  call'd  me  with  him : 
The  service  that  I  truly  did  his  life, 
Hath  left  me  open  to  all  injuries. 

War.  Indeed,  I  think  the  yonng  king  loves  you  not. 

CA.  Just.  I  know  he  doth  not;  and  do  arm  mya^f, 
To  welcome  the  condition  of  the  time. 

War.  Here  come  the  heavy  issue  of  dead  Harry ; 
O !  that  the  living  Harry  hni  the  temper 
Of  him,  the  worst  of  these  three  gentlemen  1 
How  many  nobles  then  should  hold  their  places. 
That  must  strike  sail  to  spirits  of  vile  sort ! 

CL  Just.  O  heaven  !  I  fear,  all  will  be  overtum'd! 
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Enter  PenfcB  Jons,  Pkinoe  ITumpiiret,  Oi.aeescb,  'Westmorb- 
LiND,  and  others. 

P.  John.  Good  morrow,  cousin  Warwick,  good  morrow. 

J".  Humph,   Ola.  Gflod  morrow,  oonsin, 

P.  John.  "Wo  meet  like  men  that  had  forgot  to  speflk. 

War.  We  do  remember ;  but  our  argument 
Is  all  too  heavy  to  admit  much.  talk. 

P.  John,  Well,  peace  be  with  him  that  hath  made  us  heavy ! 

CL  Just  Peace  be  with  as,  lest  we  he  heavier ! 

P.  Miimph.  O,  good  my  lord,  you  have  lost  a  friend,  indeed ; 
And  I  dare  swear,  you  borrow  not  that  face 
Of  seeming  Borrow, — it  is  sure  your  own. 

Ola.  Well,  you  must  now  speak  Sir  John  Talstaff  fair; 
Which  swims  against  your  stream  of  qoaJity. 

Ch.  Jutt.  Sweet  princes,  what  I  did,  I  did  in  honor, 
Led  by  th'  impartial  conduct  of  my  soul ; 
And  never  shall  yon  see  that  I  will  beg 
A  ragged  and  forestall'd  remission. 
If  trnth  and  upright  innocency  fail  me, 
I'il  to  the  king,  my  master,  that  is  dead. 
And  tell  him  who  hath  sent  me  after  hira. 

War.  Here  comes  the  prince. 

JEnter  Eiko  Hekbt  V. 

Ch.  Jv»t.  Good  morrow,  and  heaven  save  yonr  mtyesty ! 

King.  This  new  and  gorgeous  garment,  majesty. 
Sits  not  so  easy  on  me  as  you  think. — 
Brothers,  you  mis  your  sadness  with  some  fear : 
This  is  the  English,  not  the  Turkish  court ; 
Hot  Amnrath  an  Amnrath  succeeds. 
But  Earry  Harry.    Yet  be  sad,  good  brothers, 
For,  to  speak  truth,  it  very  well  becomes  you  : 
Sorrow  so  royally  in  you  appears, 
That  I  will  deeply  put  the  fashion  on, 
And  wear  it  in  my  heart ;  why,  then,  be  sad ; 
But  entertain  no  more  of  it,  good  brothers. 
Than  a  joint  burden  laid  upon  ns  all. 
For  me,  by  heaven,  I  bid  you  be  assur'd, 
I'll  be  your  father  and  your  brother  too ; 
Let  me  but  bear  your  love,  111  bear  your  cares : 
Yet  weep  that  Harry's  dead,  and  so  will  I ; 
But  Harry  lives,  that  shall  convert  those  teais, 
By  number,  into  hours  of  happiness. 

P.  John,  &e.  We  hj>pe  no  other  from  your  m^'esty. 

King.  Yon  all  look  strangely  on  me  -.—[To  the  Chief  Jualiee.] 
and  you,  most: 
■  You  are,  I  tliink,  assiir'd  I  love  you  not, 
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Ok.  Juat.  I  am  assur'd,  if  I  be  measur'd  rightly, 
Yovr  majesty  hath  no  just  cause  to  hate  me. 

E713.  Sol 
How  might  a  prince  of  my  great  hopes  forget 
So  great  indignities  yon  laid  upon  me  ? 
"What!  rate,  rebuke,  and  roughly  send  to  prison 
The  immediate  heir  of  England  I     Was  this  eae;  9 
May  this  he  wash'd  in  Letbe,  and  forgotten? 

C'h.  Jtitt.  1  then  did  use  the  person  of  your  fiither; 
The  image  of  his  power  lay  then  in  mo  i 
And,  in  th'  administration  of  hia  law. 
Whiles  I  was  busy  for  the  commonwealth, 
Your  highness  pleased  to  forget  my  place, 
The  m^esty  and  power  of  law  and  justice, 
The  image  of  the  king  whom  I  presented, 
And  stiMick  me  in  my  very  seat  of  judgment ! 
Whereon,  as  an  offender  to  your  fether, 
I  gave  bold  way  to  my  authority, 
And  did  commit  you.    If  the  deed  were  ill. 
Be  yon  contented,  weaiTng  now  the  garland, 
To  have  a  son  set  your  decrees  at  naught. 
And  then  imagine  me  taking  your  p^t. 
And,  in  your  power,  soft  silenoing  your  son. 
After  this  cold  considerance,  sentence  me ; 
And,  as  you  are  a  king,  speak  in  your  state, 
What  I  have  done  that  misbecame  my  place, 
My  person,  or  my  liege's  soyereignty. 

JUnff.  You  are  right,  Justice,  and  yon  weigh  this  well; 
Therefore  still  hear  the  balance,  and  the  sword : 
And  I  do  wish  your  honors  may  increase. 
Till  you  do  live  to  see  a  son  of  mine 
Offend  yon,  and  obey  you,  as  I  did. 
So  shall  I  live  to  see  my  fathers'  words  :— 
"  Happy  am  X,  tliat  have  a  man  so  bold. 
That  dares  do  justice  on  my  proper  son ; 
And  not  less  happy,  having  snch  a  son. 
That  wonld  deliver  np  his  greatness  so 
Into  the  hands  of  justice." 
There  is  my  hand. 

Yon  shall  be  as  a  father  to  my  yonth ; 
My  voice  shall  sound  as  you  do  prompt  mine  ear; 
And  I  will  Btnop  and  humble  ray  intents 
To  yonr  well-practised  wise  directions.— 
And,  princes  all,  believe  me,  I  beseech  yoti ; — 
My  father  is  gone  wild  into  his  grave. 
For  in  his  tomb  lie  my  affections ; 
And  with  his  spirit  sadly  I  survive, 
To  mock  the  expectation  of  the  world, 
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To  frustrate  prophecies,  and  to  raze  ont 

Rotten  opinioti,  who  hath  writ  me  down 

After  my  seeming. 

Our  coronation  done,  we  wOl  suaimon, 

As  I  before  remember'd,  all  our  state ; 

And  (heaven  consigning  to  my  good  intents,) 

No  priiicfl,  nor  peer,  shall  have  just  cause  to  say. 

Heaven  shortea  Harry's  happy  life  one  day,  [Exeunt 

SCENE  III,— Gloatershire.  The  Garden  of  Shallow's  Jloase. 


8!mI.  Nay,  yon  shall  see  mine  orchard ;  where,  in  an  arhor, 
we  will  eat  a  last  year's  pippin  of  my  own  graffing,  with  a  dish 
of  earraways,  and  so-forth;— come,  cousin  Silence;— and  then 
to  bed. 
_  Fal.  'Fore  heaven,  yon  have  here  a  goodly  dwelling,  and  a 

Skal.  Barren,  barren,  barren;  beggars  all,  beggars  nil.  Sir 
John: — marry,  good  air.— Spread,  iJavy;  spread,  Davy:  well 
said,  Davy. 

Fal.  This  Davy  serves  you  for  good  uses. 

Shal.  A  good  varlet,  a  good  varlet,  a  very  good  varlet.  Sir 
John. — By  the  mass,  I  have  drunk  too  much  sack  at  supper : — 
A  good  varlet.     Now  sit  down,  now  sit  down: — come,  cousin. 

Sil.  Ah,  sirrah  I  quoth-a, — we  shall  [Singing. 


"t.. 

nothing  bQt. 
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Dst.  nnd  tnat;e  gonil  nhce 
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Am 

fi^i^l 

Fal.  There's  a  merry  heartl^Good  master  Silence, 
I'll  give  you  a  health  for  that  anon. 

SkaL  Give  master  Bardolph  some  wine,  Davy. 
_  Batiy.  [To  Babdolph,  andpointing  to  a  side  tMe.}  Sweet  sir, 
sit ;  I'll  he  with  you  anon ;  most  sweet  sir,  sit. — Master  page,  good 
master  page,  sit.    What  you  want  in  meat,  we'll  have  in  drink ; 
but  you.  must  bear;  the  heart's  all.  [Exit. 

Shal.  Be  merry,  master  Bardolph ; — and  my  little  soldier  there, 
be  merry. 

Sil.  [Singing. 

Be  fflstrv,  ba  mpiry;  m j-  mlfo  haa  t!l ; 

Anil  meleonio  morrj  shrovc-Ude. 
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Fal.  I  did  not  think  master  SUence  had  been  a  man  of  thig 
mettle. 

Sil.  Who,  I  ?  I  have  teen  merry  twice  and  on«e,  ere  now, 
Se-enter  Datt, 

Dany.  There  is  u  dish  of  leather-coats  for  jou. 

[Setting  them  before  Bahdolph. 

Shal.  Davy,— 

Davij.   Your  worahip  ?— [fo  BABDOLi^Ei.]     Ill   bo   with  jou 
stroiglit. — [To  Shallow.]  A  cup  of  wine,  sir? 

Sil.  [Singing.] 


Fal.  Well  said,  master  Silence. 

Sil.  And  we  siiall  be  merry  ;— now  comes  ia  the  sweet  of  the 

Fal.  Health  and  long  life  to  yon,  master  Silence. 
Sil.  [Singing.] 

Fill  theeup.nnd  let  11  come; 

I'll  pluilgc  you  a  miLo  Ur  tbc  bottom, 

Shal.  Honest  Bardolph,  welcome :  if  thou  wnntest  any  thing, 
and  wilt  not  call,  bestrew  thy  heart. — Welcome,  my  little  tiny 
thief ;  and  welcome,  indeed,  too. — I'll  drink  to  master  Bardolph, 
and  to  all  the  cavaleroes  about  London. 

Davi/.  1  hope  to  seel^ndon  once  ere  I  die. 

Bard.  An  I  might  see  you  there,  Davy,— 

ShaL  By  the  mass,  you'll  crack  a  quart  together,— ha!  will 
you  not,  master  Bardolph  ? 

Bard.  Yea,  sir,  in  a  pottle-pot. 

Shal.  I  thank  thee  :^the  knave  will  stick  by  thee,  I  can  as- 
sure thee  that :  he  will  not  out ;  he  is  true  bred. 

Bard.  And  I'it  stick  by  him,  sir. 

3/utl.  Why,  there  spoke  a  king.  Lack  nothing:  be  merry. 
[RjtocMng  kear£]  LooS  who's  at  the  door  there.  Ho  I  who 
knocks?  [Mit  Davy. 

Fal.  [7b  SiLBscE,  who  drinks  a  bumper.]  Why,  now  you  have 
done  me  right. 

Sil.  [Singing.] 

Domerlglit, 

Is't  not  so  ? 

Fal.  'Tis  so. 

Sil.  Is't  80  ?    Why,  then,  say  an  old  man  can  do  somewhat. 

Re-etiter  Datt. 
Davy.  An't  please  your  worship,  there's  one  Pistol  come  from 
the  court  with  news. 
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MiL  From  the  court?  let  him  come  in.— [£ra(cr  Pistol.]  How 
now,  Pistol  I 

Put.  Sir  Jo][n,  heaven  save  you  1 

Fal.  What  wind  blew  you  hither,  Pistol  ? 

Pidf.  Not  the  ill  wind  which  blows  no  man  to  good. — Sweet 
kn^ht,  thou  art  now  one  of  the  greatest  men  in  the  realm. 

Sil.  ByV  lady,  I  think  he  be,  but  goodman  PuiF  of  Barson. 

put.  Puff? 
Puff  in  thy  teeth,  meat  recreant  coward  base  I — 
Sir  John,  I  am  thy  Pistol,  and  thy  friend, 
And  helter-skelter  have  I  rode  to  thee ; 
And  tidings  do  I  bring,  and  lucky  joys, 
And  golden  times,  and  happy  news  of  price, 

Fal.  I  pr'ythee  now,  deliver  them  like  a  man  of  this  world. 

put.  A  foutra  for  the  world,  and  worldlings  base ! 
I  speak  of  Africa,  and  golden  joys. 

Fill.  O  base  Assyrian  knight,  what  is  thy  news? 
Let  king  Cophetua  know  the  truth  thereof. 

And  Eobin  Hood,  Scarlet,  and  .ToIiB. 

Pi»t.  Shall  mongrel  curs  confront  the  Helicons  f 
And  shall  good  news  be  baffled !  ' 

Then,  Pistol,  lay  thy  head  in  Furies'  lap. 

Skal.  Honest  gentleman,  I  know  not  your  breeding. 

Pint.  Why  then,  lament  therefore. 

Shal.  Give  me  pardon,  sir ; — ^if,  sir,  yon  come  with  news  from 
the  court,  I  take  it  there  is  but  two  ways, — either  to  utter  them, 
or  to  conceal  them,    I  am,  sir,  under  the  king,  in  some  authority. 

Pist.  Under  which  king,  Bezonian  ?  speak,  or  die. 

Shal.  Uiider  king  Harry. 

I'ist.  Harry  the  fourth  ?  or  fifth  ? 

Shal.  Harry  the  fourth. 

Pist.  A  foutra  for  thino  office  I — 

Sir  John,  tby  tender  lambkin  now  is  king ; 
Harry  the  fifth's  the  man,    I  speak  the  truth : 
When  Pistol  lies,  do  this ;  [make^  a  contemptiions  gesture.]  and 

fig  me,  like 
The  bragging  Spaniard. 

Pal.  "What !  is  the  old  king  dead  ? 

Piaf.  As  nail  in  door ;  the  things  I  speak  are  Just. 

Fal.  Away,  Bordolph  I  saddle  mj  horse. — Master  Eobert  Shal- 
low, choose  what  office  thou  wilt  in  the  land,  'tis  thine. — Pistol, 
I  will  double-charge  thee  with  dignities. 

Bard.  O  joyful  day! — I  would  not  take  a  knighthood  for  ray 
fortune. 

Pi»t.  What,  r  do  bring  good  news  ? 

Fal.  Carry  muster  Silenoe  to  bed,— Jfaster  Pljollow,  my  lord 
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Shallow,  be  wliat  thou  wilt;  I  !im  fortune's  steward.  Get  Ott 
thy  boots:  we'll  ride  all  night. — 0  sweet  Pistol! — A  way,  Bar- 
dolph  i—lSxit  BiHD.]  Come,  Pistol,  utter  more  to  lae ;  and, 
withal,  devise  something  to  do  thyself  good.  Boot,  hoot,  mas- 
ter Shallow :  I  know  the  young  king  is  sick  for  me.  Let  us 
take  any  mau's  horses ;  the  laws  of  England  are  at  my  com- 
mandment. Happy  are  they  wliich  have  been  my  friends ;  and 
woe  nnto  my  lord  chief  justice ! 

Put.  Let  vultures  vile  seize  on  his  lungs  also ! 
"  Where  is  the  life  that  late  I  led? "  say  they : 
Why,  here  it  is; — welcome  these  pleasant  days  I  [Exeartt, 

SOEWE  Y.—A  PuWie  Place  near  Westminster  Ahbey. 
EiitcT  two  Grooms,  strewing  rushes, 

\  6-rooM.  More  rushes,  more  rushes. 

2  Groom.  The  trumpets  have  sonnded  twice. 

1  Oroom.  It  wiO  bo  two  o'clock  ere  they  come  from  the  coro- 
nation :  despatch,  despatch.  [Exeunt  Grooms, 

Enter  Falstapf,  Shaliow,  Pistoi.,  Baedolph,  and  Pago. 

Fal.  Stand  here  by  me,  master  Eobert  Shallow ;  I  will  make 
the  king  do  you  grace ;  I  will  leer  upon  him,  as  he  comes  by ; 
and  do  but  mark  the  countenance  that  he  will  give  me. 

Fist.  Heaven  bless  thy  lungs,  good  knight. 

Fal.  Oome  here,  Pistol ;  stand  behind  me. — [To  Shallow.] 
O,  if  I  had  had  time  to  have  made  new  liveries,  I  would  have 
bestowed  the  thousand  pound  I  borrowed  of  you.  But  'tis  no 
matter ;  this  poor  show  doth  better :  this  doth  infer  the  zeal  I 
had  to  see  him,— 

8hd.  It  doth  so. 

Fal.  It  shows  my  earnestness  of  affection, — 

Shal.  It  doth  so. 

Fal.  My  devotion, — 

Shal.  It  doth,  it  doth,  it  doth. 

Fal.  As  it  were,  to  ride  day  and  night ;  and  not  to  deliberate, 
not  to  remember,  not  to  have  patience  to  shift  me, — 

Shal.  It  is  most  certain. 

Fal.  But  to  stand  stained  with  travel,  and  sweating  with  de- 
sire to  see  hira ;  thinking  of  nothing  else,  putting  all  affairs  else 
in  oblivion,  as  if  there  were  nothing  else  to  be  done  but  to  see 

Put.  'Tis  all  in  every  part. 

Shal,  'Tis  so,  indeed.  [Shouti  tuithin  and  trumpets  sound. 

PM.  There  roar'd  the  sea,  and  tmmpet-olangor  sounds. 

Enter  Kisu  and  his  train,  the  Chief  Justice  among  them. 
Fill.  Heaven  save  thy  gi-ace,  king  Hal !  my  royal  Hal ! 
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Fal.  Heaven  save  thee,  my  sweet  Ijoy ! 

King.  My  lord  chief  justice,  apeak  to  that  vaia  man. 

C'h.  Just.  Have  yon  jour  wits?  knowyou  wliat  'tis  jou  speak! 

Fal.  MykingI  myJovel  I  speak  to  tliee,  my  heart  I 

King.  I  know  thee  not,  old  man :  fall  to  thy  prayors ; 
How  ill  white  liairs  become  a  fool,  and  jester  I 
I  have  long  dreara'd  of  such  a  kind  of  man, 
So  surfeit-swell'd,  so  old,  and  so  profane ; 
Bnt,  being  awake,  I  do  despise  ray  dream. 
Make  less  thy  body  hence,  and  more  thy  grace ; 
Leave  gormandizing;  know,  tlie  grave  doth  gape 
For  thee  thrice  wider  than  for  other  men. — 
Reply  not  to  me  with  a  fool-bom  jest  : 
Presume  not  that  I  am  the  thing  I  was ; 
For  heaven  doth  know,  so  shall  the  world  perceive, 
That  I  have  turn'd  away  my  former  self; 
So  will  I  those  that  kq)t  me  eompany. 
When  thou  dost  hear  I  am  as  I  have  been, 
Approach  me,  and  thou  shaJt  be  as  thon  wast, 
The  tutor  aud  the  feeder  of  my  riots : 
Till  then  I  banish  thee,  on  pr^n  of  death, — 
As  I  have  done  the  I'est  of  my  misleaders, — 
Not  to  come  near  our  person  by  ten  mile. 
For  competence  of  life  I  will  aUpw  you, 
That  lack  of  means  enforce  yoji  not  to  evil; 
And,  as  we  hear  yon  do  reform  yourselves. 
We  will,  according  to  your  strength  and  qualities, 
Give  you  advancement.— [Tb  Ch.  Just.]   Be  it  your  charge,  my 

lord, 
To  see  perform'd  the  tenor  of  ouf  word. — 
Set  on.  [Exeunt  Kiifo  and  his  train. 

Fal.  Master  Shallow,  I  owe  you  a  tliousand  pound. 

Sluil.  Ay,  marry,  Sir  John ;  which  I  beseech  yon  to  Jet  mo 
have  homo  with  me. 

Fal.  That  can  hardly  be,  master  Shallow.  Do  not  you  grieve 
at  this ;  I  shall  be  sent  for  in  private*  to  him :  look  you,  he  must 
seem  thus  to  the  world;  fear  not  your  advancement;  I  will  be 
the  man  yet  that  shall  make  you  great. 

Shal.  I  cannot  perceive  how;  unless  jon  should  ^ve  meyonr 
doublet,  and  stuff  me  out  with  straw.  I  beseech  you,  good  Sir 
John,  let  me  have  five  hundred  of  my  thousand, 

Fal.  Sir,  I  will  be  as  good  as  my  word  r  this  that  vou  hesrd 
was  but  a  color. 

S/ial.  A  color,  I  fear,  that  yon  will  die  in.  Sir  John. 

Fal.  Fear  no  colors :  go  with  me  to  dinner :— come,  lieuten- 
ant Pistol;  come,  Bardolph  :— I  shall  be  sent  for  soon  at  night. 
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Ee-enter  Peisce  Joira,  fJte  CLief  Justice,  Officers,  £c. 

Ch.  Jmt.  Go,  carry  Sir  John  Falstoff  to  the  Fleet: 
Take  aJl  his  company  along  witli  Lim. 

Fal.  My  lord,  my  lord,— 

Ch.  Jiiit.  I  cannot  now  speak:  I  will  hear  you  soon. — 
Take  them  away. 

[Eneunt  Fal.  Shai..  Pist.  Babd.  and  Pago,  with  Officers. 

P.  John.  I  like  this  fair  proceeding  of  the  king's: 
He  hath  intent  his  wonted  followers 
Shall  all  be  very  well  provided  for ; 
But  all  are  hanish'd,  till  their  conversations 
Appear  more  wise  and  modest  to  the  world, 

Ch.  Jmt.  And  so  they  are. 

P.  John.  The  king  hath  caU'd  his  parliament,  my  lord. 

CA.  Jvet.  He  hath. 

P.  John.  I  will  lay  odds,  that,  ere  this  year  expire, 
We  bear  our  civil  swords  and  native  fire 
A  a  far  as  France :  I  heard  a  bird  so  sing, 
Whoso  music,  to  my  thinking,  plcaa'd  the  king. 
Come,  will  yon  hence  t  [Exevnt. 
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Tma  pliy  was  sljlefl  In  the  earlier  cdLUona  a  "  ChroniclB  BlsWrr,"  wliLcli  it 
strletlj  is,  In  a  dramatle  form-"  for  it  borrows  noUjlng  ttnm  mere  invenUoo  In 
incident,  Bud  sarcelr  In  cSanioler."  The  slory,  In  all  lis  detdls.  Is  purelj 
llatorloiil  ;  and  even  IbB  comic  personBgos  Introdnied  are  almost  bislorical 
In  tboir  character,  exhibiting,  as  they  do,  typos  or  rfprt^entallves  of  the 
elasMS  of  the  period.  The  period  eomprlsed  in  this  Dramatic  BfBtory  commences 
about  the  latter  end  of  the  first,  and  terminates  In  the  eighth  year  of  this  king's 
reign;  when  he  married  Katharine  of  France,  and  closed  up  the  difletences 
betnlxt  England  and  tbat  erown. 


PEESOKS  EEPEESENTED. 


Bisaop  OF  Elt. 

E.itL  Of  Cambhidoe,  1 

LoHD  Scroop,  }■  CdTispiralors. 

Sir  Thomas  Gkit,       (  ^ 

Sir  TaoBAS  Eepingihii,  GowEit,  Fltiki.leii,  Ma 

KiKO  BsMRT'a  Armg. 
Bates,  ConRi,  WiiuAiis,  Soldiers  in  lit  Same. 
Pistol,  Nym,  Bardolph, 
Boy,  Semant  lo  than.     A  Herald. 
Charles  the  Sixth,  King  of  Prance. 
Lewis,  the  Davphiit. 

DiTKES  OP  BcHCDNOT,  OaLEANS,  and  BOUBEOK. 

The  Constable  of  France. 

Raubdkbs,  and  GRiHnPBE,  French  Lards. 

MosTJOi,  o  Frmch  Herald. 


Hosted  by  Google 


HISTOEICAL  SHAKSPEAItlAN  KEADEK. 


IsADBi,,  Qiifen  (jf  France. 
KATBiRiKE,  DatigMer  of  Chahles  and  Isabel. 

Alios,  a  Lady  mending  on  the  Dincess  Katharike,  ,      ,-  ^ 

HoBtesa  0/  tht  Boar's  Bend  Tareni  m  Easlclienp;  formerly  Mlirat 

QciicELV,  noa  wife  foPisioL. 

Lords,  Ladies,  Officers,  Soldiers,  CitiKcn9,Ueasengers,aniAtteDdante. 

SCESE,— /«  Ekglakd  and  in  rHiSca. 


SCENE  I.— London.    An  Ante-chamier  in  the  EiBo's  Palace. 
EntcT  the  AncHBisirop  op  Cantekbukt  and  the  Bishop  of  Ely. 


Cant.  My  Iprd,  I'll  tell  you,— that  self  bill  is  mg'd, 
"Which  in  tti'  eleventh  year  of  the  kat  king's  reign 
Was  Jike,  and  hafllndeed  against  us  pass'd, 
But  that  the  scambling  and  unquiet  time 
Did  push  it  out  of  farther  question. 

M3/.  But  how,  my  lord,  ehall  we  resist  it  now  ? 

Cant.  It  must  he  thought  on.    If  it  pass  against  na, 
We  leae  the  fi'etter  half  of  onr  posse.ssiori : 
For  all  the  tejnporal  lands,  which  men  deyont 
By  testament  have  given  to  the  church, 
Would  they  strip  from  ns. 

H/y.  This  would  drink  deep. 

Cant.  'Twould  drink  the  cup  and  all. 

Illy.  But  what  prevention? 

Cant.  The  king  is  fnll  of  grace,  and  fwr  regard. 

Ely.  And  a  true  lover  of  the  hgly  church. 

Uant.  The  conrsea  of  his  youth  promised  it  not. 
The  breath  no  sooner  left  his  father's  body. 
But  that  his  wildness,  mortified  in  him, 
Seem'd  to  ^e  too ;  yea,  at  that  very  moment, 
Cpnsideration  like  an  angel  came, 
And  whipp'd  th'  offenfflng  Adam  ont  of  him, 
Leaving  his  body  as  a  paradise, 
To  envelope  and  contain  celestial  spirits. 
Never  was  sneh  a  sudden  scholar  made ; 
Never  came  reformation  in  a  flood. 
With  such  a  heady  current,  scouring  faults  j 
Nor  never  Hydra-headed  wilfulaesa 
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So  Boon  did  lose  Lis  seal,  and  all  at  once, 
As  in  this  king. 

Ely.  We  ara  blessfd  in  the  change, 

Cant.  Hear  him  hut  reason  in  divinity, 
And,  all-admiring,  with  an  mward  wish 
You  wonld  desire  the  king  were  made  a  prelate : 
Hear  him  dehate  of  commonwealth  affairs, 
You  would  say,  it  hath  been  all-in-all  his  study : 
List  his  discourse  of  war,  and  you  shall  heai" 
A  fearful  battle  render'd  you  in  masic  : 
Turu  him  to  any  cause  of  policy. 
The  Gordian  knot  of  it  he  will  unloose. 
Familiar  as  his  garter  ;■ — that,  when  he  speaks, 
The  air,  a  charter'd  libertine,  is  still, 
And  the  mute  wonder  lurketh  iu  men's  ears. 
To  steal  his  sweet  and  honeyed  sentences. 

Ely.  The  strawberry  grows  underneath  the  nettle, 
And  wholesome  berries  thrive  and  ripen  best, 
Neighbor'd  by  fruit  of  baser  quality : 
And  so  the  prince  obecur'd  his  contemplation 
Under  the  veil  of  wildness ;  which,  no  doobt, 
Grew  like  the  summer  grass,  fastest  by  night. 
Unseen,  yet  creacive*  in  his  faculty. 

Cant.  It  must  be  so,  for  miracles  ore  ceasM. 

Ely.  But,  my  good  lord, 
How  now  for  mitigation  of  this  bill 
Urg'd  by  the  commons?     Doth  his  majesty 
Incline  to  it,  or  no  ? 

Cant,  Ho  seems  indifferent ; 

Or,  rather,  swaying  more  upon  our  part. 
Than  cherishing  th'  exhibiters  against  us : 
For  I  have  made  an  offer  to  his  majesty, — 
Upon  onr  apiritnal  convocation, 
And  in  regard  of  caiises  now  in  hand. 
Which  I  have  open'd  to  his  grace  at  large. 
As  touching  France,- — to  give  a  greater  sum 
Than  ever  at  one  time  the  clergy  yet 
Bid  to  his  predecessors  part  withal. 

My.  How  did  this  ofier  seem  receiv'd,  my  lord* 

Cant.  With  good  acceptance  of  his  m^esty ; 
8ave,  that  there  was  not  time  enough  to  near 
The  severals,  and  nnhidden  passages 
Of  his  true  titles  to  some  certain  dukedoms. 
And,  generally,  to  the  crown  and  seat  of  France, 
Deriv'd  from  Edward,  his  great  grandfather, 

Ely.  What  was  th'  impediment  that  broke  this  off? 
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GanL  Tlio  Prencli  embassador  upon  tliat  instant 
Crav'd  andienco ;  and  the  hour,  I  think,  is  come. 
To  gipe  him  hea,ring :  is  it  four  o'clocl;  t 

Ely.  Itia. 

Gaiit.  Then  go  wo  in,  to  kiyjw  hia  embassy ; 

Which  I  could,  with  a  ready  gness,  declare, 
Before  the  Frenchman  speak  a  word  of  it. 

Ely.  I'll  wait  upon  you ;  and  I  long  to  hear  it. 


SCENE  II.— London.     A  Room  of  State  in  the  Palace. 


K.  Hen.  Where  is  my  gracious  lord  of  Canterbury? 

Ex3.  Not  here  in  presence. 

K.  Hen.  Send  for  him,  good  ungle. 

Wmt.  Shall  we  call  in  th'  embassador,  my  liege? 

K.  Hen.  Not  yet,  my  cousin:  we  would  be  resolv'd, 
Itefore  we  hear  him,  of  some  things  of  weight. 
That  t9sk  our  thoughts,  concerning  us  anfi'rance. 
£ater  the  Abohbishop  of  Cahtebbcry  and  the  Brsnop  on 

C^nl.  Heaven  and  its  angels,  guard  your  sacred  throne, 
And  make  you  long  become  it  I 

J!'.  Hsu.  Sure,  we  thank  you. 

My  learned  lord,  we  pray  you  to  proceed. 
And  justly  and  religiously  unfold. 
Why  the  law  Salique,  that  they  have  in  France, 
Or  ahould.^r  should  not,  bar  us  in  ojir  cl^im: 
And  heaven  forbid,  my  deer  and  feithful  lord. 
That  you  should  fashion,  wrest,  or  bow  your  reading, 
Or  niflely  charge  your  understanding  soul 
With  opening  titles  mjscjeate,  whose  riglit 
Suits  not  in  native  colors  with  the  trath ; 
For  heaven  doth  know  how  mjjny,  now  in  health, 
Sliall  drop  their  blood  in  approbation 
O?  what  your  reverence  shall  incite  us  to. 
Therefore,  take  heed  how  you  impawn  our  person, 
How  you  awake  tTie  sleeping  sword  of  war : 
We  charge  you  in  the  name  of  heaven,  take  heed. 
Under  this  conjuration,  sp^ak,  my  lord ; 
And  we  wUl  hear,  no.te,  and  believe  ^n  heart, 
That  what  you  speak  is  in  your  conscience  w^ash'd. 
As  pure  as  bib  with  bsptism. 

Gunt.  Then  hear  me,  gracious  sovereign,  and  you  peers. 
That  owe  yonrselves,  your  lives,  and  services. 
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To  this  itoporial  throne.— -Tljere  is  no  lar 

To  make  against  yonr  highness'  claim  to  France, 

Bnt  this,  wluoh  they  produce  from  Eharamend, — 

"  No  woman  shall  succeed  in  Saliqiie  land : " 

Which  Saliqfle  land  the  French  unjnstly  gloze* 

To  be  the  redm  of  France,  and  Pharamfind 

The  founder  of  this  law,  and  female  bsr. 

Yet  their  own  aurora  ^difully  affirm, 

That  the  land  SaHquo  is  in  Germany, 

Between  the  floods  of  Sala  aud  of  Elhc ; 

Where  Charles  the  great,  Laying  subdued  the  Sasons, 

There  left  behind  and  settled  certiun  French ; 

Who,  holding  in  disdain  the  Gennan  women 

For  some  dishonest  manners  of  their  life, 

Establiah'd  then  this  law, — to  wit,  no  female 

Should  be  inheritris  in  Salique  land. 

The  kings  of  France  hold  up  this  Salijjue  law, 

To  bar  your  highness  cldming  from  the  female ; 

And  raUier  choose  to  hide  th^n  in  a  net. 

Than  amply  to'im^bar  thjir  crooked  titles 

TJsurp'd  &oia  you  asi  your  pKOgenitore. 

^.  Ben.  May  I  with  right  and  conscience  make  this  (lumt 

Cant.  The  jin  upon  my  head,  dread  sovereign ! 
For  in  the  B.ook  of  Numbers  is  it  writ, — 
When  the  son  dies,  let  tie  inheritance 
Descend  unto  the  daughter.    Gracious  lovO, 
Stand  for  yQur  own ;  unwind  your  bloody  flag ; 
Look  back  into  your  mighty  ancestors : 
Go,  my  dread  lord,  to  ypur  great  ^raadaire's  tomb, 
From  wb^m  you  daim. ;  invoke  his  warlike  spirit. 
And  ypnr  great  uncle's,  Edward  the  blank  prince. 
Who  on  the  French  ground  play'd  a  tragedy, 
Making  defeat  on  the  full  power  of  France. 

Sly.  Awake  remembrance" of  these  valiant  d§ad. 
And  with  yonr  puissant  arm  renew  theiiwfeats. 
~iixe.  Tour  brother  kings  and  monarchs  of  the  earth 
Do  all  expect  that  you  should  rouse  yourself. 
As  did  the  former  lions  of  your  blood. 

West.  They  kjiow  yoijr  grace  hath  cause  and  means  and  might 

Cant.  O,  let  our  bodies  follow,  my  dgar  Jiege, 
With  blood,  and  8W_ord,  and  fire,  to  win  your  right : 
In  aid  whereof,  we  of  the  spiritualty 
Will  r^se  yonr  highiiess  such  a  mighty  sum. 
As  never  did  the  clergy  at  one  time 
Bring  in  to  any  of  your  ancestors. 

K.  Sen,  Wo  mast  not  ociy  ann  to  invade  the  French, 

•  C:o3i— to  pilUntc  by  apucioos  exposLlLon. 
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But  ky  down  our  proportions  to  defend 
Agiunst  the  Scot,  who  will  make  road  upon  ns 
Willi  all  advantages. 

Cant.  They  of  those  marches,  gracious  sovereign, 
Sliali  be  a  wall  auffieient  to  defend 
Our  inland  from  the  pilfering  borderers. 

K.  Sen.  We  do  not  mean  the  cqursing  snatohcrs  only 
B\it  fear  the  main  intendment  of  the  Spot, 
Who  hath  heen  still  a  giddy  neighbor  to  ns. 

West.  There  is  a  saying,  very  old  and  true, — 
"  If  that  you  will  France  win, 
Then  with  Scotland  first  begin ;  " 
For  once  the  eagle  England  being  in  prey, 
To  ber  unguarded  nest  the  weasel  Scot 
Comes  sneaking,  and  so  aucka  her  princely  eggs ; 
Playing  tiie  mouse  in  absence  of  the  cat. 
To  spoil  and  havock  more  than  ahe  can  eat. 

Bre.  It  follows,  then,  the  cat  must  atay  at  home ; 
For  government,  though  high,  and  low,  and  lower, 
Put  into  parts,  doth  keep  in  one  concent,* 
Oongreeingin  a  full  and  natural  close. 
Like  muMc. 

Cant.         Therefore  doth  heaven  dirido 
The  state  of  roan  in  diyers  funclaona. 
Setting  endeavor  in  continual  motion ; 
To  which  is  fixed,  aa  an  aim  or  butt, 
Obediinoe :  for  so  work  the  honey  bees ; 
Creatures,  that  by  a  rule  In  nature,  feaeli 
The  aet  of  order  to  a  peopled  kingdom. 
TheyTiave  a  king,  and  officers  of  sorts; 
Where  some,  like  niagistratea,  correct  at  home ; 
Others,  like  nierchanta,  venture  trade  abroad ; 
Others,  like  soldiers,  aneed  in  their  stings. 
Make  boot  upon  the  summer's  velvet  buds ; 
Which  pill^e  they  witfimwry  mwch  bring  home 
To  the  tent-royal  of  their  emperor : 
Who,  busied  in  hb  mfflesty,  sprveys 
The  ainmng  maaona  building  roofs  of  gold ; 
The  cfvu  citizens  kneading  up  the  honey ; 
The  pSor  mechanic  porters  crowding  in 
Tligir  heavy  burdens  at  his  narrow  gafo ; 
The  Md-ej'd  justice,  with  his  surly  hum. 
Delivering  o'er  to  execiitors  p^e 
The  lazy  yawning  drone.    I  this  infer, — 
That  many  things,  having  full  reference 
To  one  concent,  may  work  contrariously. 
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Therefore  to  France,  my  liege. 
Divide  your  happy  England  into  four ; 
Whereof  take  you  one  quarter  into"" France, 
And  you  withal  shall  make  all.  Gallia  shake. 
K.  Hen.  Call  in  the  messengers  sent  from  the  Dauphin. 

[Sxit  an  Attendant, 
Now  are  we  well  resolv'd ;  and,  by  God's  help, 
And  yours,  the  nohle  sinews  of  our  power, 
France  being  ours,  we'll  bend  it  to  our  awe, 
Or  break  it  all  to  pieces :  or  there  we'll  sit, 
Ruling  in  large  and  ample  empery, 
O'er  France,  aud  all  her  almost  kingly  dukedoms. 
Or  lay  these  bones  in  an  nnworthy  urn 
Tombless,  with  no  remembrance  over  tiiem : 
Either  our  history  shall  with  fall  mouth 
Speak  freely  of  onr  acts,  or  else  our  graye, 
Like  Turkish  mate,  shall  have  a  tongueless  mouth, 
Not  worsbipp'd  with  a  waxen  epitaph. 

Enter  Embassadora  of  FraDce. 
Wow  are  we  well  prepar'd  to  know  the  pleasure 
Of  our  fair  cousin  Dauphin ;  for  we  hear 
Your  greeting  is  from  him,  not  from  the  king. 

1  Emi.  May't  please  your  majesty  to  give  us  leave 
Freely  to  render  what  we  have  in  charge; 
Or  shall  we  sparingly  show  you  far  off 
The  Dauphin's  meaning  and  our  embassy! 

K.  Hen.  We  are  no  tyrant,  but  a  Christian  king- 
Unto  whose  grace  our  passion  is  as  subject, 
As  are  our  wretches  fetter'd  in  our  prisons : 
Therefore  with  frank  and  with  unourbSd  pldnness 
lell  us  the  Dauphin's  mind. 
^,  I  -^f  *■  Thns,  then,  m  few. 

Your  highness,  lately  sending  into  France, 
Did  claim  some  certain  dnkedoms.  in  the  right 
Of  your  great  predecessor,  king  Edward  the  third. 
In  answer  of  which  cldm,  the  prince  our  master 
Says,  that  yon  savor  too  roach  of  your  youth  ; 
And  bids  you  be  advis'd,  there's  naught  in  France 
That  can  be  with  a  nunble  galliard  won  ;— 
You  cannot  revel  into  dukedoms  there. 
He  therefore  sends  you,  meeter  for  your  spirit, 
Jhjs  ton  of  treasure ;  and,  in  lien  of  this, 
Desires  you  let  the  dukedoms  that  you" claim 
■^  ^  '""'■^  '^^  y"^-    ^^'®  *''S  Danphiu  speaks. 
K.  Hen.  What  treasure,  nude? 

■™-  Tennis-balls,  my  liege, 

K.  Men.  We  are  glad  the  Da'jphin  is  so  pleasant  with  us ; 


Hosted  by  Google 


218  HISTOKECAL  SHAKSPEAKIAN  EEADEE. 

His  present,  and  jonr  ptiins,  tve  thank  you  for : 

"When  we  tave  match'd  our  rackets  to  these  balls, 

We  will,  in  Frooce,  by  heaven's  grace,  play  a  set, 

Shall  strike  his  father's  crown  into  the  hazard. 

Tell  the  Daapliin,  I  will  keep  my  state ; 

Be  like  a  king,  and  show  my  smI  of  greatness, 

When  I  do  rouse  me  in  my  throne  of  Trance : 

To  venge  me  as  I  may,  and  to  put  forth 

My  rightful  Land  in  a  well-hallow'd  cause. 

So,  get  you  hence  in  peace ;  and  tell  the  Dauphin, 

Hia  jest  will  savor  bat  of  diallow  wit, 

When  thousands  weep,  more  than  did  laugh  at  it— 

Couyey  them  with  safe  conduct.— Fare  you  well. 

■'  [Exeunt  Embassadors. 

Exe.  This  was  a  merry  message. 

JC.  Hen.  We  hope  to  make  the  sender  blush  at  it. 
Therefore,  my  lords,  omit  no  happy  hour. 
That  may  give  fartherance  to  our  expedition ; 
Tor  we  have  now  no  thought  in  us  but  France, 
Siive  those  to  heaven,  that  run  l>efore  our  business. 
Therefore,  let  onr  proportions  for  these  wars 
Be  soon  collected,  and  all  things  thought  upon, 
That  may  with  reasonable  swiftness  add 
More  feathers  to  our  wings ;  for,  heaven  before, 
Wei!  chide  this  Dauphin  at  his  father's  door. 
Therefore,  let  every  man  now  task  hia  thought. 
That  this  fwr  action  may  on  foot  be  brought.  [±,xeunt. 


SCENE  I.— Loudon.    Eastcheap. 
Enter  ITim  arid  Bakdolph,  meeting. 

Sard.  Well  met,  corporal  Hym. 

2fym.  Good  morrow,  lieutenant  Bardolph. 

Bard.  What,  are  ancient  Pistol  and  you  friends  yet? 

m/m.  For  my  pwrt,!:  care  not ;  I  say  little ;  hut  wh^n  tune 
shalfserve,  there  shall  be  smiles;— hat  that  shall  he  as  it  may. 
I  dare  not  fight ;  but  I  will  wink,  and  hold  out  mine  iron :  it  is 
a  simple  one;  but  what  though?  it  will  toast  cheese,  and  it 
will  endure  cold  as  another  man'a  sword  will;  and  there's  an 

Ba^d.  1  will  bestow  a  breakfast  to  make  you  friends;  and 
wc'H  he  all  three  sworn  brothers  to  Franco ;  let  it  be  so,  good 
corporal  Nym. 
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Nym  'Fdth,  I  will  live  so  long  aa  I  may,  that's  the  certain  of 
It;  and  when  I  cannot  live  any  longer,  I  will  do  as  I  may:  that 
13  my  rest,  that  is  the  rendozroua  of  iL 

limd.  ]t  is  certain,  corporal,  that  he  13  married  to  Kell 
yuicily :  and,  certainly,  she  did  you  wrong :  for  you  were  trotli- 
plight  to  her. 

JVym.  I  cannot  tell :— things  must  be  as  they  may:  men  may 
sleep,  and  they  may  have  their  throats  ahout  them  at  that  time  ■ 
and,  Boiae  say,  kmvea  have  edges.  Itnmst  beas  itmay:  tLoush 
patience  bo  a  tired  mare,  yet  she  will  plod.  There  must  be  con- 
clnsions.     Well,  I  cannot  tell. 

Bo/rd.  HerecomesanfiientPistoLandhiswife:— coodeorporal, 
be  patient  here, — 

Enter  Pistol  and  Hostess. 
How  now,  mine  host  Pistol  I 

Piit.  Base  tike,  enll'st  thou  me  host? 
Now,  by  this  hand,  I  swear,  I  scorn  the  term. 

Bard.  Good  lieutenant,— good  corporal,— offer  nothing  here 

I^ym.  Pish  I 

Put.  Pish  for  thee,  Iceland  d,og  I  thou  cur  of  Iceland ! 

Sost.  Good  corporal  Nym,  show  tliy  valor,  and  put  up  your 
aword. 

Nym.  Will  you  shog  off!    I  would  have  yoa  eojm. 

\Slwathmg  Ais  stcord. 

Fiat.  Solus,  egregious  dog?    OTigervjlel 
The  wlv*  in  Ihy  most  marvejlons  face : 
The  mlut  in  thy  t«§th,  and  in  tiiy  throat. 
And  in  thy  hateful  liangs,  yea,  in  thy  iaaw,  perdy. 

Kym.  I  am  not  Bai-bascn;  jon  cannot  conjure  me.  I  have 
a  hiimor  to  knpck  you  indifferently  weD:  If  jon  grow  foul  with 
mo.  Pistol,  I  will  scour  you  with  my  r(i_pier,~as  I  nyiy,  in  fair 
terms:  in  good  terms,  as  I  may;  and  that's  the  hupiorof  it. 

put.  O  braggart  vile,  and  cursed  fni-ious  wight  1 
The  grave  doth  gape,  and  doting  death  is  near ; 
Theiipfore  eshale.  [Pistol  and  Nym  draw. 

Bard,  Hear  me,  hear  mo  w^at  I  say  i—he  that  strikes  the  first 
stroke,  I'll  ijin  him  up  to  the  hilts,  as  I  am  a  soldier.       [Draw). 

Piaf.  An  oath  of  miokle  might ;  and  fury  ^all  abat«.— 
Cfive  me  thy  fist,  thy  fore- foot  to  me  give : 
Thy  spirits  are  most  tall. 

m/m.  I  wjll  cat  thy  throat,  one  time  or  other,  in  fair  terras ; 
tliat  IS  the  humor  of  it. 

Plat.  I  thee  defy  again. 

0  hound  of  Crete,  think'st  tho a  my  sponso  to  get  1 

1  have,  and  I  will  hold,  the  qmndam.  Quickly 
For  the  ooly  she ;  and— jisi/ca,  there's  enough 
Go  f  0. 
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Enter  the  Boy. 

Boy.  Mine  liost  Pistol,  you  rnnst  coino  to  my  master,— and 
you,  liostc^; — ho  is  very  sick,  aod  would  to  bed.- — 'Faitii,  he's 
very  ill. 
'^ard.  Away,  you  rogue  I 

Ho*t.  By  my  tyitli,  lie'l!  yield  the  cfow  o  puddmg  one  of  these 
days :  the  Jong  has  killed  his  heart. — Good  husband,  come  home 
presently.  ~  [Exeunt  Hostess  and  Boy. 

Sard.  Come,  shall  I  make  yon  two  friends?  We  must  to 
France  together :  why  should  we  keep  knives  to  cut  one  an- 
other's throats! 

Piit.  Let  floods  o'erswcll,  and  fiends  for  fo^d  howl  on  I 

Nym.  You'U'pay  me  the  eight  shUlings  I  won  of  you  at  bet- 
ting? 

Pist.  Base  is  the  slave  that  pays. 

Nym.  That  now  I  will  have :  that's  the  humor  of  it, 

Pist  As  manhoodshal! compound;  push  Lome.     [They  draw. 

Bard.  By  this  sword,  he  that  makes  the  first  thijiat,  I'll  kill 
him ;  by  this  sword,  1  will. 

Pkt.  Sw^rd  is  an  oath,  and  oaths  must  have  their  conyse. 

Bard.  Corporal  ITym,  an  thoQwilt  be  iriends,  be  friends;  an 
thou  wilt  not,  why,  then,  be  enemies  with  me  too.  Pr'ythee, 
put  up. 

' Nym.  Ishallhavemyeight  shillings,  I  won  of  you  at  betting! 

Pint.  A  noble  sSalt  thou  have,  and  present  pay ; 
And  liqnpr  likewise  will  I  give  to  thee. 
And  friendship  shall  combine,  and  brotherhood : 
I'll  live  by  Nym,  and  Nym  shall  live  by  me; — 
Isnotthisjust?— for  Ishall  sutler  he 
Unto  the  camp,  and  profits  will  accrue. 
Give  me  thy  hand. 

Nytn.  I  shall  have  my  noble ! 

Put.  In  cash  most  .justly  paid. 

Nym,  Well  then,  that's  the  huEior  of  it, 

Be-enter  Hostess. 

ffost.  As  eviiT  you  came  of  wogien,  cowe  in  quickly  to  Sir 

John.    Ah,  poor  heart!  he  is  so  shaked  of  a  burning  quotidisn 

tertian,  that  it  is  m_ost  lamentable  to  behold.    Sweet  men,  como 

to  him. 

.  Nyra.  The  king  hath  run  had  humors  on  the  knight,  that  a  the 
even  of  it, 

■  Piit.  Nym,  thou  hast  spoke  the  right; 
nis  heart  is  fracted,  and  corroborate. 

Nym.  The  king  is  a  good  king:  hut  it  muat  be  as  it  may ;  lia 
passes  some  humors,  and  careers. 
Pist  Let  us  condole  the  knight ;  for,  lambkins  we  will  live. 
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SCEHE  ni.— London.     The  Boar's  HeaA  Taurn. 

EnUr  Pistol,  Hostess,  Nym,  Bakdolph,  and  Boy. 

Host.  Pr'jthee,  honey-siveet  iiasband,  let  ine  bring  thee  to 
Staines. 

,   Pkt.  Ko  ;  for  mj  manly  heart  doth  yearn. — 
Bardolph,  be  hlithe ;  Nym,  rouse  thy  vaunting  veins ; 
Boy,  bristle  thy  courage  up,  for  Falstaff  he  is  dead, 
And  "we  must  yearn  therefor. 

Bard.  "Would  I  were  with  him,  ivlieresome'er  ho  is, 

JIoHt.  Nay,  sure,  he's  in  Arthur's  bosom,  if  ever  man  went  to 
Arthur's  bosom.  'A  made  a  finer  end,  and  went  away,  an  it 
had  boon  any  cliristom  child :  'a  parted  even  jast  between  twelve 
and  one,  even  at  the  turning  o'  the  tide:  for  after  I  saw  him 
fumble  with  the  sheets,  and  play  with  flowers,  and  smile  upon 
his  flnger'ff^nds,  I  knew  tkero  was  bat  one  way ;  for  his  nose 
was  as  sharp  as  a  pen,  and  'a  babbled  of  green  fields. 

Bard.  Well,  the  fuel  is  gone  that  maintained  us. 

Nyia,  Shall  we  ahog!  the  king  wiJl  be  gone  from  Southamp- 

Pui.  Come,  let's  away. — My  lore,  give  me  thy  lips. 
Look  to  my  chattels,  and  my  moveabtea : 
I/et  senses  rule ;  tie  woi-d  is,  "  Pitch  and  pay ; " 
Trust  none ; 

For  oaths  are  straws,  men's  fciths  are  wafer-cakes. 
And  hold-fast  is  the  only  dog,  my  duck  : 
Yoke-fellows  in  arms. 

Let  us  to  France ;  like  horse-leeohes,  my  boys, 
To  suck,  to  suck,  the  very  blood  to  suck! 

Boy.  And  that  is  but  unwholesome  food,  they  say. 

put.  Touch  her  soft  mouth,  and  march. 

Bard.  [SisBing  her.]  Pareweii,  hostess. 

JV^m.  I  cannot  kiss,  that  is  the  humor  of  it ;  hut,  adieu. 

Pist.  Let  housewifery  appear :  keep  close,  I  thee  command. 

Sost,  Farewell;  adieu.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.— Prance.    A  Boom  in  the  French  King's  Palace. 


Fr.  King.  Thna  come  the  English  with  full  power  upon  u 
And  more  than  carefully  it  us  concerns. 
To  answer  royally  in  our  defences. 
For  England  his  approaches  makes  as  fierce, 
As  waters  to  the  sucking  of  a  gulf. 
It  flta  us,  then,  to  he  as  provident 
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As  fear  may  teach  iis,  oat  of  late  examplea 

Left  by  the  fatal  and  neglected  Eiiglisli 

Upon  our  fields. 

Ifau.  My  most  redoubted  fnther, 

It  is  most  meet  wc  arm  us  'gainst  the  foe ; 

Therefore,  I  say,  'tis  meet  we  all  go  forth, 

To  view  the  sick  and  feeble  parts  of  France ; 

And  let  ns  do  it  with  no  show  of  fear ; 

No,  with  no  more,  than  if  we  heard  that  England 

Were  bnsied  with  a  Whitsun  morris  dance  : 

For,  my  good  iiege,  she  is  so  idly  king'd. 

Her  aceptre  so  faQtastically  borne 

By  a  vain,  giddy,  shallow,  hnmorona  youth, 

That  fear  attends  her  not- 
Con.  O  peace,  prince  Danphin! 

Yon  are  too  much  mistalien  in  this  king ; 

Question  your  grace  the  late  embassadors, — 

Willi  what  great  state  he  heard  their  embassy, 

How  well  supplied  with  noble  counsellors, 

How  modest  in  exception,  and,  withal, 

How  terrible  in  constant  resolution, — 

And  you  shall  find,  his  vanities  forespent 

Were  hnt  the  outside  of  the  Roman  Brutna, 

CoTering  discretion  with  a  coat  of  folly. 
Ft.  King.  Think  we  king  Harry  strong ; 

And,  princes,  look  you  strongly  arm  to  meet  him. 

The  kmdred  of  him  hath  been  flesh'd  npon  us; 

And  he  is  bred  out  of  that  bloody  strain. 

That  haunted  us  in  our  familiar  paths : 

Witness  our  too  much  memorable  shame, 

When  Oressy  battle  fatally  was  struck, 

And  all  onr  princes  eaptiv'd,  by  the  hand 

Of  that  black  name,  Edward,  black  prince  of  Wales. 

This  is  a  stem 

Of  that  viotorions  stock ;  and  let  us  fear 

The  native  mightiness  and  fate  of  him. 

Enter  a  Hessenger. 
Mew.  Embassadors  from  Harry  king  of  England 

Do  crave  admittance  to  your  majesty. 
Ft.  King.  We'll  give  them  present  a^ndience.    Go,  and  bring 
them.  [Exeunt  Mess,  and  certain  Lords. 

Ton  see,  this  chase  is  hotly  follow'd,  friends. 
Bau.  Tiim  head,  and  stop  pnrsoit ;  for  coward  dogs 

Mqstspendtheirmonths,  when  what  they  seem  to  threaten 

EniiH  far  before  them.    Good  my  sovereign. 

Take  up  the  Enghsh  short ;~  and  let  them  know 

Of  what  a  monarchy  you  are  the  head : 
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Self-love,  my  liege,  is  not  so  vile  a  sin 
As  solf-noglectiug. 

Re-enter  Lords,  mitk  Esbteb  and  train, 

Fr.  King.  From  our  brother  EnglamiJ 

Exe.  From  him ;  and  thus  he  greets  jour  m^esty. 
He  wills  you,  in  the  name  of  heaven. 
That  yoa  divest  yourself,  and  lay  apart 
The  horrow'd  glories,  that  by  gift  of  heaven, 
By  law  of  nature  and  of  nations,  'long 
To  him,  and  to  his  heirs;  namely,  the  crown, 
And  all  wide-stretched  honors  that  pertwn, 
By  custom  and  the  ordinance  of  times, 
Unto  the  orown  of  France. 

Fr.  King,  Or  else  what  follows  ? 

ExB.  Bloody  constraint;  for  if  yon  hide  tlie  crown 
Even  in  your  hearts,  there  will  he  rake  for  it , 
Therefore  in  fierce  tempest  is  he  coming. 
In  thunder  and  in  earthquake,  like  a  Jove ; 
And  bids  you,  in  the  bowels  of  the  Lord, 
Ileliver  up  the  crown :  and  to  take  mercy 
On  the  poor  souls,  for  whom  this  hungry  war 
Opens  his  vasty  jaws: 

This  is  his  claim,  his  threat'ning,  and  my  message; 
Unless  the  Dauphin  be  in  presence  here, 
To  whom  expressly  I  bring  greeting  too. 

^.  King.  For  us,  we  will  consider  of  this  farther : 
To-morrow  shall  you  bear  our  fuU  intent 
Back  to  our  brother  England. 

Dau.  For  the  Dauphin, 

I  stand  here  for  him  :  what  to  him  from  England? 

Exe.  Scorn  and  defiance ;  slight  regard,  contempt. 
And  any  thing  that  may  not  misbecome 
The  mighty  sender,  doth  he  prize  you  at. 

Dau.  Say,  if  my_  father  render  fair  return. 
It  is  agiunst  my  will ;  for  I  desire 
iNothing  bnt  odds  with  England :  to  that  end, 
As  matching  to  his  youth  and  vanity, 
I  did  present  to  hjra  the  Paris  balk 

Exe.  He'll  mgke  your  Paris  Louvre  shake  for  it. 
Were  it  the  mistress  court  of  mighty  Europe, 

Fr.  King.  To-morrow  shall  you  know  our  mind  at  full 

Exe.  Despatch  us  with  all  speed,  lest  that  our  king 
Oome  here  himself  to  question  our  delay ; 
For  he  is  footed  ia  this  land  already.  ■ 

Fr.  King.  Ton  shall  be  soon  despatch'd  with  fair  conditions : 
A  night  is  but  small  broatli,  and  little  pause. 
To  answer  matters  of  this  consequence.         [Flouruh.    Exeunt. 
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ACT    III. 
SCENE  I.— Fraoce.     Before  Harflenr. 

Alurums.    Enter  Kins  IIeshy,  Exeteh,  Bbdfokd,  Glosteb,  and 
KoldieTB,  with  scaling  ladders. 
K.  Hen.  Once  more  unto  the  breach,  dear  friends,  once  more ; 
Or  close  the  wall  up  with  our  English  dead  1 
In  peace,  there's  nothing  so  becomes  a  man, 
As  modest  stillness,  and  humility  r 
But  when  the  blast  of  war  blows  in  our  ears, 
Then  imitate  the  action  of  the  tiger; 
Stiffen  the  sinews,  summon  up  the  blood. 
Disguise  fair  nature  with  hard-favor'd  rago; 
Then  lend  the  eye  a  terrible  aspect; 
Let  it  pry  through  the  portage  of  the  head. 
Like  the  brass  cannon ;  let  the  brow  o'erwhejm  it^ 
As  fearfully,  as  doth  a  galled  roct, 
O'erhacg  and  jutty  his  confounded  base, 
Swill'dwith  the  wild  and  wasteful  ocean. 
Now  set  the  teeth,  and  stretch  the  nostril  wide ; 
Hold  hard  the  breath,  and  bend  up  every  spirit 
To  his  full  height  1 — On,  on,  yon  noblest  English, 
Whose  blood  is  fet*  from  fathers  of  war-proof!— 
Fathers,  that,  like  so  many  Alexanders, 
Have  in  these  parts  from  morn  till  even  fonght. 
And  sheath'd  their  swords  for  lack  of  argument. 
Dishonor  not  yoar  mothers ; 
Be  copy  now  to  men  of  grosser  blood. 
And  teach  them  how  to  war  I — And  yon,  good  yeomen, 
Whose  lirabs  were  made  in.  England,  show  us  here 
The  mettle  of  yonr  pasture ;  let  us  swear 
Thjit  you  are  wortlt  yoar  breeding;  which  I  doubt  not; 
For  there  is  none  of  yon  so  mean  and  base, 
That  hath  not  noble  lustre  in  yonr  eyes. 
I  see  you  stand  like  greyhounds  in  the  slips. 
Straining  upon  the  start.    The  game's  afoot  : 
Follow  your  spirit :  and,  npontbis  charge. 
Cry— God  for  HMTy  1  England  I  and  Saint  George ! 

[Exeunt.    Alarum,  and  chamie^s  go  off. 
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Forces  pass  over  ;  then  enter  Nym,  Baebolpi!,  Pistol,  and  Boy. 

Btwd.  On,  on,  on,  on,  on  I  to  the  breach,  to  the  breach  I 

JVym.  Pray  thee,  corporal,  stay:  the  knocks  are  too  Lot;  and 

for  mine  own  part,  I  have  not  a  case  of  lives :  the  humor  of  it 

is  too  liot,  that  is  the  very  plain-song  of  it. 

Put.  The  plain-aong  is  most  just ;  for  humors  do  abound ; 
Knocks  go  and  come  ;  heaven's  vassals  drop  and  die ; 
And  sword  and  shield 
Jn  bloody  field, 
Doth  win  immortal  fame. 
_  So]f.  Whould  I  were  in  an  aJe-house  in  London !    I  would 
give  all  my  fame  for  a  pot  of  ale,  and  safety. 
Piet.  And  I : 

If  wishes  wonld  prevail  with  me, 
My  puvpoBO  should  not  fail  with  me, 
But  thither  wonld  I  hie. 
Boy.  As  duly,  but  not  aa  truly. 
As  bird  doth  sing  on  bough. 

Enter  Fldklisk. 
Flu.  tip  to  the  preach,  yon  dogs  I  avannt,  you  cullions! 

[JDritin^  fJtemfoncard. 
Fist.  Be  merciful,  great  duke,  to  men  of  mgnld  1 
Abate  thy  rage,  abate  thy  manly  rage  1 
Abate  thy  rage,  great  duke  I 
Good  captain,  bate  thy  rage !  nse  lenity,  sweet  chuck  I 

Nym.  Ihcse  be  goodhu^norsl — your  honor  wins  bad  humors. 
{Exeunt  Ntm,  Pistol,  and  Tii-vmoLFB,  followed  hy 
Fluellen. 
He-enter  Fluellbn,  Go'wer  following. 
Gow.  Captain  Fluellen,  you  mast  come  presently  to  the  mines ; 
the  dnke  of  Gloater  would  speak  with  you. 

Flv.  To  the  miaes!  tell  you  theduke,'it  is  not  so  good  to 
come  to  the  mines ;  for,  look  you,  the  mines  is  not  according  to 
the  djsoiplinea  of  the  war :  the  ooneayities  of  it  is  not  sufficient ; 
for,  look  you,  th'  athversary  (you  may  discuss  unto  the  duke, 
look  you)  is  digt  himself  four  yards  under  the  countermines :  I 
think,  'a  will  blow  np  all,  if  there  is  not  better  directions. 

_  Goto.  The  duke  of  Gloster  to  whom  the  order  of  the  siege  is 
given,  is  tdtogether  directed  by  an  Irishman, — a  very  valiant 
gentleman,  i'  faith. 
Flu.  It  is  captaiu  Maciporris,  is  it  not? 
Gow.  I  think  it  be. 
Flu.  lie  is  an  ass ;  I  will  verify  as  )n.!ii?h  in  his  pcard  :  lit  lias 
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no  more  directions  in  the  true  disciplinea  of  the  wars,  look  yon, 
of  the  Roman  disciplines,  than  is  a  juppj-dog. 

Gow.  Here  'a  comes ;  and  the  Soota  captain,  captain  Jamy, 
with  him.  ,L  1.  ■ 

Flu.  Captain  Jamy  is  a  marvellous  faloroiis  geatieinaD,  that  is 
certain ;  and  of  great  expedition,  and  knowledge  in  the  ancient 
wars,  upon  my  particular  knowledge  of  his  directions.    He  wiU 
maintain  his  argument  as  well  as  any  military  man  in  the  world, 
in  the  disciplines  of  the  pristine  wars  of  the  Romans, 
Enter  MiosionEis  and  Jamt. 
Jamy.  I  say,  gude  day,  captain  Fluellen. 
Flu.  God-den  to  your  worship,  goot  captain  Jamy. 
Oow.  How  now,  captain  Macmorris !  have  you  quit  the  mines ! 
have  the  pioneers  given  o'er? 

Mae.  Tish  ill  done :  the  work  ish  ^ve  over,  the  trampot  sound 
the  retreat.  By  my  hand,  I  swear,  and  my  father's  soul,  the 
work  ish  ill  done;  it  iah  give  over:  I  would  have  blowed  up 
the  town  in  an  hour:  O,  tish  ill  done,  tish  ill  done ;  by  my  hand, 
tish  ill  done  \ 

Flu.  Captain  Macmorris,  I  peseoch  you  now,  will  you  vout- 
Bsfe  me,  look  yon,  a  few  disputationa  with  yon,  as  partly  touch- 
iing  or  concerning  the  disciplines  of  the  war,  the  Roman  wars, 
in  the  way  of  argument,  look  you,  and  friendly  commiffiication ; 
partly,  to  satisfy  my  opinion,  and  partly,  for  the  satisfection, 
look  you,  of  my  mind,  aa  touching  the  direction  of  the  miTitary 
discipline ;  that  is  the  point. 

Jamy.  It  sail  be  very  gild,  gnd  feith,  gnd  captains  bath  :  and  I 
sail  quit  you  with  gnd  leve,  as  I  may  pick  occasion  ;  that  sail  I, 
marry. 

Mat.  It  is  no  time  to  discourse,  so  heaven  save  me :  the  day  is 
hot,  and  the  weather,  and  the  wars,  and  the  king,  and  the  dnkes : 
it  is  no  time  to  discourse.  The  town  is  beseeched,  and  the  trum- 
pet calls  us  to  the  breach;  and  we  talk,  and  do  nothing:  'tis 
shame  for  us  all ;  so  heaven  sa'  me,  'lis  shame  to  ^and  still ;  it 
ia  shame,  by  ray  hand :  and  there  is  throats  to  be  cut,  and  works 
to  be  done ;  and  there  ish  nothing  done. 

Jamy.  By  the  mess,  ere  thejse  eyes  of  mine  take  themselves 
to  slumber,  aile  do  gud  service,  or  aile  li^e  f  tho  grund  for  it ; 
ay,  or  go  to  death ;  and  aile  pay  it  as  yaloronsly  as  I  may,  that 
sal  r  surely  do,  that  is  the  breff  and  the  long.  Marry,  I  wad  full 
fain  heard  some  qnestion  'tween  yon  tway. 

Flu.  Captain  Macmorris,  I  think,  look  ygu,  under  your  cor- 
rection, there  ia  not  many  of  your  nation— 

Mae.  Of  my  nation !  What  ish  my  nation  ?  what  ish  my  na- 
tion? "Who  talks  of  my  nation,  ish  a  villain,  and  a  knave,  and  a 
rascal.  ,         -      ii         ■ 

Fht.   Look  yon,  if  yon  tstke  the  matter  otlicrwise  than  is 
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meant,  captaia  Macmorris,  peradventnre,  I  shall  think  you  do 
not  use  me  with  that  affability  as  in  discretion  you  ought  to  MBe 
me,  look  you ;  being  as  goot  a  man  as  yourself,  both  in  the  dis- 
ciplines of  wars,  and  in  the  derivation  of  my  birth,  and  in  other 
particularities. 

Mm.  I  do  not  know  you  so  good  a  man  as  myself:  ao  heaven 
save  me,  I  will  cat  otf  your  head. 

Govi.  Gentlemen  both,  yon  will  mistake  ea«li  other. 

Jamy.  Au  1  that's  a  foul  fault.  \A  parley  sounded. 

Gim.  The  town  sounds  a  parley. 

Flu.  OapttuQ  Macmorris,  when  there  ia  more  better  oppor- 
tunity to  be  required,  look  yon,  I  will  be  so  bold  as  to  tell  you, 
I  know  the  disciplines  of  wars ;  and  there  is  an  end.      \_Eteunt. 

SCENE  III.— Franco.    Before  the  Gates  of  Harfleur. 


K.  Men.  llow  yet  resolves  the  governor  <rf  the  town! 
This  is  the  latest  parlo  we  will  admit : 
Therefore,  to  onr  best  mercy  give  yourselves ; 
Or,  like  to  men  proud  of  destruction, 
Defy  us  to  our  worst  r  for,  as  I  am  a  soldier, 
(A  name  that,  in  my  thoughts,  becomes  me  best) 
If  I  begin  the  battery  once  again, 
I  will  not  leave  the  half-achieved  Harfleur, 
Till  in  her  ashes  she  lie  buried. 
The  gates  of  mercy  shall  be  all  shut  up ; 
And  the  flesh'd  soldier, — rough  and  hard  of  heart,— 
In  liberty  of  bloody  hand  shil  range. 
"What  is  it  then  to  me,  if  impious  war, — 
Arrayed  in  flames,  like  to  the  prince  of  fiends, — 
Do,  w|tJi  his  smirch'd  complexion,  all  fell  feats 
Enlink'd  to  waste  and  desolation  ? 
Therefore,  yon  men  of  Harfleur, 
Take  pity  of  yonr  town,  and  of  yonr  people, 
"Wliles  y^t  my  soldiers  are  in  my  coianiand. 
WEat  say  you  9  wjll  you  yield,  and  this  avi>id  ? 
Or,  guilty  in  defence,  be  thus  destroy'd  J 

Gov.  Our  expectation  hath  this  day  an  end : 
The  Dauphin,  whom  of  suceor  we  entreated. 
Returns  us,  that  his  powers  are  yet  not  ready 
To  raise  so  great  a  siege.     Therefore,  dread  king. 
We  yield  our  town  and  lives  to  thy  soft  mercy. 
Enter  our  gates ;  dispose  of  ns,  and  ours ; 
I"or  we  no  longer  are  defenrfve.   - 

K.  Een.  Open  your  gat«s.— Come,  ur.clc  Eseter, 
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Go  r,ou  ond  enter  Harflenr ;  there  remain. 
And  fortify  it  strongly  'gainst  the  rrench : 
Use  mercy  to  them  all,    Tot  ub,  dear  uncle, — 
The  winter  coming  on,  and  aickness  growing 
TIpott  our  soldiers,— we  will  retire  to  Calais. 
To-night  in  Harflear  will  we  be  your  gnest ; 
To-morrow  for  the  march  are  we  addrest. 

[Flourish.    The  King,  (£c.  enter  the  town. 


SCENE  v.— Eouon.    Another  Rao 


Fr.  King.  'lis  certain,  lie  hath  pass'd  the  river  Bomme. 
Con.  And  if  be  he  not  fought  withal,  my  lord, 
Let  H9  not  live  in  France ;  let  us  quit  all. 
And  give  our  vineyards  to  a  harbacons  people. 

Ban,  Shall  a  few  sprays  of  ns, 
The  emptying  of  our  fathers'  luxnry, 
Our  sdons,  put  in  wild  and  savage  stock, 
Spirt  np  BO  suddenly  into  the  clouds, 
And  overlook  their  grafters ! 

Can.  Where  have  they  this  mettle  3 
la  not  their  climate  foggy,  raw,  and  dull ; 
On  whom,  as  in  despite,  the  snn  looks  pale, 
Killing  their  fruit  with  frowns  ?     Can  sodden  water, 
A  drench  for  sur-rein'd  jades,  their  biffley  broth. 
Decoct  their  cold  blood  to  st)ch  valiant  heat? 
And  shall  ourquick  blood,  spirited  with  wine, 
Seem  frosty!    O,  for  honor  of  our  land. 
Let  us  not  haog  like  rwing  icicles 
XTpori^our  houses'  thatdi,  whiles  a  more  frosty  people 

Sweat  drops  of  gallant  youthln  ogrrTch  fields, — 

Poor  we  may  call  (iem,  in  thgir  native  lords ! 
Fr.  King.  Where  is  Mon^oy,  the  herald?  speed  him  hcuce : 

T.ct  him  greet  England  with  onr  sharp  defiance. — 

Up,  princes  1  and,  with  spirit  of  honor,  edg'd 

More  sharper  than  your  swords,  hie  to  the  field ; 

Bar  Harry  England,  that  sweeps  through  our  land, 

With  pennons  painted  in  the  blood  of  Harfleur ; 

Rush  on  his  host,  as  doth  the  melted  snow 

Upon  the  valleys,  whose  low  vassal  seat 

The  Alps  doth  spit  and  void  his  rheum  upon  r 

Go  dowa  upon  liim, — you  have  power  enough, — 

And  in  a  captive  chariot  into  Bonen 

Bring  him  our  prisoner. 
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Now,  forth,  lord  constable,  and  princes  all, 

And  quickly  briag  us  word  of  England's  fall.  [Ej:eunt. 

SCENE  yi.—An  Engluh  Camp  in  YicarAv. 

Enter  Gower  and  Flcbllen. 

Gow.  How  now,  captain  Flucllen  I  come  you  from  the  bridge  1 

Mu.  I  assure  yon,  there  is  very  escollent  services  coinniitted 
at  the  pridge. 

Gow.  Is  the  dnke  of  Exeter  safe ! 

Fill.  The  duke  ot  Eseter  is  as  magnanimons  as  Agamemnon ; 
and  a  man  that  I  love  and  honor  with  my  soul,  and  my  heart, 
and  my  ditty,  and  my  life,  and  my  living,  and  my  uttermost 
power:  he  is  not  any  hurt  in  the 'orld;  hut  keeps  the  pridge 
most  valiantly,  with  esccllent  discipline.  There  is  an  ensign 
there  at  the  pridge,— I  think,  in  my  very  conscience,  he  is  as 
valiant  a  man  as  Mark  Antony ;  and  he  is  a  man  of  no  estima- 
tion in  the  'orld ;  bat  I  did  see  him  do  as  g^lant  service. 

Gme.  What  do  you  call  him? 

Fiu.  He  is  called  ancient  Pistol. 

Gow.  I  know  him  not. 

Fiu.  Ilere  is  the  man. 

Enter  Pistol. 

put.  Captain,  I  thee  beseech  to  do  mo  favors : 
The  dnke  of  Exeter  doth  love  thee  well. 

FU.  Ay,  I  praise  heaven;  and  I  have  merited  some  love  at 
his  hands. 

Fist.  Bardolph,  s  soldier,  firm  and  sound  of  heart 
Aud  of  buxom  valor,  hath,  by  cruel  fate, 
And  giddy  Fortune's  furious  fickle  wheel,— 
That  goddess  blind, 
That  stands  upon  the  rolling  restless  stone,— 

Fill.  By  your  patience,  ancient  Kstol :— Fortune  is  painted 
plind,  with  a  muffler  afore  her  eyes,  to  signify  to  you  tliat  For- 
tune is  plind ;  and  she  is  painted  also  with  a  wheef,  to  signify  to 
you,  which  is  the  moral  of  it,  that  she  is  turning,  and  inconstant, 
i«id  mutability,  and  variation:  and  her  foot,  look  you,  is  fixed 
upon  a  spherical  stone,  which  rolls,  and  rolls,'  and  rolls:- in 
good  truth,  the  poet  makes  a  most  eseellent  description  of  it: 
Tortune,  is  an  excellent  moral. 

Fist.  Fortune  is  Bardolph 's  foe,  and  frowns  on  him; 
For  he  hath  stol'n  a  piii,  and  hanged  must  'a  be,— 
Let  gallows  gape  for  dog ;  let  man  go  free, 
And  let  not  hemp  his  wind-pipe  "snflbcate : 
But  Exeter  hath  given  the  doom  of  death, 
For  pas  of  little  price. 
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Therefore,  go  speak, — the  duke  will  hear  thj  voice ; 
And  let  not  Bardolph's  vit^  thread  be  out 
With  edge  of  penny  cord,  and  vile  reproach : 
Speak,  captain,  for  his  life,  imd  I  will  thee,  re^quite. 

Flu.  Ancient  Pistol,  I  do  partly  understand  your  meaning. 

Piat.  Why  then,  rejoice  therefore. 

Fill.  Certainly,  ancient,  it  is  not  a  thing  to  rejoice  at :  for  it, 
look  yon,  he  were  my  brother,  I  would  desire  tio  duke  to  use 
his  good  pleasure,  and  put  him.  to  execution ;  for  disciplines 
ought  to  be  used. 

Put,    A  figo  for  thy  friendsliip ! 

Flu.  It  ie  well. 

put.  The  fig  of  Spain  I  [Exit. 

Flu.  Very  good. 

Qoie.  Why,  tjiis  is  an  orrant  counterfeit  rascal ;  I  remember 
him  now ;  a  vile  cutpurse. 

Flw.  I'll  assure  yon,  'a  utter'd  as  prave  'ords  at  the  pridge,  as 
you  shall  see  in  a  summer's  day.  Bat  it  is  very  well ;  what  ho 
has  spoke  to  me,  that  is  well,  I  warrant  you,  when  time  is 

Qow.  Why,  'tis  a  gull,  a  fool,  a  rogue,  that  now  and  then  goes 
to  the  wars,  to  grace  himself,  at  hb  return  into  London,  under 
the  form  of  a  soldier.  But  you  must  learn  to  know  such  slan- 
ders of  the  age,  or  else  you  may  bo  marvellously  mistook. 

Flu.  I  tell  yon  what,  captain  Gower;  I  do  perceive,  he  is  not 
the  man  that  he  would  gladly  make  show  to  the  'orld  he  is :  if  I 
find  a  hole  in  his  coat,  I  will  tell  him  my  mind.  [Drum  heard.] 
Hark  you,  the  king  is  coming ;  and  I  must  speak  with  him  from 
the  pridge. 

Enter  Kiso  HbsHt,  Glostee,  and  soldiers. 
Flv.  Got  pless  your  majesty  1 

E.  Sen.  How  BOW,  Fluellen  1  oam'st  thou  from  tlie  pridge  f 
Flv.  Ay,  so  please  your  majesty.  The  duke  of  Exeter  has 
very  gallantly  mmntained  the  pridge :  the  French  is  gone  off, 
look  you ;  and  there  is  galbnt  and  most  prave  passages ;  Inarry, 
tir^artivereary  w^have  po'sseesion  of  the  pridge;  but  he  ir  en- 
forced to  rcUre,  and  the  doke  of  Exeter  is  master  of  the  pridge; 
I  can  tell  yoar  mi^esty,  the  duke  is  a  prave  man. 
jr.  Men.  What  men  have  you  lost,  Fluellen ) 
Fin.  The  perdition  of  th'  athversary  hath  been  very  great, 
reasonable  great:  marry,  for  my  part,  I  think  the  duke  hath 
lost  never  a  man,  but  one  that  is  like  to  be  executed  for  robbing 
a  church,— oiie  Bardolpb,  if  your  majesty  know  the  man:  his 
face  IS  all  bubukles,  and  whelks,  and  knobs,  uid  flames~of  fire ; 
and  his  lips  plows  at  his  nose,  and  it  is  like  a  coal  of  fire,  soriie- 
tiraes  plue,  and  sometimes  red;  but  his  nose  is  eieout6dr''"3Tiia 
iire's  out. 
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K.  Hen.  We  woiild  have  all  attcJi  ofiemlers  so  cut  off;— and 
we  give  espress  charge,  that  in  our  marches  throflgh  the  coun- 
try, there  be  nothing  compelled  from  the  villages,  notJiing  taken 
but  paid  for,  none  of  the  I'rench  upbraided  or  abused  in  disdain- 
ful language;  for  when  lenity  and  cnielty  play  for  a  kingdom, 
the  gentler  gamester  is  the  soonest  winner. 

Tucket  §ound$.     Enter  Mostjov. 

Mont.  Yon  know  me  by  my  habit, 

K.  Hen.  Well  then,  I  know  thee :  what  shall  I  know  of  thee ! 

Mmit.  My  master's  mind. 

K.  Hen,.  TInfold  it. 

Mont.  Thus  says  my  king: — Say  tlionto  Harry  of  England, 
Though  we  seemed  dead,  we  did  but  sleep ;  advantage  is  a  better 
soldier  than  rashneaa.  Tell  him,  we  could  have  rebuked  him  at 
Ilarflenr,  but  that  we  thought  not  good  to  bruise  an  injury,  till 
it  were  full  ripe.  To  this  add  defiance :  and  tell  him,  for  con- 
clusion, he  hath  betrayed  his  followers,  whose  condemnation  ia 
pronounced.    So  far  my  king  and  master;  so  much  niy  office. 

K'.Ren.  What  \C%\ij  name!     I  know  thy  quality. 

Mont.  Monyoy, 

K.  Hen.  Thou  dost  thy  office  fairly.    Turn  thee  back. 
And  te!l  thy  king, — I  do  not  seek  him  now ; 
But  could  be  willing  to  march  on  to  Calais 
Without  impeachment:  for,  to  say  the  sootli, 
(Though  'tis  no  wisdom  to  confess  so  much 
TJnto  an  enemy  of  craft  and  vantage) 
My  people  are  with  sickness  mnch  enfeebled ; 
My  numbers  lessen'd ;  and  those  few  I  have. 
Almost  no  better  than  ao  many  French ; 
Go,  therefore,  tell  thy  master,  here  I  am ; 
My  ransom  is  this  frail  and  worthless  trunk ; 
My  army  hut  a  weak  and  sickly  guard : 
Yet,  heaven  before,  tell  him  we  will  come  on. 
Though  Ifranoe  himself,  and  such  another  neighbor, 
Stand  in  our  way.    There's  for  thy  labor,  Montjoy. 
Go,  bid  thy  master  well  advise  himself: 
If  we  may  pass,  we  will ;  if  we  be  hinder'd, 
We  ahall  your  tawny  ground  with  your  red  blood 
Discolor;  and  so,  Montjoy,  fare  you  well. 
The  sum  of  aU  our  answer  is  but  this : 
We  would  not  seek  a  battle,  as  we  are ; 
Nor,  as  we  are,  we  say,  we  will  not  shun  it : 
So  tell  your  master. 

Mont.  I  shall  deliver  ao.    Thanks  to  your  highness.        [Erff. 

Olo.  I  hope  they  will  not  come  upon  ua  now. 

K.  Hen.  We  are  in  God's  hand,  brother,  not  iu  theirs. 
March  to  the  bridge  ;  it  now  draws  towards  niglit  :— 
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SCENE  TIL— T/iB  French  Camp,  near  Agmcourt. 

Enter  the  CoDstable  of  France,  the  Lord  RAsiBiiiiEs,  the  Duke  OF 
Oeleass,  tlie  Dauphin,  and  ot/ters. 

Con.  TntI  I  liave  the  liest  armor  of  the  worM.— "Would  it 
were  day  I 

Orl.  YoQ  have  an  oscellent  arnior ;  but  let  my  horse  have  his 

Con.  It  is  the  hest  horse  of  Europe. 
Orl.  'WiU  it  never  be  morning  ? 

J)au.  !Uy  lord  of  Orleans,  and  my  lord  high  constable,  you 
talk  of  horse  and  aruior,^ 

Orl.  Yon  are  as  well  provided  of  both  as  any  prince  in  the 

Dau.  What  a  long  night  ia  this ! — 1  will  not  change  my  horse 
with  any  that  treads  hut  on  fuur  pasterns.  WTien  I  bestride 
hhn,  I  spar,  I  am  a  hawk:  he  trots  tlie  air;  the  earth  sings 
when  lie  touches  it ;  the  basest  horn  of  his  hoof  is  more  musical 
than  the  pijie  of  Hermes, 

Orl.  He's  of  the  color  of  the  nutmeg. 

Dau.  And  of  the  heat  of  the  ginger.  It  is  a  beast  for  Persensr 
he  is  pure  air  and  Arc;  and  the  dull  elements  of  earth  and  water 
never  appear  in  him,  hut  only  in  patient  stillness,  while  his  rider 
mounts  him ;  he  is,  indeed,  a  horse ;  and  aU  other  jades  you  may 
call  beasts. 

Jiam.  My  lord  constable,  the  armor  that  I  saw  in  your  tent 
to-night, — are  those  st'ai's,  or  suns,  upon  itf 

Con.  Stars,  my  lord. 

J)au.  Some  of  them  will  fall  to-morrow,  I  hojie. 

Con.  And  yet  my  sky  shall  not  want. 

Dau.  That  may  be,  for  yoa  hear  a  many  superfluously,  and 
'twere  more  honor  some  were  away. 

Con.  Even  as  your  horse  hears  your  praises;  who  would  trot 
aa  well  were  some  of  your  brags  dismounted. 

Dau.  Would,  I  were  able  to  load  liim  with  his  desert! — -Will 
it  never  be  day! — 1  will  trot  to-morrow  a  mile,  and  my  way 
shall  be  paved  with  English  faces.  ~ 

Con.  1  will  not  say  bo,  for7ear  I  should  be  faced  out  of  my 
way :  but  I  would  it  were  morning ;  for  I  would  Tain  be  about 
the  ears"  of  the  English. 

Fnter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  My  lord  high  constable,  the  English  lie  wiUiiu  fifteen 
hundred  paces  of  your  tents. 


Hosted  by  Google 


KIXG   IIEXEY  V,  233 

Con.  Who  halh  measured  tie  ground  f 
Mem.  The  Lord  Grandpt^. 

Con.  A  valiant  and  most  expert  gentleman.— 'Woiild  it  were 
day  1— Alas,  poor  Harry  of  England !  he  longs  not  for  the  dawn- 


knowledge  ! 

Con.  If  the  English  had  any  apprehension,  Ihej  Tvoiild  run. 

Orl.  That  they  lact ;  for  if  their  lieads  had  any  intellectual 
armor,  they  eonld  never  wear  such  heavy  head-pieces. 

Earn.  That  isl_and  of  England  breeds  very  vahaiit  creatures ; 
their  mastiffa  are  of  unmatchahle  courage. 
_  Oi-l,  Foolish  ours,  that  nin  winking  into  the  month  of  a  Eus- 
Bian  bear,  and  have  their  heads  crushed  like  rotten  apples  I  You 
may  as  well  say,  that's  a  valiant  fiea,  that  dare  eat  his  breakfast 
on  the  lip  of  a  lion. 

Cos,  Just,jnst;  and  the  men  do  sympathize  with  the  mastiffs 
in  robustious  and  rough  coming  on,  leaving  their  wits  with  their 
wives:  and  then  give  thein  great  meals  of  beef,  and  iron  and 
steel,  they  will  eat  like  wolves,  and  fight  like  demons. 

Orl.  Ay,  but  these  English  are  shrewdly  out  of  beef. 

Con.  Then  shall  we  find  to-morrow  they  have  only  stomachs 
to  eat,  and  none  to  fight.  Now  is  it  time  to  arm :  come,  shall 
we  about  it  ? 

Orl.  It  is  now  two  o'clock :  bnt.  let  me  see, — by  ten. 
We  shall  have  each  a  hundred  Englishmen.  \Exev.nt. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I. — France.     The  Engluh  Camp  at  Agincourt. 
Ent&f  Kino  Heket,  Bedfoed,  and  Glostbb. 

K.  H^.  Gloster,  'lis  true  that  we  are  in  great  danger ; 
The  greater,  therefore,  should  onr  courage  be. — 
■  Good  morrow,  brother  Bedford. — Almighty  heaven, 
Tliere  is  some  Bonl  of  goodness  in  things  evil, 
Would  men  observingly  distil  it  out ; 
For  our  bad  neighbor  makes  us  early  stirrers, 
Whieh  is  both  healthftil,  and  good  husbandry ; 
Besides,  they  are  onr  outward  oonsoiences, 
And  preachers  to  us  all:  admonishing, 
Tliat  ive  should  'dress  lis  fairly  for  our  end. 
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£nlef  EKPisoniM. 

Good  morrow,  old  Sir  Thomas  Erpingham: 
A  good  Boft  pillow  for  that  good  wliite  head 
Were  hetter  than  e,  churlish  turf  of  jracce. 

£rp.  ITbt  Eo,  my  liege :  this  lodging  likes  me  better, 
Since  I  may  say,  Now~lie  I  like  a  Bng. 

K.  Hen.  'Tia  good  for  roen  to  love  their  present  pains. 
Upon  example ;  so  the  spiirit  ia  eased, 
And  when  the  mind  la  quicken'd,  out  of  doubt. 
The  organs,  though  defunct  and  dead  before. 
Creak  up  their  drowsy  grave,  and  newly  move 
"Wjtli  casted  slough  and  fresh  legerity.* 
Lend  me  thy  cloak.  Sir  Thomas. — Brothers  both. 
Commend  me  to  the  princes  in  onr  camp ; 
Do  my  good  morrow  to  them ;  and,  ason. 
Desire  them  all  to  my  pavilion. 

Glo.  We  shall,  my  liege.    "      {Exeunt  Gloster  and  Bedfobd, 

Erp.  Shalll  attend  yom- grace! 

K.  Heri.  No,  my  good  knight ; 

Go  with  my  brothers  to  my  lords  of  England ; 
I  and  my  bosom  must  debate  a  while, 
And  then  I  would  no  other  company, 

Erp.  The  Lord  in  heaven  bless  thee,  noble  Harry.  [Exit. 

K.  Sen.  God-a-raercy.'old  heart  I  thou  speak'st  cheerfully. 

Enter  Pistol. 

Put.   Quii>aU. 

K.  Hen.  A  friend. 

Pitt.  Discnss  unto  me  ;  art  thou  ofBcer! 
Or  art  thou  base,  common,  and  popnlar ! 

K.  Hen.  I  am  a  gentleman  of  a  company. 

Put.  TraO'st  thou  the  pnissant  pike? 

IT.  Sen.  Even  so.    What  are  yon ! 

Put.  As  good  a  gentleman  as  the  emperor. 

K.  Sen.  Then  you  are  a  better  than  the  king. 

Put.  The  kind's  a  bawcock,  and  a  heart  of  gold, 
A  lad  of  ii^e,  an  imp  of  fame ; 
Of  parents  good,  of  fist  most  valiant : 
I  kKB  his  dirty  shoe,  and  from  my  heart-strings 
I  love  the  lovely  "bnjly. — What's  thy  name"? 

£".  SeTi.  Harry  le  E<fy. 

Put.  Le  'Roy  I  a  Oomish  name :  art  thou  of  Coraish  crew  ! 

E.  Sen.  No,  I  am  a'Welshman. 

Pist.  Know'st  thoa  Fluellen? 

K.  Hen.  Yea. 
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Pist.  Tell  him,  I'H  knock  his  loek  about  his  pate, 
Upon  St,  David's  day. 

X.  Ren.  Do  not  you  wear  your  dagger  in  your  cap  that  day, 
Icat  he  knock  that  about  yom's. 

Fist.  Art  thou  hia  friend  1 

K.  Sen.  And  his  kinsman  too. 

Put.  The  figo  for  thee  then  I 

K.  Hen.  1  thank  you:  heaven  be  with  you  I 

Put.  My  name  ia  Pistol  called.  [Exit, 

K.  Hen.  It  sorts  well  with  your  fierceness. 

Enter  Fltjblles  and  Gowbk,  seaeTally. 

Oow.  Captain  Flnellea  t 

Flu.  SoI_  in  the  name  of  heaven,  speak  lower.  It  is  the  great- 
est admiration  in  the  universal  'orld,  when  the  true  and  auncient 
prerogatifes  and  laws  of  the  wars  is  not  kept:  if  you  would 
take  the  pains  but  to  examine  the  wars  of  Pompey  the  Great, 
you  shall  find,  I  warrant  you,  that  there  is  no  tiddle  taddle,  or 
pibble  pabble,  in  Pompey's  camp;  I  warrant  yon,  you  shall  fiod 
the  ceremonies  of  the  wars,  and  the  cares  of  it,  and  the  forms  of 
it,  and  the  sobriety  of  it,  and  the  modesty  of  it,  to  be  otherwise. 

6mB.  Why,  the  enemy  is  loud;  you  hegr  him  all  night. 

Flu.  If  the  enemy  is  an  ass  and  a  fool,  and  a  prating  coxcomb, 
is  it  meet,  think  you,  that  we  should  also,  look  you,  be  an  ass, 
and  a  fool,  and  a  prating  coxcomb, — in  your  owneonscience  now ! 

Goii>.  I  will  speak  lower. 

Flu.  I  pray  you,  and  beseech  you,  that  yon  will, 

[Exeunt  Gower  and  Fluei.lbn. 

K.  Hen.  Though  it  apgear  a  little  out  of  fashion 
There  is  much  care  and  vgjor  in  this  "Welshman. 
Enter  Bates,  Coukt,  and  Williams. 

Court.  Brother  John  Bates,  is  not  that  the  morning  which 
breaks  yonder  ?  -  ^ 

Satei.  I  think  it  be :  bnt  we  have  no  great  cause  to  desire  the 
approach  of  day, 

Wm.  Wo  see  yonder  the  be^nning  of  the  day,  but  I  think  we 
shall  never  see  the  end  of  it.— W"ho  goes  lierc  f 

K.  Bin.  A  friend.  " 

Will.  Under  what  captain  serve  you  1 

K.  Hen.  TJnder  Sir  Thomas  Erpingham. 

Will.  A  good  old  commander,  ajid  amost  kind  gentleman-  I 
pniy  you,  what  thinks  ho  of  "our  estate? 

K.  Hen.  Even  as  men  wrecked  upon  a  sand,  that  look  to  be 
washed  off  the  next  tide. 

Satm.  Hehath  not  tc-ld  his  tlionght  to  the  king? 

JC.  Hen.  No;  nor  it  is  not  meet  he  shogld.~  For,  though  I 
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speak  it  to  jon,  I  think  tlio  king  is  bnt  a  man,  aa  I  am:  the 
violet  smells  to  him,  as  it  doth  to  me ;  the  elemcEt  shows  to 
him,  as  it  doth  to  me ;  all  his  senses  have  but  human  conditions ; 
lifs  ceretnoaies  laid  by,  he  appears  but  a  man;  and  though  his 
affections  are  higher  mounted  than  ours,  jel,  when  tLey  stoop, 
tfeey  stoop  with  the  like  wing.  Ther&Fore,  when  lie  sees  reason 
of  fears,  as  we  do,  his  fears,  out  of  donbt,  be  of  the  same  relish 
OS  ours  are;  yet,  in  reasoii,  no  man  should  possess  him  with  any 
appearance  of  fear,  lest  he,  by  showing  it,  should  dishearten  his 

Bates.  He  may  show  what  outward  courage  he  will ;  but  I 
believe,  as  cold  a  night  as  'tis,  he  could  wisli  himself  in  Thames 
uj>  to  the  neck;— and  so  I  would  ho  were,  and  I  by  him,  at  all 
adventures,  so  we  were  quit  here. 

R.  Hen.  Bj  my  troth,  I  will  apeak  my  conscience  of  the  king : 
I  think  he  would  not  wish  himself  any  where  but  where  he  is. 

Bates.  Then  I  would  he  w^e  here  alone ;  so  should  he  be 
sgre  to  be  ransomed,  and  a  many  poor  men's  liyes  saveS. 

K.  Hen.  I  dare  Bay  jgu  love  him  not  so  UI,  to  wish  him  here 
alone,  howsoever  you  speak  this,  to  feel  other  men's  minds :  me- 
thlnks  I  could  not  die  any  whwe  so  contented  as  in.  tho  king's 
company,— iis  cause  teing  just,  and  his  quarrel  honorable. 
Wai.  That's  more  than  we  know. 

Bate*.  I^,  or  mgre  than  we  should  seek  after ;  for  we  know 
en^ngh,  if  we  know  we  are  the  king's  subjects :  if  his  causS  be 
wrong,  our  obedience  to  tbe  king  wipes  the  crime  of  ft  out 
of  "us. 

Will.  But  if  the  cause  be  not  good,  the  king  liimself  hath  a 
he5.yy  reckoning  to  make,  when  all  those  legs,  and  arras,  and 
heads,  chopped  off  in  a  battle,  shall  join  together  at  tlie  latter 
day,  ajjd  cry  all.  I  &m  afeard  there  are  few  di^  well,  that  die  in 
a  battle ;  for  how  can  they  charitably  dispose  of  any  thing,  when 
blool  is  their  argument !  Now,  if  these  men  do  not  die  well,  it 
win  be  a  blaok  matter  for  the  king  that  led  them  to  it ;  whom 
to~3)sobey  were  against  all  pcoportion  of  subjeetiotL 

K.  Tien.  80,  if  a  son,  that  is  by  his  father  sent  about  merchan- 
dise, do  siafully  miscarry  upon  the  sea,  the  imputation  of  his 
wickedness,  by  your  rule,  dionld  be  imposed  upon  his  father 
that"  sent  him :  or  ^  a  servant,  under  bis  master's  command, 
transporting  a  sum  of  money,  be  assailed  by  robbers,  and  die  in 
many  irreoQneiled  iniquities,  you  ni.ay  call  the~bnriness  of~the 
nwstev  the  author  of  the  seryant's  condemnation — but  this  is 
Jiofso:  the  king  isnotbound  to  answer  the  pailionlar  endings 
of  his  soldiers,  the  father  of  his  son,  nor  the  master  of  his  sej- 
vant ;  for  they  purpose  not  their  death,  when  they  pu^qse  their 
services.  Be^des,  there  is  no  king,  be  his  cause  never  so  spot- 
less, if  it  come  to  the  (ffbitrement  of  swoi'ds,  can  try  it  ont  with 
all  unspotted  soldiers  r  some,  peradventuie,  have  on  theni  tfia 
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guilt  of  premeditated  and  contrived  nrarder ;  some,  mating  the 
wars  their  bnlwarit,  that  have  before  gored  the  gentle  hoeom  of 
peaee  with  pillage  and  roljbery.  Now,  if  these  men  have  defeat- 
ed the  law,  aiid  oiitran  native  pitniahment,  though  they  can  out- 
strip men,  they  have  no  wings  to  tiy  from  God :  war  is  his  bea- 
dle, wM  is  his  vengeance ;  so  ttiat  hei-e  men  are  punished,  for  be- 
fore-breaeh  of  tiie  lifng's  laws,  in  now  the  king's  quarrel ;  where 
they  feared  tlie  death,  tliey  have  tome  life  away ;  and  where 
they  w'buld  be  safe,  tliey~perish :  then,  if  they  die  unproviBed, 
no  more  is  tlie  king  gailty  of  their  condemnation  than  he  was 
before  guilty  of  those  impieties  for  the  which  they  are  now  visit- 
ed. Every  subject's  duty  is  the  king's ;  but  every  subject's  soul 
is  his  own.  Therefore,  should  every  soldier  in  the  wars  do  as 
every  acfc  man  in  his  bed, — wash  every  mote  out  of  his  con- 
science :  and  dying  so,  death  is  to  him  advantage ;  or  not  dying, 
the  time  was  blessedly  lost,  wherein  such  preparation  was  gain- 
ed:  and  in  hijn  that  ea^pes,  itwere  not  sin  to  think,  that  malting 
heaven  so  ivee  an  offer,  lie  is  let  out  live  that  day  to  see  his  great- 
ness, and  to  teach  others  how  they  should  prepare. 

WilL  'Tis  certjun,  every  man  that  dies  ill,  the  il!  upon  his  own 
head, — the  king  is  not  to  answer  it. 

Bates.  I  do  npt  desire  he  should  answer  for  me ;  and  yet  I  de- 
termine to  flgbt  lustily  for  him. 

JC.  Men.  I  myself  heard  the  king  say,  he  would  not  be  ran- 
aomed. 

"W^ill.  Ay,  he  said  bo,  to  make  ns  fight  clieerfullj :  hut  when 
our  throats  are  cut,  ho  may  be  ransomed,  and  we  ne'er  the  wiser. 

K.  Hen.  H I  live  to  see  it,  I  will  never  trust  his  word  after. 

Will.  Ton  payTiim  thenl  That's  a  persons  6h.ot  out  of  an 
elder  gnn,  that  a  poor  and  a  priyate  displeasure  can  dii  against 
a  monarch  I  Ton  may  as  well  go  about  to  turn  the  sun  to  ice 
with  fanning  in  his  face  with  a  pgaeoek's  feather.  Tou'il  never 
trust  his  word  after !  come,  'tis  a  foolish  saying. 

~E.  Sen.  Your  reproof  is  something  too  round  ;  I  should  bo 
angry  with  you,  if  the  time  were  cgnvenient. 
'~WiU.  Let  il  be  a  qnorrel  between  us,  if  you  live. 

JT.  ITm.  I  enibraiie  it. 

Will.  How  shall  I  know  thee  again? 

IT,  Men.  Give  me  any  gage  of  thine,  and  I  will  wear  it  in  my 
bonnet :  thenj  if  ever  thou  darest  acknowledge  it,  I  will  moke  it 
my  quarrel. 

Will.  Here's  my  glove :  give  me  another  of  thine. 

K.  Ben.  Tiieje. 

Will.  TUs  -(till  I  also 
me  and  say,  after  to-rno 
I  wiiTtake  thee  abox  oi _;. 

ir  lien.  If  ever  flive  to  see  it,  I  will  challenge  it. 
Will.  Thou  iTgrcst  (is  well  he  hanged. 
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K.  Sen.  Well,  I  will  do  it,  though  I  take  thee  in  the  king's 
company. 

Will.  Keep  tliy  word ;  fare  thee  well. 

Bates.  Be  friends,  you  English  fools,  be  friends :  we  have 
Trench  quarrels  enow,  if  yoji  could  tell  how  to  reckon. 

R.  Hen.  Indeed,  the  French  may  lay  twenty  French  crowns 
to  one,  they  will  beat  ns  ;  for  they  bear  them  on  their  Bhonlders; 
bat  it  is  no  English  treason  to  cnt  French  crowns ;  and  to-mor- 
row the  king  hhnself  will  be  a  clipper.  [Exeunt  Soldiers. 
Upon  the  king  I — let  us  our  lives,  odr  sonis, 
Our  debts,  our  careful  wives,  our  children,  and 
Our  siiia,  lay  on  the  king  [ — we  must  bear  all. 
O  hard  condition  I  twin-bom  with  greatnesR, 
Su^ect  to  the  breath  of  every  fool, 
Whose  sense  no  more  can  fee!  but  his  own  wringing  1 
What  infinite  heart's  ease  must  kings  neglect, 
Tliat  private  men  egjoy  1 

And  what  have  kings,  that  privates  have  not  too, 
Save  ceremony,  save  general  ceremony? 
And  what  art  thou,  thoa  idol  ceremony  J 
What  kind  of  god  art  thon,  that  suffer'at  more 
Of  mortal  griefe,  than  do  thy  worshippers? 
What  are  thy  rents  f  what  are  tby  coniings-in? 

0  ceremony,  show  me  bjit  thy  worth ! 
Wliat  is  thy  sgnl  of  adgratipn  J 

Art  thon  au^ht  else  but  place,  degree,  and  form, 

Creating  awe  and  fear  in  otiier  men  ? 

Wherein  thou  art  less  happy,  being  fear'd. 

Than  they  in  fearing. 

What  drink'st  tiioa  oft,  instead  of  homage  sweet, 

But  poison'd  flattery  *     O,  be  sick,  great  greatness, 

And  bid  thy  ceremony  give  thee  cure  I 

Thtnk'st  tfiou  l^e  fiery  fever  will  go  out 

With  titles  blown  from  adulation  ? 

Will  it  give  place  to  fleiure  and  low  biding ! 

Canst  thou,  when  thon  command'et  the  be^ar'a  knee, 

Command  the  health  of  it  ?    No,  thon  proiid  dream. 

That  plny'st  so  subtly  with  a  kiog's  repose ; 

1  am  a  king,  that  Bnd  thee ;  and!  know 
'Tis  not  the  balm,  tfie  eceptre,  and  the  ball. 
The  sword,  the  mace,  the  crown  injpepal, 
Tlie  inter-tissued  robe  of  golJand  pearl, 
The  f£u^!ed  title  running  'fore  the  kjng. 
The  tiirone  he  sits  on,  nor  the  tide  of  pomp 
That  beats  npon  the  high  shore  of  this  world, — 
No,  not  all  these,  thrice-gorgeous  ceremony. 
Not  all  these,  laid  in  Tjed  imgestical, 

Can  sleep  so  soundly  as  tlie  wretched  slave. 
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Who,  witii  a  body  fiU'd,  and  vacant  mind, 
Gets  him  to  rest,  eramm'd  witli  distressful  bread ; 
Never  sees  horrid  night. 
But,  like  a  laQke7,  from  the  rise  to  set, 
Sweats  in  the  eye  of  Piitsbus,  and  all  night 
Sleeps  in  Elysium ;  next  day,  after  dawn, 
Dotii  rise,  and  help  Hyperion  to  his  horse ; 
And  follows  BO  the  ever  running  year 
"With  profitable  labor  to  his  grave : 
And,  but  for  eeremony,  such  a  wretch, 
"Winding  up  days  with  toil,  and  nights  with  sleep, 
Had  the  fore-hand  and  vantage  of  a  king. 
The  slave,  a  member  of  the  country's  peaoe, 
lijoys  it ;  but  fn  gross  brwn  little  wots, 
What  watcb  the  king  keeps  to  maintain  the  peace. 
Whose  houra  the  peasant  best  advantages. 
Enter  EHPoronAM, 

Erp,  My  lord,  your  nobles,  jealouH  of  your  abseace, 
Seek  through  your  camp  to  find  you. 

-ffi  Hen.  Good  old  knight, 

Collect  them  all  together  at  my  tent: 
I'll  be  before  thee. 

Erp.  I  shall  do't,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

K.  Sen.  0  God  of  battles !  steel  my  soldiers'  hearts ; 
Possess  them  not  with  fear ;  take  from  them  now 
The  sense  of  reckoning,  if  th'  op^osSd  numbers 
Pluck  their  hearts  from  them ! — Not  to-day,  O  Lord, 
O,  not  to-day,  thuik  not  upon  the  fault 
My  father  made  in  compassing  the  crown  1 
I  Eichard'a  body  have  interred  new ; 
And  on  it  have  bestow'd  more  contrite  tears, 
Than  from  it  issued  forced  drops  of  blood : 
Five  hundred  poor  I  have  in  yearly  pay, 
Who  twice  a  day  their  wither'd  hands  hold  up 
Toward  heaven,  to  pardon  blood;  and  I  have  buUt 
Two  chantries,  where  the  sad  and  solemn,  priests 
Sing  still  for  Richard's  soul.     More  will  I  do ; 
Though  all  that  I  can  do,  is  nothing  worth, 
Since  that  my  penitence  comes  after  all, 
Imploring  pardon. 

Enter  Glostee. 

Glo.  My  liege ! 

K.  Hen.  My  brother  Cluster's  voice  ?— Ay ; 

I  know  thy  errand,  I  will  go  with  thee : — 
The  day,  my  friends,  and  all  things  stay  for  rae.  [Exeunt. 


Hosted  by  Google 


240  HISTOEICAL  SlIAIiSPEAEIAN  KE.U)EE. 

SCENE  II.— The  French  Camp. 
BnUr  Dauphin  Obleaks,  Eambcee8,  and  others. 

OtI.  Tlie  sun  doth  gild  our  anpor;  up,  my  lorils  1 

Bau.  MonU?  A ehenal! — Mj  horse!  iiarlet!  lacquay  !  ha! 

OtI.  0  brave  spirit  1 

Enter  Constohle. 

Dau.  Now,  my  lord  constable ! 

Con.  Hark  how  our  steeds  for  present  service  neigh  I 

I)au.  Mount  tiiera,  and  make  incision  in  their  hides, 
That  their  hot  blood  may  spin  in  English  eyes, 
And  dgut  them  with  superfluous  courage,  ha ! 

Sam.  What,  will  you  have  them  weep  our  horses'  blood  ? 
How  shall  we,  then,  behold  their  natural  teaj's? 
Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mem.  The  English  arc  embattled,  you  French  peers. 

Con.  To  horae,  you  gallant  princes  I  straight  to  horse ! 
Do  hut  behold  yon  poor  and  starved  band, 
And  yonr  fair  show  will  suck  away  their  souls, 
Leaving  them  but  the  shales  and  husks  of  mea. 
There  is  not  work  enough  for  aU  our  hands : 
Scarce  blood  enongh  in  all  their  sickly  vans, 
To^give  each  naked  cnrtle-ax  a  st^n. 
That  our  French  gajjants  shall  to-day  draw  oat, 
And  dieathe  for  lack  of  sport :  let  us  but  blow  on  them, 
Tiie  vapor  of  our  valor  will  o'ertui-n  them. 
For  OUT  approach  shall  so  much  daj-e  the  field, 
That  England  shall  crouch  down  in  fear,  and  yield. 
Enter  GnAHnPEfi. 

Grand.  Why  do  you  stay  so  long,  my  lords  of  France  S 
Yon  idand  camons,  desperate  of  their  bones, 
Ilf-favo'r'dly  become  the  morning  field : 
An  J  their  executors,  the  knavish  crqws, 
Fly  o'o"r  them^  all  impatient  for  their  Lour. 

Con.  Ttiey  h^ve  said  their  prayers,  and  they  st«y  for  death. 

Dam.,  gjiall  we  go  send  them  dinners,  and  iresh  suits, 
And  give  "their  faating  hotsea  provender, 
Xnd  after  fight  with  them! 

Con.  I  st^y  but  for  my  gnard :  on,  to  the  field ! 
I  will  the  banner  from  a  trumpet  taJte, 
Anj  use  it  for  my  haste.     Come,  come,  away  1 
Tie  Eun  is  high,  and  we  outwear  the  day.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  UI.~TAb  English  Camp. 

Enter  the  English  host ;  Glosteb,  Bedford,  Exetei;,  SiLiSEURY 

and  Westmubelasd, 

Olo.  Wliereisthekingf 

Bed.  The  king  himself  is  rode  to  view  their  battle. 

Went.  Of  fighting  men  they  have  full  threescore  thousand. 

Exe.  There's  five  to  one;  heaides,  they  all  are  fresh 

bal.  Heaven's  arm  strite  with  ns!  'tis  a  fearful  odds. 
Heaven  be  wi'  you,  princes  all ;  I'll  to  my  charge : 

Bed.  FareweU;  good  Salisbnry ;  and  good  Inok  go  with  thee ! 

Exe.  Farewell,  kind  lord,  flght  valiantly  to-day  : 
And  yet  I  do  thee  wrong,  to  mind  thee  of  it. 
For  thou  art  fram'd  of  the  firm  truth  of  valor. 

n  ,  ,.    .        [Exit  Salisbcet. 

Bed.  Ho  IS  as  fail  of  valor,  as  of  kindness ; 
rriiicely  in  Loth. 

Weit.  0,  that,  wo  now  had  here 

Enter  Kisg  Henrt, 
But  one  ten  thousand  of  those  men  in  England, 
That  do  no  work  to-day! 

■S'-  Sen.  Wiat's  he,  that  wishes  mt 

My  cousin  "Westmoreland  ?— No,  my  fair  cousin ; 
If  wo  are  mark'd  to  die,  we  are  enough 
To  do  our  country  loss :  and  if  to  live, 
The  fewer  men,  the  greater  share  of  honor. 
I  pray  thee,  wish  not  one  man  more. 
By  Jove,  I  am  not  covetous  for  gold ; 
Nor  care  I  who  doth  feed  upon  ray  cost ; 
It  yearns  mo  not  if  men  my  garments  wear ; 
Such  outward  things  dwell  not  in  my  desires: 
But,  if  it  be  a  sip  to  covet  honor, 
I  am  the  most  offending  soul  alive. 
No,  'faith,  my  coz,  wish  not  a  man  from  England: 
I  would  not  lose  so  great  an  honor. 
As  one  man  more,  methinks,  would  shai'e  from  me, 
For  the  best  hope  I  have.    0,  do  not  wish  one  more  1 
Rather  proclidm  it,  "Westmoreland,  through  my  hoBt, 
That  ho  which  hath  no  stotpach  to  this  fight, 
Lot  him  depart :  his  passport  shall  he  made, 
And  crowns  tor  convoy  pnt  into  his  purse : 
We  would  not  die  in  that  man's  company, 
That  fears  his  fellowship  to  die  with  us. 
This  day  is  call'd — the  feast  of  Crispian : 
He  that  outlives  this  day,  and  oonies  safe  home. 
Will  stand  a  tip-toe  when  this  day  is  nam'd. 


Hosted  by  Google 


242  niSTORlCAL  SHAKSPEAKIAN 

And  rouse  him  at  tlie  name  of  Crispian. 
He  that  shall'live  thisday,  and  see  old  age, 
Wilt  yearly  on  the  vigQ  feast  his  neighhors, 
And  say— To-nioiTow  is  Saint  Crispian : 
Then  will  he  strip  his  sleeve,  and  show  his  scars, 
And  say — These  wounds  I  had  on  Crispin's  day. 
Old  men  forget :  yet  all  shall  he  forgot, 
ISut  hell  rememher  with  advantages 
What  feats  he  did  that  day.    Then  shall  our  names, 
Ffttniliar  in  their  mouths  as  household  words, 
Be  in  their  flowing  cups  freshly  remember'd. 
Thb  story  shall  the  good  man  teach  his  son ; 
And  Crispin  Crispian  shall  ne'er  go  bj, 
From  tiis  day  to  the  ending  of  the  world, 
Biit  wo  in  it  shall  he  remembered, — 
We  few,  we  happy  few,  we  hand  of  brothers ; 
For  he,  to-day  that  sheds  his  blood  for  me, 
Shall  be  my  brother;  be  he  ne'er  so  vile, 
This  day  shall  gentle  his  condition : 
And  gentlemen  in  England,  now  a-bed, 
Shall  think  themselves  accnra'd  they  were  not  here ; 
And  hold  their  manhogds  cheap,  while  any  speaks 
That  fought  with  us  upon  Saint  Crispin's  day. 
Se-enter  Salisbcby. 

Sal.  My  sovgreign  lord,  he^ow  yourself  with  speed ; 
The  French  are  bravely  in  their  battles  sot. 
And  will  with  all  exp^ence  ch^^  on  us. 

Jf.  Hen.  All  thjngs  are  ready,  if  our  minds  be  so. 

West,  Pejish  the  man  whose  mind  is  buckward  now  I 

JC.  Hen..  Thou  dost  not  wish  more  help  from  England,  coz? 

West.  Heaven's  will  1  my  liege,  would  you  and  I  alone, 
Witliput  more  help,  could  fig^t  this  royal  battle  I 

K.  Sen.  Why,  now  ttiou  hast  unwish'd  five  thousand  men ; 
Which  likes  me  better  tian  to  wjah  ua  one. — 
You  know  your  places :  heaven  be  with  jou  all ! 
Tuehet.    Enter  Moistjot. 

Mont.  Once  more  I  come  to  know  of  thee,  king  Hai-ry, 
If  for  thy  ransom  thou  wilt  now  compound, 
before  thy  most  assured  overthrow; 
Besides,  in  mercy, " 

The  Constable  desires  thee  thou  wilt  mind 
Thy  followers  of  repentance,  that  their  souls 
May  make  a  peaceful  and  a  sweet  retire 
Prom  off  these  fields,  where,  wretches,  their  poor  bodies 
Must  lie  and  fester. 

E.Een.        "  Who  hath  sent  thee  now  f 
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Mont.  The  Constable  of  France. 

jr.  Hen.  1  pray  tbee,  Lear  my  formev  answer  back : 
Bid  them  aciiieve  me,  and  then  sell  my  bones, 
(jood  heaien  1  wliy  should  they  mock  poor  fellows  thusj 
The  man  that  once  did  sell  the  lion's  skin 
"WljUe  the  besst  liv'd,  was  kOlM  with  hunting  him. 
A  many  of  our  bodies  shall,  no  doubt, 
Find'hative  graves  ;  upon  the  wMch,  I  trnst. 
Shall  witness  live  in  brass  of  this  day's  wort : 
And  those  that  leave  their  valiant  bones  in  France, 
Dying  Pike  men,  they  shall  be  fam'd. 
Let  me  speak  prondly :— tell  the  Constable, 
We  are  but  warribra  for  the  working-day; 
Our  gayness  and  our  gilt  are  ail.besmiroh'd 
With  i-ainy  marching  in  the  painful  field ; 
Tliere's  not  a  piece  of  feather  in  our  host, 
(Good  argument,  I  hope,  we  will  not  fly,) 
And  time  hath  worn  us  into  slovenry : 
But,  by" the  mass,  our  hearts  are  in  the  trim  ;  . 
And  my  pgpr  soldiers  tell  me,  yet  ere  night 
Tliej'll  be  in  fresher  robes ;  or  they  will  pluck 
The  gay  new  coats  o'er  the  French  soldiers'  heads, 
And  turn  them  out  of  service.     If  they  do  ihis, — 
As,  if  Eeaveri  please,  they  shall, — my  ransom  then 
Will  soon  bo  levied.     Herald,  save  thou  thy  labor ; 
Come  thou  no  more  for  ransom,  gentle  herald : 
They  shall  have  none,  I  swear,  but  these  my  joints,— 
Which,  if  they  have  as  I  will  leave  'em  them. 
Shall  yield  them  little,  tell  the  Constable. 

'Mont.  I  shall,  king  Harry :  and  so,  tare  thee  well : 
Thou  noyer  shalt  hear  herid  anym 


"JT.  Sen,  I  fear  thgul't 


e  eome  again  for  r; 


Miter  t/ie  Dcee  op  Tone. 


Yori.  My  lord,  most  humbly  on  my  knee  1  beg 
The  loading  of  the  vawaril. 

jr.  Ifen.  Take  it,  brave  York.— ITow,  soldiers,  mai'ch  away  :— 
And  bow  thou  pleasest,  Leaven,  dispose  the  day  1  l&eunt. 


SCESE  Y.—T/ie  Field  Bf  Battle. 

Alarums.    .En (tr  Dauphin,  Oeleaks,  Bouebos,  Constable,  Eam- 
BUEEs,  and  others. 

Orl.   0  idgneur .'  le  jour  est  perdu  !  tout  e»t  perdu  ' 
Dau.  Mori  de  ma.  vie  !  all  is  confounded,  all ! 
Eoprorch  and  everlasting  shame 
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Sif  mocking  in  our  plumes. — 0  meecMnte  fortune. — 

Do  not  run  away.  [-4  »kort  alarum. 

Con.     '  "Why,  all  our  ranks  are  broke. 

Ban.  O  perdurable  shame  I — let's  stab  onrselvea. 
Be  these  the  wretches  that  we  play'd  at  dice  for  ? 

Orl.  Is  tiiis  the  king  we  sent  to  for  his  ransom  ? 

Bour.  ShMtte,  and  eternal  shsme,  nothii^  but  shame ! 
Let's  die  in  honor :  once  more  back  again. 

Con.  Disorder,  that  hath  spoil'd  us,  friend  us  now  I 
Lot  us,  in  heaps,  go  offer  up  our  lives. 

Orl.  We  are  enongh,  yet  living  in  the  field, 
To  smother  up  the  English  in  our  throngs, 
If  any  order  might  be  thought  upon. 

Baur.  The  foul  fiend  take  order  now !     I'll  to  the  throng : 
Let  life  be  short,  else  shame  will  he  too  long.  [Exetint. 


SCENE  YI.~Another  Fart  of  the  Field. 
Alarums,     Enter 'Ktsb  Henet  and  Forces;  Exetbs  and  others. 

E.  Hen.  Well  have  we  done,  thrice  valiant  countrymen : 
But  all's  not  done;  yet  keep  the  French  the  field. 

F!xe.  The  duke  of  York  commends  him  to  your  majesty, 

K.  Hen.  Lives  he,  good  uncle!  thrice  within  this  hour 
I  saw  him  down ;  thrice  up  again,  and  fighting ; 
From  helmet  to  the  spnr  all  blood  he  was. 

Ese.  In  which  array,  brave  soldier,  dotli  he  lie, 
Larding  the  plain ;  and  by  his  bloody  side, 
Ths  noble  earl  of  Suffolk  also  lies. 

K.  Sen.  For,  hearing  this,  I  must  perforce  compound 
With  miatful  eyes,  or  they  will  issue  forth. —  [Alat^in. 

But  hark  I  what  new  alarnm  is  this  same? — 
The  French  have  reinforc'd  their  scatter'd  men: — 
Then,  every  soldier  kill  his  prisoners ; 
Give  the  word  through.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  YIl.—Aaothei-  Fart  qf  the  Field. 

Alarum).    Enter  Fltiellb»  and  Goweb. 

Flu.  Kill  the  poys  and  the  luggage !  tis  expressly  against  the 

law  of  arms :  'tis  as  arrant  a  piece  of  knavery,  mark  you  now, 

as  can  be  ofi^red :  in  your  conscience  now,  is  it  not! 

Gov).  'Tis  certain,  there's  not  a  boy  left  alive;  and  the  cow- 
ardly rascals,  that  ran  from  the  battle,  have  done  this  slaughter: 
besides,  they  have  burned  and  carried  away  all  that  was  in  the 
king's  tent:  wherefore  the  king,  most  worthily,  hath  cnuseil 
every  soliller  to  cut  iiis  prinonoi-'s  thvo.it.    "O  'tis  a  gallant  king ! 
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Flu.  Ay,  lie  was  born  at  Monmouth,  captain  Gower.  What 
call  you  the  town's  name,  where  Alexandei'  the  pig  was  horn  ? 

Goat.  Alosander  the  great. 

Flu.  Why,  I  pray  you,  is  not  pig,  great?  Thepig,  or  thegreat, 
or  the  mighty,  or  the  huge,  or  the  magnanimous,  are  all  one 
reckonings,  save  the  phrase  is  a  little  variations. 

Gow.  I  think  Alexander  the  great  was  born  in  Mucedon :  his 
father  was  called  Philip  of  Maceaon,  as  I  take  it. 

Flu.  I  think  it  is  in  Maeedon  where  Alexander  is  porn.  I 
teJl  yon,  captain,  if  yon  look  in  the  maps  of  the  'orld,  I  warrant, 
you  shall  find,  in  the  comparisons  between  Macedon  and  Mon- 
mouth, that  the  situations,  look  you,  is  both  alike.  There  is  a 
river  in  Macedon;  and  there  is  also  moreoyer  a  river  at  Mon- 
mouth: it  is  called  Wye  at  Monmonth;  hut  it  is  out  of  my 
prains,  what  is  the  name  of  the  other  river ;  hut  'tis  all  one,  'tis 
alike  aa  my  fingers  is  to  my  fingers,  and  there's  salmons  in  both. 
If  you  mark  Alexander's  life  well,  Harry  of  Monmouth's  life  is 
come  after  it  indifferent  well ;  for  there  is  figures  in  all  things. 
Alexander,  in  his  rages,  and  hia  furies,  and  his  wraths,  and  his 
cholers,  and  his  moods,  and  his  displeasures,  and  his  indignations, 
and  also  being  a  little  intoxicates  in  his  prains,  did,  in  his  ales 
and  his  angers,  look  you,  kill  his  pest  friend  Clytus. 

Gow.  Our  king  is  not  like  him  in  that:  ho  never  killed  any 
of  his  Iriends, 

Flu.  It  is  not  well  done,  mark  you  now,  to  take  the  tales  out 
of  my  mouth,  ere  it  is  made  and  finished.  I  speak  but  in  the 
figures  and  comparisonB  of  it ;  as  Alexander  killed  Ms  friend 
Clytus,  being  in  his  ales  and  his  cups ;  so  .also  Harry  Monmouth, 
being  in  his  right  wits  and  his  good  judgments,  turned  away 
the  fat  knight  with  the  great  pelly-doublet ;  ho  was  full  of 
jests,  and  gipes,  and  knaveries,  and  mocks;  I  have  forgot  his 

Gow.  Sir  John  Falstaff. 

Flu.  Tliat  is  he:— I'll  tell  you,  there  is  goot  men  porn  at 
Monmouth. 

Govt.  Hero  comes  his  majesty. 
Alarum.    .Kifer  Kisg  Hesrt,  leitli,  apart  af  the  English  forces; 
Waewice,  Glostei!,  Exetee,  and  others. 

K.  Hen.  I  was  not  angry  since  I  came  to  Franca 
Until  this  instant. — Take  a  trumpet,  herald; 
Ride  thou  unto  the  horsemen  on  yon  hill : 
If  they  will  fight  with  us,  bid  thorn  come  down, 
Or  void  the  field ;  they  do  offend  onr  si^ht. 
If  they'll  do  neither,  we  will  come  to  them. 
And  make  them  skirr  away,  as  swift  as  stones. 
Enforced  from  the  old  Assyrian  slinga : 
Besides,  we'll  cut  the  throats  of  those  we  have  ; 
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And  not  a  man  of  them  tliat  wc  shall  take, 
Shall  taste  our  mercy: — go,  and  tell  them  so. 

Exe.  Hero  comes  the  herald  of  the  Fi-ench,  my  liege. 

Glo.  Ilia  ejea  are  humbler  than  they  hb'iI  to  be. 
Euter  MoKKoy. 

E.  Ben.  Hownow!  what  meaosthis,  herald?  knowest  thou  cot, 
That  I  have  tin'd  these  hones  of  mine  for  ransom  ? 
Com'st  thou  again  for  ransom! 

Monf.  No,  great  king : 

I  come  to  thee  for  charitable  license, 
That  we  may  wander  o'er  this  bloody  field, 
To  book  our  dead,  and  then  to  bury  them. 

0  give  us  leave,  great  king, 

To  view  the  field  in  safety,  and  diepose 
Of  their  dead  bodiee  I 

K.  Hen.  I  tell  thee  truly,  herald, 

1  know  cot  if  the  day  bo  onrs,  or  no ; 
For  yet  a  many  of  your  horsemen  peer, 
And  gallop  o'er  the  field. 

Mont.  The  day  is  yourB. 

E.  Hen.  Prais'd  ho  heaven,  and  not  our  stoength  for  it! — 
What  is  this  castle  call'd  that  stands  hard  by  ? 

Mont.  They  call  it  Agincourt. 

K.  Sen. '  Then  call  we  this  the  field  of  Agincourt, 
Fonght  on  the  day  of  Crispin  Crisplanus. 

'Flu.  Yonr  grandfather  of  famous  memory,  an't  please  yonr 
mfgeaty,  and  your  great  uncleEdward  the  plack  prince  of  Wales, 
aa  I  have  read  in  tJie  chronicles,  fought  a  most  prave  pattle  here 
in  France. 

K.  Sen.  They  did,  Floellen. 

Flu.  Your  majesty  sajs  very  true :  if  your  m^esties  is  re- 
membered of  it,  the  Welshmen  did  goot  service  in  a  garden 
where  leeks  did  grow,  wearing  leeks  in  their  Monmouth  caps ; 
which  your  m^esty  knows,  to  this  hour,  is  an  honorable  padge 
of  the  service ;  and  I  do  believe,  your  majesty  takes  no  scorn  to 
wear  the  leek  upon  Saint  Tavy's  day. 

E.  Sen.  I  wear  it  for  a  memorable  honor ; 
For  I  ^u  Welsh,  you  know,  good  countryman. 

Flv.  All  the  water  in  Wye  cannot  wash  your  migesty's  Welsh 
plood  out  of  yonr  pody,  I  can  tell  you  that :  Got  pless  it,  and 
preserve  it,  as  long  as  it  pleases  his  grace,  and  his  majesty  too  1 

JT.  Sen.  Thanks,  good  my  conntryman. 

Flu.  I  am  your  m^esty  s  countryman,  I  care  not  who  know 
it ;  I  will  confess  it  to  all  the  'orld  r  I  need  not  to  be  ashamed 
of  yonr  ra^eaty,  prais'd  be  heaven,  so  long  as  your  n^jesty  is  an 
honest  man. 

E.  Sen.  Heaven  keep  mc  so ! — Our  heralds  go  with  him : 
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Bring  me  jast  notice  of  the  numbers  dead, 
On  both  our  parts. — Call  yonder  fellow  hitliei'. 

[PoinU  to  Williams.    Exsimt  Mostjot  and  others. 

Exe.  Soldier,  yon  must  come  to  the  king. 

K.  Hen.  Soldier,  why  weav'st  thon  that  glove  in  thy  cap ! 

Will.  An't  please  your  majesty,  'tis  the  gage  of  one  that  I 
should  flght  TTithal,  if  he  he  am*e. 

K.  Hen.  An  Englishman ! 

Will.  An't  please  your  majesty,  a  rascal  that  swaggered  with 
me,  last  night ;  who,  if  'a  lii-e,  and  ever  dare  to  chEdlenge  this 
glove,  I  have  awom  to  take  him  a  bos  o'  the  ear :  or,  if  I  can 
see  my  glove  in  his  cap,  (which  he  swore,  as  he  was  a  soJdier, 
he  would  wear,  if  alive)  1  will  strike  it  out  soundly, 

K.  Hen.  What  think  yon,  captain  Flnellen !  is  it  fit  this  soldier 
keep  his  oath  ? 

Fill.  He  is  a  craven  aud  a  villain  else,  an't  please  your  majes- 
ty, in  my  conscience. 

K.  Hen.  It  may  he,  his  enemy  is  a  gentleman  of  great  sort, 
quite  from  the  answer  of  his  degree. 

Flu.  Though  he  be  aa  goot  a  gentleman  as  Lucifer  and  Belze- 
hub  himself,  it  is  necessary,  look  your  grace,  that  he  keep  his 
vow  and  his  oath :  if  he  be  perjured,  see  you  now,  his  reputa- 
tion is  as  arrant  a  villain,  and  a  Jack-sauce,  as  ever  his  plaok 
shoe  trod  upon  tho  ground  aud  earth,  iu  my  conscience,  la. 

K.  Hen.  Then  keep  thy  vow,  birrah,  when  thou  meefst  tho 
fellow. 

Will.  So  I  will,  ray  liege,  as  I  live. 

K.  Hen.  Who  servest  thou  under? 

Will.  Under  captain  Gower,  my  liege. 

Flu.  Gower  is  a  gcot  captain,  and  is  good  knowledge  and  lit- 
oratare  in  the  wars. 

K,  Sen.  Call  him  hither  to  mo,  soldier. 

WiU.  I  will,  my  liege.  [Exit. 

K.  Men.  Here,  Fliiellen ;  wear  thou  this  favor  for  me,  and 
stick  it  in  thy  cap :  when  Alengoii  and  myself  were  down 
together,  I  plucked  this  glove  from  his  helm ;  if  any  man  chal- 
lenge this,  he  is  a  friend  to  Alenjon,  and  an  enemy  to  our  per- 
son ;  if  thou  encounter  any  such,  apprehend  him,  an  thou  dost 

Flu.  Your  grace  does  me  as  great  honors,  as  can  be  desired  in 
the  hearts  of  his  subjects:  I  would  fain  see  the  man  that  shall 
find  himself  aggriefed  at  this  glove,  tJiat  is  all ;  but  I  would  fain 

K.  Hen.  Knowest  thon  Gower? 

Flu.  He  is  my  dear  friend,  an  please  you. 

K.  Sen.  Pray  thee,  go  seek  him,  and  bring  him  to  my  tent. 

Flu.  I  will  fetch  him.  yExit. 

K.  Hen.  My  lord  of  Warwick,  aud  my  brother  Gloster, 
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The  glove,  wliioh  I  have  given  him  for  a,  favor. 

May  haply  purchase  him  a  hox  o'  the  ear ; 

It  13  the  soldier's ;  I,  by  bargain,  shoald 

Wear  it  myself.    Follow,  good  cousin  Wanvick : 

If  tfjat  the  soldier  strike  him,  (as,  I  judge 

By  hia  hluut  hearing,  he  will  keep  his  word) 

Some  sudden  mischief  may  arise  of  it ; 

For  I  do  know  Fluellen  valiant, 

And,  touph'd  with  i^oler,  hot  as  gunpowder, 

And  quickly  will  return  an  iiy'ury  ; 

Follow,  and  see  there  be  no  harm  between  them. — 

Go  you  with  me,  uncle  of  Exeter.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  yill.— Before  King  IlENKY'a  Putilidn. 
Enter  GowER  and  Williams, 

Will.  I  warrant  it  ia  to  knight  you,  captain. 
Enter  Flcelles, 

Flu.  Captain,  I  peseech  yon  now,  come  apace  to  the  king; 
there  is  more  good  toward  yon,  peradventurej  than  is  in  your 
knowledge  to  dream  of. 

WUl.  Sir,  know  you  this  glove? 

Flu.  Know  the  glove  1    I  know,  the  glove  is  a  glovo. 

Will.  I  know  this,  and  thus  I  challenge  it.  [SlriJces  Mm. 

Flu.  An  arrant  traitor,  aa  any's  in  the  nniversal  'orld,  or  in 
France,  or  in  England. 

Gcw.  Hownow,  sirl  you  villain! 

Will.  Do  you  think  I'll  be  forsworn  f 

Fl-u.  Stand  away,  captain  Gowor ;  I  will  give  treason  his  pay- 
ment into  plows,  I  warrant  you. 

Will.  I  ^m  no  traitor, 

Fbi.  That's  a  lio"in  thy  throat.— I  charge  you  in  his  mcyesty's 
name,  apprehend  him  r  lie  ia  a  friend  of  the  duko  Alengon's. 
JSnter  Wakwick  and  Giostbb. 

War.  How  now,  how  now  !  what's  the  matter  ? 

Flu.  My  lord  of  "Warwick,  hero  is  a  most  contagious  treason 
come  to  liglit,  look  you,  as  you  shall  desire  in  a  summer's  day. — 
Here  is  hia  majesty, 

Ihler  KiHO  Hekht  and  Esbtek. 

K.  Sen.  How  now  I  what's  the  matter  1 

Flu,  My  liege,  here  is  a  villain  and  a  traitor,  that,  look  yonr 
grace,  has  struck  the  glove  which  your  majesty  is  take  out  of  the 
helmet  of  Alengon. 


Hosted  by  Google 


EING   IIENEY  V,  249 

Will.  ITy  liege,  Uiis  was  mj  glove ;  here  is  tie  fellow  of  it ; 
and  he  that  I  gave  it  to  in  change  promised  to  wear  it  in  his 
cap :  I  promised  to  strike  him,  if  he  did :  I  met  this  man  with 
mj  glove  in  his  cap,  and  I  have  been  as  good  aa  my  word. 

Flu.  Your  ni^esty  hear  now,  (saving  your  mdjesty's  man- 
hood) what  an  arrant,  rascally,  beggai'ly  knave  it  ie :  I  hope 
your  majesty  is  pear  me  testimony,  and  witness,  and  avonch- 
ments,  that  this  is  the  giove  of  Alengon,  that  yonr  majesty  is 
give  me,  in  your  conscience,  now. 

K.  Sen.  Uive  me  thy  glove,  soldier :  look,  here  is  the  fellow 
of  it. 
'Twas  I,  indeed,  thou  promisedst  to  strike ; 
And  thou  hast  pven  me  most  bitter  terms. 

Flu.  An  please  your  msgesty,  let  his  neck  answer  for  it,  if 
there  is  any  martial  law  in  the  'orld. 

K.  Men.  How  canst  thon  make  me  satisfaction  1 
WilL  All  offences,  my  liege,  come   from  the  heart:   never 
came  any  from  mine,  that  might  offend  your  majesty. 

JC.  Sen.  It  was  ourself  thou  didst  abase. 
Will.  Your  mi(jesty  came  not  like  yourself:  you  appeared  to 
mo  but  as  a  common  man ;  witness  the  night,  your  garments, 
your  lowliness ;  and  what  your  highness  suffered  under  that 
shape,  I  beseech  yon,  tafe  it  for  your  own  fault,  and  not  mine: 
for  had  you  been  as  I  took  you  for,  I  made  no  offence :  therefore, 
I  beseech  yonr  highness,  pardon  me. 

X  Sen.  Here,  uncle  Eseter,  fill  this  glove  wiOi  crowns. 
And  give  it  to  this  fellow.— Keep  it,  feliow ; 
And  wear  it  for  an  honor  in  thy  cap. 
Till  J  do  challenge  it, — Give  him  the  crowns  r — 
And  captain,  yoa  must  needs  be  friends  with  him. 

Flu.  By  this  day  and  this  light,  the  fellow  has  mettle  enough. 
Hold,  there  is  twelve  pence  for  you,  and  I  pray  you  to  serve  Got, 
and  keep  you  out  of  prawls,  and  pi-abbles,  and  quarrels,  and  dis- 
sensions ;  and,  I  warrant  you,  it  is  the  better  for  yon. 

Will.  I  will  none  of  yonr  money. 

Flit.  Itiswitli  agootwill;  I  can  tell  yon,  it  will  serve  yon  to 
mend  your  shoes :  come,  wherefore  should  you  be  so  pashful? 
your  shoes  is  not  so  goot :  'tis  a  goot  silling,  I  warrant  you,  or  I 
will  change  it. 

Enter  an  EngUih  Herald. 

K.  Hen.  Now,  herald, — are  the  dead  numbered  ? 
Her.  Here  is  the  number  of  the  slanghtcr'd  French. 

[Delitm-a  a  paper. 
K.  Ben.  This  note  doth  toll  me  of  ten  thousand  I'rcnch, 
That  in  the  field  lie  slain ; — 
Where  is  the  number  of  otir  English  dead? 

[Herald  y res™ f J  another  paper. 
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Edward  the  duke  of  York,  the  earl  of  Suffolk, 

Sir  Eiehard  Ketly,  Davy  Gam,  esquire : 

iSoae  else  of  name ;  and  of  all  other  men, 

But  five  and  twenty.^0  heaven,  thy  ann  was  here ; 

And  not  to  ns,  hut  to  thy  arm  alone, 

Ascribe  wo  all  !~When,  without  stratagem. 

But  in  plain  shook  and  even  play  of  battle. 

Was  ever  known  ao  great  and  little  loss, 

On  one  part  and  on  th'  other? — Take  it,  heaven, 

For  it  is  none  hut  thine  1 

Bxe.  'Tis  wonderful  I 

X.  Sen.  Come,  go  we  in  procession  to  the  village : 
And  be  it  death  proclaimed  throngb.  our  host. 
To  hoast  of  this,  or  take  the  praise  from  heaven. 

Flu.  Is  it  not  lawful,  an  please  your  majesty,  to  tell  bow  many 
is  killed! 

K.  Hen.  Tes,  captain;  but  ivith  this  acknowledgment, 
That  heaven  fought  for  us. 

Flu.  Yes,  my  conscience,  it  did  us  great  goot. 

K.  Ben.  Do  we  all  holy  rites : 
Let  there  be  sung  Nbn  nobis,  and  Te  Deum; 
The  dead  with  charity  endos'd  in  clay: 
We'll  then  to  Calais ;  and  to  England  then ; 
Where  ne'er  from  France  arriv'd  more  happy  men.        [Exeunt. 


SCENE  I.— France.     An  English  Covrt  of  Gvard, 
Enter  Flttellen  and  Go  web. 

Gov:.  Nay,  that's  right ;  but  why  wear  you  your  let;k  to-day  3 
Saint  Davy's  day  is  past. 

L'lu.  There  is  occasions  and  causes  why  and  wherefore  in  all 
things :  I  will  tell  you,  as  my  friend,  captain  Gower :— the  ras- 
cally, scald,  beggarly,  pragging  knave.  Pistol, — which  yon  and 
yourself,  and  all  the  'orld,  know  to  he  no  petter  than  a  fellow, 
look  you  now,  of  no  merits,— ho  is  come  to  me,  and  prings  me 
pread  and  salt  yesterday,  look  you,  and  bid  me  eat  my  leek :  it 
WHS  in  a  place  where  I  could  not  breed  no  contentions  with 
him ;  bnt  I  will  be  so  pold  as  to  wear  it  in  my  cap  till  I  see  him 
once  again,  and  then  I  will  tell  him  a  httle  piece  of  my  desires. 

Onw.  Why,  here  he  comes,  swelling  like  a  turkey-cook. 

Flu.  'Tis  no  matter  for  his  swellings,  nor  his  turkey-cocks. — 
Enter  Pistol. 
Got  pleas  you,  ancient  Pistol  I  you  scurvy,  filthy  knave,  Got 
pi  ess  you  I 
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Piaf.  Ha !  art  thou  Bedlam  ?  dost  thou  thirst,  laso  Trojan, 
To  have  me  fold  up  Porca's  fatal  web? 
Hence  I  I  am  qualmish  at  the  smell  of  leek. 

Flu.  I  peseech  you  heartily,  scurvy  knave,  at  my  desires,  and 
my  requests,  and  my  petitions,  to  eat,  look  you,  this  leek  ;  be- 
cause, look  JOB,  you  do  not  love  it,  nor  your  affections,  and  your 
appetites,  and  your  digestjoaa,  does  not  agree  with  it,  I  would 
desire  you  to  eat  it. 

J'itt.  Not  for  Cadwallader  and  oil  li 

Fly.  [Strihe)  Mm.]    There  is  one  g 
BO  goot,  scald  knave,  as  eat  it  ? 

Pist.  Base  Trojan,  thou  shall  die. 
_  Fiu.  Tou  say  very  true,  scald  knave :  1  will  desire  you  to  live 
in  the  mean  time,  and  eat  your  victuals :  [StrMnff  him  again.] 
cunic,  there  is  sauce  for  it.  You  called  me  yesterday,  mountain- 
stjuire,  but  I  will  make  you  to-Jay  a  squire  of  low  degree.  I 
pray  you,  fall  to :  if  you  can  mock  a  leek,  yon  can  eat  a  leek. 

Uow.  Enough,  captain  -.  yon  have  astonished  Lim. 

Flu.  I  say,  I  will  make  him  eat  some  part  of  my  leek,  or  I 
will  peat  his  pate  four  days.— -Pite,  I  pray  you ;  it  is  goot  for 
your  green  wound,  and  your  ploody  coscomb. 

Pist.  Must  I  bite? 

Fh.  Tea,  certainly,  and  out  of  doubt,  and  out  of  question  too, 
and  ambiguities. 

Pitt.  By  this  le 
eat, — I  swear — 

J*"^!*.  Eat,  I  pray  you :  will  yon  have  some  more  sauce  to  your 
leek  ?  there  is  not  enough  leek  to  swear  by. 

Fist.  Quiet  thy  cudgel;  thou  dost  see  I  eat. 

Flv.  Much  goot  do  you,  scald  knave,  heartily.  Kay,  pray 
you,  throw  none  away ;  the  akin  is  goot  for  your  proken  cox- 
comb. When  you  take  occasions  to  see  leeks  hereafter,  I  pray 
you,  mock  at  'em ;  that  is  all. 

Piat.  Good. 

Flv..  Ay,  leeks  is  good :— hold  yon,  there  is  a  eroat  to  heal 
yonr  pate. 

Pitt.  Me  a  groat  I 

Fin.  Yes,  verily  and  in  truth,  jou  shall  take  it ;  or  I  have  an- 
other leek  in  my  pocket,  which  you  shall  eat. 

Put.  I  take  thy  groat  in  earnest  of  revenge, 
i.'^'f  v'  ^^  ^  ""*  ''""  ""^  ^l^ifg'  I  ■"'ill  payyou  in  cudgels :  you 
shall  be  a  woodmonger,  and  buy  nothing  of  me  but  cudgels. 

_.      „  [Exeunt  Fi-TTELLEs  and  Qov/EB. 

1  lat.  Doth  fortune  play  the  bnswifc  with  me  now ! 
News  have  I,  that  my  Nel!  is  dead  i"*  the  apital. 
And  there  my  rendezvous  is  quite  cut  off. 
Old  I  do  wax  ;  and  from  my  weary  limbs 
Honor  is  cudgelled. 
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To  England  will  I  steal,  and  there  111  steal : 

And  patches  will  I  get  unto  these  scars, 

And  swear  I  got  them  ia  the  GolJia  wars.  [Exit, 

SCENE  II. — Troyes  in  Champagne.  An  Apartment  in  the  French 

King's  Falaee. 
Enter^from  one  sMe,  Kino  Hbnbt,  Bedford,  Glostbe,  Exetbk, 
Warwick,  Westmorbxand,  and  other  Lords ;  from  the  othet 
side,  the  French  King,  Queen  Isabel,  the  Princess  Katharike, 
Lords,  Ladies,  &d.,  the  Duke  of  Bckoundt,  and  hia  train. 

K.  Hen.  Peace  to  this  meeting,  wherefore  we  are  metl 
Upto  our  brother  France,  and  to  our  sister, 
Health  and  feir  time  of  day ;— joy  and  good  wi^es 
To  onr  m,pst  fair  and  pi-incely  consin  Katharine ; — 
And,  princes  Freoch,  and  peers,  health  to  yon  all. 

Fr,  King.  Eight  joyous  are  we  to  behold  your  face. 
Moat  worthy  brother  England ;  fairly  met ; — 
So  are  you,  princes  English,  every  one. 

Q.  ha,  Happy  be  the  issue,  brother  England, 
Of  this  good  day  and  of  this  gracious  meeting. 

K.  Hen.  To  cry  amen  to  that,  thus  we  appear. 

Q.  Im.  You  English  princes  all,  I  do  salute  you. 

But.  My  duty  to  you  both,  on  equal  love, 
Great  kJQgs  of  France  and  England  I    That  I  have  labor'd, 
With  all  my  wita,  my  pains,  and  strong  endeavors. 
To  bring  your  most  imperial  m^esties 
Unto  this  tiar  and  roy^  interview. 
Too  are  assembled ;  and  my  speech  entreats 
That  I  may  know  the  let,  why  gentle  Peace 
Should  not  expel  these  inconveniences, 
And  hless  us  with  her  former  qualities. 

K.  Hen.  If,  duke  of  Burgundy,  you  would  have  peace. 
You  must  buy  that  peace 
With  full  accord  to  all  our  just  demands; 
Whose  tenors  and  particular  effects 
You  have,  enachedul'd  briefly,  in  your  hands. 

Bur.  The  king  hath  heard  them ;  to  the  which,  as  yet. 
There  is  no  answer  made. 

K.  Hen.  Well  then,  the  peace, 

Which  you  before  so  urg'd,  lies  in  liis  answer. 

Ft.  King.  I  have  hut  with  a  corsorary  eye 
O'er-glano'd  the  articles :  pleaaeth  your  grace 
To  appoint  some  of  your  eoniacil  presently 
To  sit  with  us  once  more,  with  better  heed 
To  re-survey  them,  we  will  suddenly 
Pass  our  accept,  and  peremptory  answer, 

K.  //en.  Brother,  we  shall. — Go,  uncle  Exeter, — 
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And  brother  Clarence, — and  yon,  brother  Gloster, — 
"Warwick, — and  llantingtoo, — go  with  the  king ; 
And  tftke  with  jou  free  power  to  ratify, 
Augment,  or  alter,  as  yoar  wisdoms  beat 
Shall  see  advantageable  for  our  dignity, 
Any  thing  in,  or  out  o^  our  demands ; 
And  we'll  consign  tliereto.^-Wili  jou,  iaiv  sister. 
Go  with  the  princes,  or  stay  here  with  ns  ? 

Q.  laa.  Our  gracious  brother,  I  will  go  with  them; 
Haply  a  woman's  voice  may  do  some  good, 
^Vlien  articles,  too  nicely  urg'd,  be  stood  on. 

K.  Sen.  Yet  leave  our  couan  Katharine  here  with  us  r 
She  is  our  capital  demand,  compria'd 
Within  the  fore-rank  of  our  articles. 

Q.  ha.  She  hath  good  leave. 

[Exeunt  all  except  K.  Hejtet,  KATnAiauE,  oud  Alice. 

K.  Hen:  Fair  Katharine,  and  most  fdr  1 

"Will  you  vouchsafe  to  teach  a  soldier  terms 
Sucfi  as  will  enter  at  a  lady's  ear, 
And  plead  his  love-suit  to  her  gentle  heart  ? 

Katk.  Your  m^esty  shall  mggk  at  me ;  I  eannot  speak  your 
England. 

K.  Hen.  0  fair  Katharine,  if  yon  will  love  me  soundly  with 
your  French  heart,  I  will  be  glad  to  hear  yon  confess  it  brokenly 
with  yonr  English  tongue.    Do  yon  like  me,  Kat«  ? 

Kath.  Fardonnex  nwy^  I  cannot  tell  vat  is — like  me. 

K.  Ben.  An  angel  is  lite  you,  Kato ;  and  yoa  are  like  au  angel. 

Kath.  Que  dii-il  T  yite  je  mm  sentblable  d  Im  angea  f 

Alice.  Oiiy,  iiraytmitt,  »avf  voet/re  grace,  ainsi  dit-il. 

K.  Hen.  t  said  so,  dear  Kathai'ine ;  and  I  must  not  blush  to 
affirm  it. 

Kath,  0  hon  Diea  !  les  languee  de»  homines  aont  phines  do 
tronmerie, 

I^ Sen.  What  says  she,  fair  one?  that  the  tongues  of  men 
we  full  of  deceits  ? 

Alice.  Ouy,  dat  de  tongues  of  de  mans  is  be  fidl  of  deceits :  dat 
is  de  princess. 

K.  Sen.  The  princ«s3  is  the  better  English- woman.  I'  faith, 
Kate,  my  wooing  is  fit  for  thy  understanding:  I  am  glad  thon 
canst  speak  no  better  English ;  for,  if  tliou  couldst,  thou  wouldst 
find  me  such  a  plain  king,  that  thou  wouldst  think  I  had  sold 
my  farm  to  buy  my  crown.  I  know  no  ways  to  mince  it  in  love, 
but  directly  to  say — I  love  ypa  ;  then,  if  you  urge  me  farther 
than  to  say — Do  you  in  failii!  I  wear  ont  my  suit.  Give  me 
yonranswer;  i'faith,do;  and  so  clap  hands  and  a  bargain:  how 
say  yon,  lady ! 

Kath.  Savfiioafre  JwnneuT,  me  understand  well. 

K.  Hen.  Marry,  if  yon  would  ]mt  me  to  verses,  op  to  dance 
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for  yonr  sate,  Kate,  why  you  undid  rae.  If  I  could  win  a  lady 
at  leap-frog,  or  by  ranlting  into  ray  saddle  witli  my  armor  on 
m^  back,  under  the  correctbn  of  bragging  be  it  spoken,  Ishonld 
quickly  leap  iato  a  wife.  But,  before  heaven,  K»te,  I  caimot 
looTi  greenly,  nor  gasp  out  my  eloqaence,  nor  I  have  no  cuuning 
in  protestation ;  only  downright  oaths,  which  I  never  iis_e  fill 
ui^d,  nor  never  break  for  ur^ng.  If  thou  canst  love  a  fellow 
of  this  temper,  Kate,  whose  face  is  not  worth  stm-burning,  thjit 
never  looks  in  his  glass  for  love  of  any  thing  he^sees  there, — let 
thine  eye  be  thy  cook.  I  speak  to  Uiee  plain  soldier :  if  thou 
canst  love  me  for  this,  take  me ;  if  not,  to  say  to  thee  that  I 
sliail  die,  is  true, — but  for  thy  love,  hy  the  Loi'd,  no ;  yet  I  loj'O 
thee  too.  And  while  thon  livest,  dear  Kate,  take  a  feUow  of 
plain  and  nncoined  constancy;  for  he  perforce  must  do  thee 
right,  because  he  hath  not  the  gift  to  w.oo  in'other  "places :  ?or 
these  fellows  of  infinite  tongue,  that  can  rhyrae  tbemaetves  into 
Indies'  favors,  they  do  always  reason  themselves  out  again. 
What  I  a  speaker  is  but  a  prater ;  a  rhyme  is  but  a  baUad.  A 
good  limb  will  fall ;  a  straight  back  wUI  stoop ;  a  black  beard 
will  turn  white ;  a  curled  pate  will  grow  bald ;  a  fair  face  will 
wither ;  a  full  eye  will  was  hollow ;  but  a  good  heart,  K'ate,  b 
the  sun  and  the  moon  ;  or,  rather,  the  sun,  and  not  the  moon, — 
for  it  shmes  bri^t,  and  never  changes,  hut  keeps  hia  coui'se 
truly.  If  thou  would  have  snch  a  one,  take  me  :  and  take  "me, 
take  a  soldier ;  take  a  soldier,  take  a  king :  and  what  s'ayest 
thon,  then^^tomy  love?  speak,  myfeir,  and  fairly,  I  pray  thee. 

Kath.  Is  it  possible  dat  I  sould  love  de  enemy  of  France  ? 

K.  Men.  No ;  it  is  not  possible  you  should  love  the  enemy  of 
France,  Kate :  hut,  in  loving  me,  you  should  love  the  friend  of 
France ;  for  I  love  Franco  bo  well,  that  I  will  not  part  with  a 
village  of  it;  I  will  have  it  all  mine:  and,  Kate,  wiien  France 
is  mine  and  1  am  yours,  then,  yours  is  France  and  you  are  mine. 

Kath.  I  cannot  tell  vat  is  dat. 

K.  Hen.  No,  Kate  f  I  wiU  tell  thee  in  French ;  which  I  am 
sure  will  hang  upon  my  tongue  like  a  new-married  wife  about 
her  husband's  neck,  htn^y  to  he  shook  off. — Quandj'ay  la  pos- 
session de  li-anee,  ei  quand  nous  atex  la  possesman  de  raoy,  (let  me 
see,  what  then?  Saint  Dennis  be  my  speedl) — done  wetre  est 
FraTtee,  et  tows  esles  mienne.  It  is  as  easy  for  me,  Kate,  to  con- 
quer the  kingdom,  as  to  speak  so  mnch  more  French:  I  shall 
never  move  thee  in  French,  unless  it  be  to  laugh  at  me. 

KatA.  Savf  tostre  honneur,  le  Franfois  fne  rovs  parlet,  est 
meilleur  que  VAnghu  lequel  je  parle, 

K.  Hen.  No,  'fMth,  is't  not,  Kate :  but  thy  speaking  of  my 
tongue,  and  I  thine,  most  truly  felseiy,  must  needs  be  grt^nted  to 
be  much  at  one.  But,  Kate,  dost  thou  understand  thus  much 
English,— Oanst  thou  love  me? 

Katlh,  I  cannot  tell. 
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K.  Sen.  How  answer  joo,  laplus  belle  Katharine  du  motive, 
iRon  tria  cMre  et  divine  deesaef 

Kuth.  Tour  majesti  hs.^^  favgee  French,  enongh  to  deceive  de 
most  tage  demoiselle  dat  is  en,  France. 

K.  Hen.  !Now,  fie  upon  mj  false  French  1  Bj  mine  honor,  in 
true  English,  I  love  thee,  Kate :  by  which  honor  I  dare  not 
swear,  thon  lovest  me ;  jet  mj  hlood  begins  to  flatter  me  that 
thou  dost,  notwithstanding  the  poor  and  untempering  effect  of 
my  visage.  But,  in  faith,  Kate,  the  elder  I  wax,  the  better  I 
shall  appear :  my  comfort  is,  that  old  age,  that  ill  layer-up  of 
beauty,  can  do  no  more  spoil  npon  my  face :  thou  hast  me,  if 
thou  hast  me,  at  the  worst;  and  thou  shalt  wear  me,  if  thou 
wear  me,  better  and  better  : — and  therefore  teJl  me,  most  fair 
Katharine,  will  you  have  mef  Fat  off  your  maiden  blushes; 
avouch  the  thoughts  of  your  heart  with  the  looks  of  an  em- 
press; take  me  by  the  hand,  and  say— Harry  of  England,  I  am 
thine:  which  word  thou  shalt  no  sooner  bless  mine  ear  withal, 
but  I  will  tell  thee  aloud — England,  is  thine,  Ireland  is  thine, 
France  is  thine,  and  Henry  Plantagenet  is  thine;  who,  thoBgh  I 
speak  it  before  his  face,  if  he  be  not  fellow  with  the  best  Mng, 
thou  shalt  find  the  best  king  of  good  fellows,  Oome,  your 
answer  in  broken  music,— fw  thy  voice  is  masio,  and  thy  English 
broken;  therefore,  queen  of  all,  Katharine,  break  thy  mind  to  me 
in  broken  English, — wilt  thon  have  me  ? 

Eaik.  Dat  is,  as  it  shall  please  de  roy  mon  pere. 

K,  Beti,  Nay,  it  will  please  him  well,  Kate, — it  shall  please 
him,  Kate. 

Kaih.  Den  it  shall  also  content  me. 

K.  Sen.  Upon  that  I  kiss  your  hand,  and  I  call  you  my  queen. 

KaGt.  Zaisaeg,  mon  seigneur,  laissfs,  laiesez:  ma /oy,  jc  ne 
veux  point  que  twig  abbais»&i  testre  grandeur,  en  iaisant  la  main 
d'itne  voitre  indigne  eerviteare  :  excveez  moy,je  tons  svpplie,mon 
trh  puissant  seigneur. 

K.  Sen.  Then  I  will  kiss  your  lips,  Kate. 

Kath.  Les  dames,  et  damoiselles,  powr  estre  haisees  detant  leur 
nocea,  il  n'est  pas  la  costume  de  France. 
'  K.  Sen.  Madam  my  interpreter,  what  says  she ! 

Alice.  Dat  it  is  not  be  de  fashion  pmir  les  ladies  of  France, — I 
cannot  tell  what  is,  haiaer,  en  English. 

jr.  Sen.  To  kiss. 

Alice.  Your  majesty  entendre  bettre  gue  mot/. 

K.  Sen.  It  is  not  a  fashion  for  the  maids  in  France  to  kiss  be- 
fore they  are  married,  would  she  say  ? 

Alice.  Ovy,  trayment. 

K.  Sen.  O  Kate,  nice  customs  court'sy  to  great  kings.  Dear 
Kate,  you  and  I  cannot  be  confined  within  the  weak  list  of  a 
country's  fashion :  wo  are  the  makers  of  manners,  Kate ;  and 
the  hberty  that  follows  our  places  stops  the  moulbs  of  all  find- 
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faults, — as  I  will  do  yonif!,  for  upholding  tlio  niee  fashion  of 
your  country  in  denying  me  a  kisa:  therefore,  patiently,  and 
yielding.  [Kissing  heT.\  You  have  witchcmft  in  your  lips, 
Kate :  there  is  more  eloquence  in  a  sugar  tonch  of  them,  than 
in  the  tongues  of  the  French  council ;  and  they  bhould  sooner 
persuade  Harry  of  England,  than  a  general  petition  of  moa- 
arohs.— Here  comes  your  father, 

Ee-cnter  the  French  King  and  Queen,  BrnonsDT,  BErroiin, 
Glosieb,  Exkteb,  Warwick,  Weiihogelam),  and  oilier 
French  and  English  Lords. 

Bur.  HeftTen  save  your  maje.ity  I    My  royal  cousin. 
Teach  you  our  princess  English  i 

K.  Hen.  I  would  have  her  learn,  my  fair  cousin,  how  per- 
fectly I  love  her ;  and  that  is  good  English. 

Bur.  Is  she  not  apt  ? 

K.  Hen.  Our  tongue  ia  rough,  eoz,  and  my  condition  ia  not 
smooth ;  so  that,  having  neither  the  voice  nor  the  heart  of  flat- 
tery about  me,  I  cannot  so  conjure  up  the  spirit  of  love  in  her, 
that  he  will  appear  in  his  true  likeness. 

Bar.  I  will  wink  on  her  to  consent,  my  lord,  if  you  will  teach 
her  to  know  my  meaning :  for  maids,  well  summered  and  warm 
kept,  are  like  flies  at  Bartholomew-tide,  blind,  though  they  have 

K.  Sen.  This  moia!  ties  me  over  to  time,  and  a  hot  summer ; 
and  so  I  shall  catch  the  fly,  your  cousin,  in  the  latter  end,  and 
she  must  he  blind  too. 

Bur.  As  love  is,  my  lord,  before  it  loves. 

K.  Hen.  It  is  so :  and  you  may,  some  of  you,  thank  love  for 
my  blindness,  who  cannot'see  many  a  fair  French  city,  for  one 
fair  French  maid  that  stands  in  my  way. 

Fr.  King.  Yes,  my  lord,  you  see  them  perspectively,  the 
cities  turned  into  a  maid. 

K.  Hen.  Shall  Kate  be  mj  wife  t 

Fr.  Eirtg.  Take  her,  fau-  son ;  and  from  her  blood  raise  up 
lasnetome;  that  the  contending  kingdoms 
Of  France  and  England,  whose  very  shores  look  pale 
With  envy  of  each  other's  happiness. 
May  cease  their  hatred  ;  and  this  dear  conjunction 
Plant  neighborhood  and  christian-like  aeeord 
In  their  sweet  bosoms,  that  never  war  advance 
His  bleeding  sword  'twist  England  and  fair  France. 

K.  Hen.  Now,  welcome,  Kate: — and  bear  me  witness  all. 
That  here  I  kiss  her  as  my  sovereign  queen.  [Flourish. 

Prepare  we  for  our  marriage : — on  which  day 
My  lord  of  Bnrgnndy,  we'll  take  your  oath. 
And  all  the  peers',  for  surety  of  our  leagues. — 
Then  "shall  I  swear  to  Kate,  and  you  to  me ; 
And  may  our  oaths  well  kept  and  prosperous  be!  [E,i:e!nit. 
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conlentiona  of  the  HoofieB  of  York  aud  Lancaster,"  or  lio  "  Wai 
The  chronicles  of  Hall  and  Hollnshcd  afforded  the  noet  matarla 


entj-thlrd  year  of  his  rclgn,  1445. 


PEESONS  EEPEESEXTED. 


IhiEB  ofBEDFOBD,  Undeto  tke'E.Ka.and  BcofJit  of  Ffvitce. 
TnoHAS  Beaotoht,  Dvke  of  Eseter,  Great  ifncle  to  tU  Ki-io 

'      A^SI!S«^Kj'     Z^  ^  '^  ^"^ '    ■^'"'P  "f  WiQEhoster,  and 
JOHH  Bbacfobt,  Earl  of  Somerset,  afUryiards  Date, 

Richard  Pi,AiirASENET,  Fldat  Son  i,f  Sichard,  Me  Earl  of  Cambridai?  • 
ff/fenminft  Dvkt  of  York.  °    ' 

Eakls  ox  Wakwick,  Salisbdbi,  itad,  Sdffols. 
JiOHD  T*LBOT,  afUncards  Earl  of  Shrewsburv 
John  Talbot.  AiiS™.  '' 

EcBusD  MoBTiMEB,  ^r!  0/ March. 
Hobtimeb's  Keepers,  aad  a  Lawyer. 
Sir  JouB  Fastolfk.      Sir  Wiluak  Loct.    Sir  William  Gi.a.-.-3uai.e.    Sir 
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Basset,  of  the  Bed  Bote,  or  I/tiuader  Fadion. 

Charlbs,  ])<eaphin,  and  ofterwurdi  Mjig,  of  France. 

Rbignier,  Duke  of  A)0ini,  and  litular  King  of  KaplcB. 

DoKES  OP  BuRGBKDr  and  Alkhcok.    Orleaks. 

Governor  of  Paris,     Masler-Gunner  of  Orleans,  and  /tis  Son. 

General  of  the'French  Forces  in  Bourdraus. 

A  French  Sergeant.     A  Porter.    An  old  Shepherd,  Fa(k€r  to  Joan  ia 

MASOiRtT.Savgliterto^EiaxiER;  aflenrards  atatriid  to  KtsoSesri. 

CODNTEES  OV  AUVERGKE. 

Joah  la  Pdcklls,  tomttuMUy  called  Joan  <yfAre. 

Fiends  appeariiig  Co  La  Pucrllb,  Lords,  Wardera  of  the  Tower,  Heraliis, 

Officers.  Soldiers,   Messengers,  aiid  settral  Attendants  both  on  iht 

English  and  Frsti-ch. 

SCENE,— JSi!-(?j  !B  Ekglakd,  a«d  parity  in  Eea.-;CE. 


SCENE  I.— Westminster  Aibej, 

Dead  March.     The  Corpse  of  King  Henry  the  JV/(A  u  di»eo-eered, 
h/ing  in  state;    attended   on  hy  the  Dukes   of  Bedfohd, 
Glostee,  and  Exmmi;  1M  Eael  of  Warwick,  the  Bishop 
OF  WraoHESTEB,  Heralds,  &e. 
Bed.  Hung  be  the  heavens  with  black,  yield  day  to  night ! 

Comets,  importing  change  of  times  and  states, 

Brandish  your  crystal  tresses  in  the  sky. 

And  with  them  scourge  the  bad  revolting  stars, 

That  Jiave  consented  unto  Henry's  death  1 

King  Henry  the  fifth,  too  famous  to  live  long  1 

England  ne'er  lost  a  king  of  bo  nraoh  worth. 
Glo.  England  ne'er  had  a  king  until  his  time. 

Virtue  he  Bad,  deserving  to  command : 

His  hrandish'd  sword  did  blind  men  withhis  beams; 

His  arms  spread  wider  than  a  dragon's  wings. 

What  should  I  say  ?  his  deeds  exceed  all  speech : 

He  ne'er  lift  up  his  hand,  but  cunquered. 
Exe.  We  mourn  in  black :  why  mourn  we  not  in  blood  ? 

Henry  is  dead,  and  never  shall  revive. 

Win.  He  was  a  king,  bless'd  of  the  King  of  tings. 

The  battles  of  the  lord  of  hosts  he  fought : 

The  ehnrch's  prayers  made  him  so  prosperous. 

Glo.  The  church!  where  is  it!    Had  not  churchmen  pray'd. 

His  thread  of  life  had  not  so  soon  decay'd ; 

None  do  you  like  but  an  effeminate  prince. 

Whom,  like  a  school-boy,  yon  mny  over-awe. 
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Win.  Gloster,  whate'er  we  like,  thon  art  protector, 
And  lookeat  to  command  the  prince,  and  realm. 
Thj  wife  is  proud ;  she  lioldeth  tliee  ia  awe, 
More  tlian  heaven  or  religious  churchmen  may. 

Olo.  Name  not  reli^on,  for  thou  lov'st  the  flesli ; 
And  ne'er  throughout  the  year  to  church  thon  go'et, 
Escept  it  be  to  pray  against  thy  foes. 

Bed.  Cease,  cease  these  jars,  and  rest  your  minds  in  peace  1 
Let's  to  the  altar : — Heralds,  wait  on  us; — 
Instead  of  gold,  we'll  offer  up  onr  arms ; 
Since  arms  avail  not,  now  that  Henry's  dead,— 
Henry  the  fifth  1  thy  ghost  I  invocate ; 
Prosper  this  reiilm,  keep  it  from  civil  broils ! 
Combat  with  adverse  planets  "in  the  hea^ena  1 
A  far  more  glorious  star  thy  soul  wiU  make. 
Than  Julius  Osesar,  or  bright- 
Si  fer  d  Messenger. 

Meis.  My  honorable  lords,  health  to  you  all  I 
Sad  tidings  bring  I  to  you  out  of  France, 
Of  loss,  of  slaughter,  and  discomfiture : 
Guiehne,  Ohampaigae,  Bheims,  Orleans, 
Paris,  Guysbrs,  Poictiera,  are  all  qnite  lost. 

Bed.  "What  aay'st  thou,  man,  before  dead  Henry's  oorso? 
Speak  softly ;  or  the  loss  of  those  great  towns 
"Will  make  him  burst  his  lead,  and  rise  from  death, 

&e.  How  were  they  lost?  what  treaehery  was  us'df 

Mess.  No  treachery ;  bnt  want  of  men  and  money. 
Among  the  soldiers  this  is  muttered, — 
That  here  you  maintain  several  factions; 
And,  whilst  a  field  should  be  despatch'd  and  fought. 
You  are  disputing  of  your  generals : 
One  would  have  lingering  wars,  with  little  cost; 
Another  would  fly  swift,  but  wanteth  wings; 
A  third  man  thinks,  without  expense  at  ail, 
By  guileful  fair  words  peace  may  be  obtain'd. 

Bxe.  Were  onr  tears  wanting  to  this  funeral, 
These  tidings  would  call  forth  her  flowing  tides. 

Bed.  Me  they  concern ;  regent  I  am  of  France. 
Give  me  my  steeled  coat  1     I'll  fight  for  Franco. 
Away  with  these  disgraceful  wailing  robes! 
Wonnds  will  I  lend  the  French,  instead  of  eyes, 
To  weep  their  intermissive  miseries. 

Eater  a  sseond  Messenger. 

2  Mm.  Lords,  view  these  letters,  full  of  bad  mischance 
France  is  revolted  from  the  English  quite. 
Except  some  potty  towns  of  no  import: 
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The  Dsnphin,  Charles,  is  crowned  ting  in  Eheims ; 
The  bastard  of  Orleans  with  him  is  joiti'd ; 
Eeigoier,  duke  of  Anjon,  doth,  take  his  part; 
The  duke  of  Alencon  tiieth  to  his  side. 

Exe,  The  Dauphia  crowned  king  I  all  fly  to  him  I      _    . 
O,  whither  shall  we  fly  from  this  reproach ! 

OJo.  We  will  not  fly,  but  to  our  enemies'  throats ; — 
Bedford,  if  thoa  be  slack,  I'll  fight  it  out. 

Bed.  Gloater,  why  doubt'st  thou  of  my  forwardness  ? 
An  army  have  I  mnster'd  in  my  thoughts, 
Wherewith  already  France  is  over-run, 

Suter  a  third  Messenger, 

3  Mess.  My  grapioas  lords, — to  add  to  your  laments. 
Wherewith  you  now  bedew  king  Henry's  hearse,— 
I  must  inform  you  of  a  dismal  fight 
Betwixt  the  stout  lord  Talbot  and  the  French. 

Win.  What!  wherein  Talbot  overcame?  is't  so? 

8  Mess,  O,  no ;  wherein  lord  Talbot  was  o'erthrown: 
The  circumstance  I'll  tell  you  more  at  large. 
The  tenth  of  Angnst  last,  this  dreadful  lord, 
Retiring  from  the  siege  of  Orleans, 
Having  full  scarce  six  thousand  in  his  troop. 
By  ihree-and-twenty  thousand  of  the  French 
Was  round  encompassed  and  set  upon, 
A  base  Walloon,  to  win  the  Dauphin's  grace, 
Thrust  Talbot  with  a  spear  into  the  back ; 
Whom  all  France,  with  their  chief  assembled  strengUi, 
Durst  not  presume  to  look  onoe  in  the  face. 

Bed.  Is  Talbot  slain!  then  I  will  slay  myself. 
For  living  idly  here  in  porap  and  ease. 
Whilst  snch  a  worthy  leader,  wanting  aid, 
Unto  his  dastard  foe-men  is  betray'd. 

3  Mess.  O  no,  he  liyes ;  but  is  took  prisoner, 
And  lord  Scales  with  hun,  and  lord  Hnngerford ; 
Most  of  the  rest  slaughter'd,  or  took,  lilcewise. 

Bed.  His  ransom  there  is  none  but  I  shall  pay : 
I'll  hale  the  Danphin  headlong  from  his  throne ; 
His  crown  shall  be  the  ransom  of  my  friend ; 
Farewell,  my  masters;  to  my  task  will  I; 
Bonfires  in  France  forthwith  I  am  to  m&be, 
To  keep  our  great  Saint  George's  feast  withal : 
Ten  thousand  soldiers  with  me  I  will  take, 
Whose  bloody  deeds  shall  make  all  Europe  qnake. 

S  Mess.  So  you  had  need ;  for  Orleans  is  hesieg'd; 
The  English  army  is  grown  weak  and  faint : 
The  earl  of  Salisbury  craveth  supply, 
And  hardly  keeps  his  men  from  mutiny. 
Since  they,  so  few,  watoh  such  a  multitude. 
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Exe.  Remember,  lords,  your  oatha  to  Henry  sworn. 
Either  to  qnell  the  Dauphin  utterly. 
Or  bring  him  in  obedience  to  your  yoke. 

Bed.  I  do  remember  it ;  and  here  take  my  leave. 
To  go  about  my  preparation.  [Exit. 

Glo.  I'D  to  the  Tower,  with  all  the  liastc  I  can, 
To  view  th'  artillery  and  munition ; 
And  then  I  wil  proclaim  young  Harry  king.  [Etit. 

JExe.  To  Eltham  will  I,  where  the  young  king  is, 
Being  ordain'd  his  special  governor; 
And  for  his  safety  there  I'll  best  devise.  [Etcit. 

Win.  Each  hath  his  place  and  ftmction  to  attend : 
I  am  left  out ;  for  me  nothing  remains. 
But  long  I  will  not  he  Jack-flut-of-office : 
The  king  from  Eltham  1  intend  to  steal. 
And  sit  at  chiefest  etera  of  public  weal,  [Exit. 


SCENE  IT.— Franc*.    B^cre  Orleans, 

Enter  Charles,  the  Davphin,  with  his  forces;  Alekcon,  Eeig- 
KiKR,  and  others. 

Cliar.  Mars  his  true  moving,  even  as  in  the  heavens, 
So  in  the  eai'th,  to  this  day  is  not  known ; 
Late  did  he  shine  upon  the  English  side ; 
Now  we  are  victors,  upon  us  he  smiles. 
That  towns  of  OTy  moment  hut  we  have  ? 
At  pleasure  here  we  lie,  near  Orleans ; 
Otierwhiles,  the  famish'd  English,  hko  pale  ghosts. 
Faintly  tesiege  us  one  hour  in  a  month. 

Alen.  They  want  their  porridge,  and  their  fM  bull-beeves: 
Either  they  mast  be  dieted  liie  mnles. 
And  have  their  provender  tied  to  their  mouths, 
Or  piteous  they  will  look,  Sike  drowned  mice. 

Keig.  Let's  us  raise  the  siege  r  why  live  wo  idly  here  S 
Talbot  is  taken,  whom  we  wont  to  fear : 
Romaineth  none  but  mad-brain'd  Salisbury ; 
And  he  may  well  in  fretting  spend  his  gall, — 
Nor  men,  nor  money,  hath  he  to  make  war. 

Char,  Sound,  sound  alammj  we  will  rush  on  them, 
Now  for  the  honor  of  the  forlorn  French  ! 
Him  I  forgive  my  death,  that  killoth  me, 

"Wlien  he  sees  me  go  back  one  foot,  or  fly.  [Exeunt. 

Alarums;  Exeursiona ;  afterwardt  a Setreat.    i?e-m(fr CnAnLES, 

ALEsgoN,  Reiqxiee,  and  others. 

Char.  Who  cvoi-  a.in-  tlie  lil;e  ?  what  men  have  1  ?— 
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Dogsl  eowai'ds!  dastards !— I  ■would  no'or  hovo  fieJ, 
But  that  they  left  lae  'midst  my  enemies. 

Seiff.  Salisbury  is  a  desperate  homicide ; 
He  fighteth  aa  one  weary  of  hia  life. 
The  other  lords,  lilie  lions  wanting  food, 
Do  rush,  upon  ua  as  their  hungry  prey. 

AlsTi.  Froissart,  a  countryman  of  ours,  records, 
England  all  Olivers  and  Rowlands  bred. 
During  ttie  time  Edwai-d  the  third  did  reign. 
More  trniy  now  may  this  ho  verified ; 
For  none  but  Samsons,  and  ©pliassM, 
It  sandeth  forth  to  skirmish.    One  to  ten ! 
Lean  raw-bon'd  rascals  I  who  would  e'er  sappose 
They  had  such  courage  and  audacity  f 

Char.  Let's  lojtve  this  town ;  for  they  are  hair-braia'd  slaves, 
And  hunger  will  enforce  them  to  he  more  eager ; 
Of  old  I  know  them ;  rather  with  their  teeth 
The  walls  they'll  tear  down,  than  forsake  the  siege, 

£eig.  I  think,  by  some  odd  gimmals,*  or  device. 
Their  arms  are  set  like  clocks,  still  to  strike  on ; 
Else  ne'er  could  they  hold  out  so  aa  they  do. 
By  my  consent,  we'll  e'en  let  tliem  alone. 

Aleii.  Be  it  so. 

Enter  Okleass, 

Oi-l.  Where's  the  prince  Dauphin  ?    I  have  news  for  him. 

Chrtr.  Orleans,  thrice' welcome  to  us. 

Orl.  MetFmka  your  looks  are  sad,  your  cheer  appoll'd ; 
Hath  the  late  overthrow  wrought  this'offence  1 
Be  not  dismay'd,  for  succor  is  at  hand  : 
A  holy  mdd  hither  with  me  I  bring. 
Which,  by  a  vision  sent  to  her  from  hearcn. 
Ordained  is  to  riuse  this  tedious  siege, 
And  drive  the  English  forth  the  boands  of  France. 
The  spirit  of  deep  prophecy  she  hath, 
Exceeding  the  nine  aibyls  of  old  Rome : 
What's  past  and  what's  to  come  she  can  descry. 
Speak,  shall  I  call  her  in?     Believe  my  words, 
I'oi-  thoy  are  certain  and  unfallible. 

Char.  Go,  call  her  m,    [Ecit.  Oblbaks.]    But  firsl,  to  try  her 
skill, 
Reignier,  stand  thou  as  Dauphin  in  my  place ; 
Qiiestion  her  proudly;  let  thy  looks  be  stern : 
By  this  moans  shall  we  sound  what  skill  she  hath.  [Eetirei. 

Bc-enter  Okleass,  with  La  Puoelle. 

Reig.  Fair  maid,  is't  thou  wilt  do  these  wond'rous  feats  ? 
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Pue,  Eeignier,  is't  thou  that  thinkest  to  beguile  me  ? 
Where  is  tlie  Danphin  ? — Come,  come  from  behind ; 
I  know  thee  well  though  nevei'  seen  before. 
Be  not  amaz'd,  tliere's  nothing  hid  from  mo : 
la  private  will  I  talk  with  tbee  apart, — 
Stand  back,  yoa  lords,  and  give  us  leave  awhile. 

Rtig.  She  taltes  upon  lier  bravely  at  first  dash. 

Put.  Danphin,  I  am  by  birth  a  shepherd's  daughter, 
My  wit  untrain'd  in  any  kind  of  art. 
Heaven.and  our  Lady  gracious  hath  it  pleaa'd 
To  shine  on  my  contemptible  estate  : 
Lo,  whilst  I  waited  on  my  tender  lambs, 
And  to  sun's  parching  heat  dispiay'd  my  cheeks, 
Crod's  mpther  deigned  to  appear  to  me, 
And,  in  a  vision  full  of  inagesty, 
Will'd  me  to  leave  my  Ijase  vocation. 
And  free  my  country  from  calamity : 
Her  lud  she  prorais'd,  and  assured  success  r 
In  complete  glory  she  reveaTd  herself; 
And,  whereas  I  was  black  and  swart  before, 
Witii  tliese  clear  rays  which  she  infus'd  on  me, 
That  beauty  am  I  bless'd  with,  which  you  may  see. 
Ask  me  what  question  thou  canst  possible, 
And  I  will  answer  unpremeditated : . 
Ify  courage  try  by  combat,  if  tliou  dar'st. 
And  thon  shalt  find  that  I  exceed  my  ses. 
Ko^Ive  on  this, — thou  shalt  he  fortunate, 
If  thou  receive  me  for  tliy  warlike  mate. 

Ghar.  Thou  hast  astonish'd  me  with  thy  high  terms ; 
Qn!y  thia  proof  I'll  of  thy  valor  make, — 
hi  single  combat  thon  shalt  bnoklo  with  me ; 
A  nd  if  thou  vanquishest,  thy  words  are  true ; 
Otherwise,  I  renounce  ^  confidence, 

Pvc.  I  am  prepar'd :  here  is  my  keen-cdg'd  sword, 
Ilock'd  with  five  flower-de -luces  on  each  side ; 
The  which  at  Touraine,  in  Saint  Katharine's  church-yaril, 
Ont  of  a  groat  deal  of  old  iron  I  chose  forth. 

Ghwr.  Then  come,  o'  heaven's  name ;  I  fear  no  woman, 

Fm.  And,  while  I  live,  I'll  ne'er  fly  from  a  man.    [  Theyftght. 

Char.  Stay,  stay  thy  hands  I  thon  art  an  Amazon, 
And  fightest  with  the  sword  of  Deborah. 

Ptic.  The  virgin  helps  mo,  else  I  were  too  weak. 

Ohar.  Whoe'er  he^s  thee,  'tis  thou  that  must  help  me : 
Impatiently  rburn  with  thy  desire ; 
My  heart  and  hands  thou  hast  at  once  subdued. 
Excellent  Pucelle,  if  thy  na^e  be  so, 
Let  me  thy  servant,  and  not  sovereign,  be : 
'Tis  the  French  Danphin  sueth  to  "theo  thus. 
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Fuc,  I  must  not  yield  to  any  ritea  of  love, 
Tor  my  profession's  sacred,  from  above ; 
When  I  have  chased  all  thy  foes  from  hcnco, 
Then  will  1  tliink  upon  a  recompense. 

Char.  Hean  time  look  gracions  on  thy  prostrate  thrall, 

Beig.  My  lord,  inethinkg,  is  very  long  in  talk.    Shall  wo  dis- 
turb him,  since  he  keeps  no  mean  ? 

Alen.  He  may  moan  more  than  we  poor  men  do  know, 

Seig.  My  lord,  where  are  yon?  what  devise  you  on? 
Shall  we  give  over  Orleans,  or  no  ? 

Pile.  Why,  no,  I  say,  distrustful  recreants! 
right  till  the  last  gasp ;  I  will  be  your  guard. 

Ohar.  What  she  says,  I'll  confirm ;  we'll  fight  it  out. 

file.  Assign'd  am  I  to  be  the  English  scourge. 
This  night  the  siege  assnredly  I'll  raise : 
Expect  Smnt  Martin's  snmmer,  halcyon  days, 
Since  I  have  entered  into  these  wars. 
Glory  is  like  a  circle  in  the  water, 
Which  never  ceaseth  to  enla:^  itself. 
Till  by  broad  spreading,  it  disperse  to  nanght. 
With  Hejiry's  death  the  English  circle  ends ; 
Dispersed  are  the  glories  it  included. 
Kow  am  I  like  that  proud  insulting  ship, 
Wiiich  Ofesar  and  his  fortune  bare  at  once. 

Char.  Was  Mahomet  inspired  with  adove ! 
Thon  with  an  e^le  art  inspired,  then. 
Helen,  the  mother  of  great  Cgnstaiitine, 
Nor  yet  St.  Philip's  daiighters,  w^:e  fike  thee. 
Bright  star  of  Venus,  fall'a  down  on  the  earth, 
How  may  I  reverently  worship  thee  enough? 

Aleii.  Leave  off  delays,  and  let  us  raise  the  siege. 

Eeig.  WoBian,  do  what  thon  canst  to  save  oar  honors ; 
Drive  them  from  Orleans,  and  be  immortaliz'd. 

Char.  Presently  we'll  try ; — come,  let's  away  about  it : — 
"So  prophet  will  I  trust,  if  she  prove  false.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.— France.      Before  Orleang. 
Enter,  on  the  walla,  the  Mast«r-Gunner  and  hit  Son. 

M.  Oun.  Sirrah,  thou  know'st  how  Orleans  is  besieg'd, 
And  how  the  English  have  the  snbnrbs  won. 

Son.  Father,  I  know  ;*  and  oft  have  shot  at  them, 
Howe'er,  unfortunate,  I  miss'd  my  aim. 

3F.  Gun.  But  now  thou  shalt  not.    Be  thou  rul'd  by  me ; 
Chief  master-gnnner  am  I  of  this  town  ; 
Something  I  must  do  to  procure  me  grace. 
The  prince's  espials  have  informed  me 


Hosted  by  Google 


KINIi  HENRY   VI. 

How  the  English,  in  the  suburhs  close  intrencli'd. 

Wopt,  through  a  secret  gate  of  iron  hara 

In  yonder  tower,  to  ovorpeer  the  city ; 

And  thence  discover,  how,  with  most  adyantage, 

Thejmay  Tex  na  with  shot,  or  with  asaanlt. 

To  intercept  this  inconvenience, 

A  piece  of  ordnance  'gainst  it  I  hijvo  plao'd ; 

And  even  these  three  days  have  I  ivatch'd,  if  I 

Couid  see  them. 

Now  do  thou  watch,  for  I  can  stay  no  longer. 

If  then  spy'st  any,  run  and  bring  me  word ; 

And  thou  ahalt  find  me  at  the  governor's. 

•Son,  Fatlier,  I  wawant  yon ;  take  you  no  care ; 
I'll  never  trouble  you,  if  I  may  spy  them, 
Eater  in  an  upper  ehwmAer  of  a  tower,  the  Lords  S: 

Talbot  ;  Sir  "William  GusatiALE,  Sir  Tuonas  (jaeg 

and  others. 

Sal.  Talbot,  my  life,  my  joy,  agwn  retum'd  !■ 
How  wert  thou  handled,  beiiig  prisoner? 
Or  hy  what  means  got'st  thou  to  be  reloas'd  f 
Discourse,  I  pr'ythee,  on  this  tuiret's  top, 

Tal.  Tlie  duke  of  Bedford  had  a,  prisoner, 
Oall'd  the  brave  Lord  P^ton  de  Santraillcs ; 
For  him  I  was  exchang'd  and  ransomed. 

Sal.  Yet  tell'st  tiou  not  how  thou  wert  ent«rtain'd. 

Tal.  With  scoffs,  and  scorns,  and  oontumelioua  taunts. 
In  open  mM'ket-place  produc'd  they  mo. 
To  be  a  pnijlio  speotade  to  all : 
Here,  said  they,  is  the  terror  of  the  French, 
Tlie  scarecrow  that  affrights  onr  children  so. 
Then  broke  I  from  the  officers  that  led  rae, 
And  with  my  n«Is  digg'd  stones  out  of  the  ground, 
To  hurl  at  the  beholders  of  my  shame : 
My  grisly  countenance  made  others  fly ; 
None  durst  come  near  for  fear  of  sadden  death. 
In  iron  walls  they  deem'd  me  not  secure ; 
So  great  fear  of  my  name  'mongat  tfiem  was  spread, 
That  they  suppos'd  I  could  rend  bars  of  steel, 
And  spurn  in.  pieces  posta  of  adamant: 
Wherefore  a  guard  of  chosen  shot  I  had. 
That  walk'd  about  me  every  minute-whilo ; 
And  if  I  did  but  stir  out  of  my  bed, 
ITeady  they  were  to  shoot  me  to  the  heg,rt. 

Sal.  I  grieve  to  hear  what  torments  you  endur'd ; 
But  we  will  bo  reveng'd  sufflcienUy. 
Now  it  is  supper-time  in  Orleans  : 
Here,  through  this  grate,  I  can  count  every  one, 
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And  view  the  Frenolimeii  how  they  fortify : 

Let  ns  look  in ;  tlie  Mght  will  much  delight  thee.— 

Sir  Thomas  Gargrave,  and  Sir  "ffilliam  Glanadale, 

Let  me  have  your  espress  opinione, 

Where  is  best  place  to  make  our  battery  nest, 

Odr.  I  throlt,  at  the  north  gate ;  for  there  etand  lords. 

Glan.  AnS  I,  hei-e,  at  the  bulwark  of  the  bridge. 

Tal.  For  anght'I  see,  this  city  must  be  famish'd, 
Or  with  light  skii-mishcs  enfeebled. 

IShot/rom  the  town.     Sauscccy  and  Sir  Thomab 

GAKGKAVE/aB. 

Sal.  0  Lord,  have  nieroy  on  ns,  wretched  sinners  I 

Gar.  O  Lord,  have  mercy  on  me,  woful  mac ! 

Tal.  "What  chance  is  tliis,  that  suddenly  hath  cross  d  ns!— 

[Thiinder  heard;  aftenearda  an  alarum. 
■WBat  Btir  is  this  t    What  tnmnlt's  in  the  heavens  3 
Whence  cometh  this  alarum,  and  the  noise  ? 
Enter  a  Messenger. 
Mem.  My  lord,  my  lord,  the  French  have  gather'd  head : 
The  Dauphin,  with  one  Joan  la  Pacelle  join'd,— 
A  holy  prophetess,  new  risen  up,— 
Is  come  with  a  great  power  to  raise  the  siege. 

"  [Salwbtiey  lifta  \iiMdfiif  and  growti. 
Tal.  Hear,  hear,  how  dying  Salisbury  doth  groan ! 
It  irks  his  heart  he  cannot  be  reveng'd.— 
Frenchmen,  I'll  be  a  Salisbury  to  yon: — 
Convey  me  Salisbury  into  his  tent. 
And  then  we'll  try  what  these  dastard  Frenchmen  dare. 

[Sceu?!(,  Jieartng  out  the  oodiet. 

SCEKE  v.— Orleans.     Before  one  of  tTte  Gates. 

Ahrwm.  Skirmishings.  Enter  Talbot,  pursuing  th^  DaupIUn  ; 
drita  Mm  in,  and  exit:  then  enter  La  Pucellk,  drimng 
Englishmen,  b^ore  her,  and  exit  after  them.     Then,  re-enter 

Tal.  Where  is  my  strength,  my  valor,  and  my  force  ? 
Car  English  troops  retire,  I  caniLOt  stay  th^m  ; 
A  woman  clad  in  armor  chaaeth  them. 
Here,  here  she  comes^ — 

Ee-enter  La  Pitcellb. 

I'll  have  a  bout  with  thee ; 
Blood  will  I  draw  on  thee,— thou  art  a  witeh,— 
And  straightway  give  thy  soul  to  him  thou  serx  st. 
Puc   Come,  eome,  'tis  only  I  that  must  disgrace  theo. 

[TkeyjlgM. 
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Tal.  My  breast  I'll  burst  with  straining  of  my  courage, 
And  from  my  shoulders  crack  my  arraa  asunder, 
'Bat  I  will  chastise  this  high-minded  -wanton.     [Theyjiglit  again. 

Pub.  \MetiTing.'\  Talbot,  farewell ;  thy  hour  is  not  yet  come  : 
I  must  go  victual  Orleaaa  forthwith. 
O'ertake  me,  if  thou  canst;  I  scorn  thy  strength. 
Go,  go,  cheer  up  thy  hunger-starved  men; 
Help  Salisbury  to  make  his  testament: 
This  day  is  ours,  as  many  more  shall  he. 

[Li  PrrcELLB  eaters  the  town,  with  Soldiers. 

Tal.  My  thoughts  are  whirled  like  a  potter's  wheel ; 
I  know  not  where  I  am,  nor  what  I  do : 
A  witch  by  fear,  not  force,  like  Hannibal, 
Drives  hank  our  troops,  and  cQuquors  as  she  lists : 
So  bees  with  smoke,  and  doves  with  noisome  stench, 
Are  from  their  hives  and  houses  driven  away. 
They  call'd  us,  for  our  fierceness,  English  dogs ; 
Now,  like  to  whelps,  we  crying  run  away.  [A  short  alarum. 

Hark,  countrymen  1  either  renew  the  flght, 
Or  tear  the  lions  out  of  England's  coat; 
Renounce  your  soil,  give  sheep  in  lions'  stead : 
Sheep  run  not  half  so  timorous  from  the  wolf, 
Or  horse  or  oxen  from  theleopard. 
As  you  fly  fr.om  your  oft-subdufid  slaves. 

[Alarum.     Another  ekirmish. 
It  will  not  be : — retire  into  your  trenches : 
Yon  all  consented  unto  Salisbury's  death. 
For  none  would  strike  a  stroke  in  his  rcviingo. — 
Pneelle  is  enter'd  into  Orleans, 
In  spite  of  ns  or  aught  that  we  could  do. 
(),  WOTld  I  were  to  die  w.ith  Salisbury  1 
The  sKame  hereof  will  make  me  hide  my  head. 

{Alarum..    Eetreat.    Exeunt  Talbot  and  hia 
forees,  So, 


SCENE  YI.— 75e  Same. 
Flourish.    Enter  o 

Pue.  Advance  our  waving  colors  on  the  walls ; 
Eescu'd  is  Orleans  from  the  English  wolves : — 
Thus  Joan  la  Puoelle  both  perform'd  her  word. 

Char.  Diyinest  creature,  bright  Astrea's  daughter, 
How  shall  I  honor  thee  for  this  success? 
Thy  promises  are  lite  Adonis'  gardens, 
That  one  day  bloom'd,  and  fruiifid  were  the  next.— 
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France,  triumph  in  tliy  glorious  prophetess ! 

Reoover'd  is  the  town  of  Oijenns; 

More  blessed  hap  did  ne'er  befall  our  state. 

Meiff.  Why  ring  not  out  the  bells  throughout  the  town? 
Dauphin,  command  the  citizens  malse  bonfires, 
And  feast  and  bani^net  in  the  open  streets, 
To  celebrate  the  joy  that  heaven  hath  given  us. 

Aha.'  All  France  wj]l  be  replete  with  mirth  and  joy, 
When  they  shall  hear  how  we  have  play'd  the  men. 

Char.  ~'Tia  Joan,  not  we,  by  whom  the  day  is  won ; 
I'or  wJiich  I  wCl  divide  my  crowa  with  her ; 
And  all  the  priesia  and  friars  in  my  realm 
Shall  in  procession  sing  her  endless  prwae. 
A'statelier  pyramis  to  her  I'll  rear, 
Than  Ehodope's,  of  Memphis,  ever  was: 
In  memory  of  her  when  she  is  dead. 
Her  ashes,  in  an  nrn  more  precious 
Than  the  rioh-jewel'd  coffer  of  Darius, 
Transported  shall  be  at  high  festivals 
Before  the  kings  and  queens  of  France. 
No  longer  on  Saint  Dennis  will  we  cry. 
But  Joan  la  Pucelle  shall  be  France's  saint. 
Obme  in,  and  let  ns  banquet  royally, 
After  this  golden  day  of  victory.  [FliMrisJi,    Exeunt. 


SCENE  I.— Orleans.    Btfare  one  «/  tJie  Gales. 
Enter  to  the  Gate  a  French  Sei^eant  and  two  Sentinels. 
Serg.  Sirs,  take  your  places,  and  be  vigilant. 
If  any  DQise,  or  soldier,  you  perceive, 
Near  to  the  walls,  by  some  apparent  sign 
Let  US  have  knowledge  at  the  court  of  guard. 

1  Sent.  Sergeant,  you  shall.  [&i(  Sergeant. 

Thus  are  poor  servitors 
(When  others  sleep  upon  their  quiet  beds) 
Constraiu'd  to  watch  io  darkness,  rmn,  and  cold. 
Enter  TAiBor,  Bedford,  Bdbquniit,  and/orces,  with  scaling  lad- 
ders ;  their  drums  leating  a  dead  march. 
Tal.  Lord  regent,  and  redoubted  Burgundy,— 
By  whose  approach  the  regions  of  Artoia, 
Walloon,  and  Picarily,  are  friends  to  us, — 
This  happy  night  the  Freochroen  are  secure. 
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Having  all  day  carous'd  and  banqueted: 
Embrace  we,  then',  this  opportunity, 
As  fitting  best  to  quittance  their  deceit, 
Contriv'd  by  art  apd  baleful  sorcery. 

Bed.  Coward  of  France!— how  much  ho  ivrongs  his  fame. 
Despairing  of  his  own  arm's  fortitude, 
To  join  with  witches  and  the  help  of  lienils ! 

JSur.  Traitors  have  ngver  other  company. — 
But  whafalhat  Pucelle,  whom  the/ terra  eo  pure? 

Tal.  A  maid,  they  say. 

-S*'^.  A  maid !  and  be  so  martial ! 

Bur.  Pjay  heaven  she  prove  not  masculine  ere  long ; 
If  underneath  the  standard  of  the  Frgich 
She  carry  amor,  aa'she  Iiaih  hegnn. 

Tal.  "Wen,  let  tljem  practise  and  converse  with  spirits : 
Heaven  is  onr  fortress,  in  whose  conquering  name 
Let  us  re.sofve  to  scale  their  flinty  hulwarliB. 

Bed.  Ascepd,  brave  Talljot ;  we  will  follow  thee. 

Tal.  Kot  all  together :  better  far,  I  guess, 
That  we  do  raate  our  entrance  several  ways ; 
That,  if  it  chance  the  one  of  ns  do  fail, 
The  other  yet  may  Hse  agdnst  tGeir  force. 

Bed.  Agreed ;  I'll  to  yon  comer, 

-&"'■•  Aad  I  to  this 

Tal.  And  hero  will  Talbot  mount,  or  make  his  grave. — 
Now,  Salisbury,  for'thgo,  and  fitf  lie  right' 
Of  EngliaK  Henry,  shall  this  night  appear 
How  much  in  duty  I  am  bound  to  both. 

\_The  English  scale  the  walU,  crying,  "  St.  George 
a  Talbot ! "  and  all  eater  the  town. 

1  Sent.    Arml  arm  I  the  enemy  doth  make  aasgnlt  I 
The  Frenah  hap  tmer  the  lealh.     Enter,  teneral  ways,  Oeixihs, 
ALBsgojJ,  and  Ebiunieb,  hal/ ready  and  half  unready. 

Alen.  How  now,  my  lords  1  what,  all  unready  so ! 

OtI.  TInrsadyl  ay,  and  glad  we  scap'd  so  wtll. 

Meig.  'Twaa  time,  I  trow, "to  W3ke  and  leaye  our  beds. 
Hearing  alarums  at  onr  chamber  doors. 

Alen.  Of  ^  exploits,  sipce  flrjst  I  followed  arms, 
N'e'er  heard  I  of  a  warlike  enterprise 
More  venturijua  or  despetflte  than  this. 

Orl.  I  think  this  Talbot  be  a  fignd  of  d^kness. 

Seig.  If  ^  is  nof^  tTie  heaygns,  sure,  favor  him. 

Alen.  Here  oometh  Charles :  I  marvel  how  he  sped. 

Orl.  Tutl  holy  Joan  was  his  defensive  gu^rd. 
Enter  Chakles  and  La  Puoellb. 

Char.  Is  this  thy  cunning,  thou  deceitful  dame? 
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Didst  thoa  at  first,  to  flatter  us  witlial,' 

MflJie  us  partakers  of  a  little  gain, 

Tiat  now  our  loss  might  be  ten.  times  so  much  ? 

Puc.  Wherefore  is  Charles  impatient  with  his  friend  ? 
At  all  times  will  yon  have  my  power  alike! 
Sleeping  or  waking,  must  I  sUll  prevail, 
Or  will  yon  blame  and  lay  the  fault  on  me  f — 
Improvident  soldiers  I  had  your  watch  been  good, 
TSis  sudden  mischief  never  could  have  f^len. 

~Ohwr.  Duke  of  Alengon,  this  w_aa  your  default, 
That,  being  captdn  of  the  w^h  to-night, 
Did  look  no  better  to  that  weighty  charge, 

Alen.  Had  all  your  quarters  been  as  ssfdy  kept, 
As  that  whereof  I  had  the  goverEment, 
Wo  had  not  been  thus  shamefully  surpris'd, 

Orl.    nine  was  secure. 

Meig.  And  so  was  mine,  my  lord. 

Char.  And,  for  myself,  most  part  oi'  all  this  night. 
Within  her  quarter,  and  mine  own  precinct, 
I  was  enjploy'd  in  passing  to  8,nd  fro. 
About  relieving  of  the  sentinels; 
Then  how,  or  which  way,  should  they  first  hre^ak  in  ? 

'Puc.  Question,  my  lords,  no  farther  of  the  case, 
Haw,  or  which  way ;  'tis  sure  thoy  found  some"  place 
But  weekly  guarded,  where  the  breach  was  made 
And  now  there  rests  no  other  shift  but  this, — 
To  gather  our  soldiers,  scatter'd  mid  djspers'd. 
And  lay  new  platforms  to  endamage  thpm. 

Alarum.     Enter  an  Eagliih  Soldier,  crying,  "  A  Talbot  1   a  Tal- 
bot 1 "     Theyfiy,  leaving  their  elotkea  behind. 

Sold,  ril  be  so  bold  to  take  what  they  have  left. 
!Qie  cry  of  Talbot  serves  me  for  a  sword ; 
For  I  have  louden  m"e  witfi  mapy  spoOs, 
Using  no  other  weapon  but  his  name,  [Exit. 

SCENE  IL— Orleans.     Within  the  Toicn. 

Enter  Talbot,  Bedford,  BpEQUi/nr,  a  Captain,  and  othen. 

Bed.  The  d^  begins  to  break,  and  night  is  fled. 
Whose  pitchy  mantle  over-veil'd  the  earth. 
Hero  sound  retreat,  and  cease  onr  hot  pursuit.  [Setrsal  sounded. 

Tal.  Bring  forth  the  body  of  old  Salisbury, 
And  here  advance  it  in  the  market-place. 
The  middle  centre  of  this  cursed  tQwn, — 
Now  have  I  paid  my  vow  unto  his  sopl ; 
For  every  drop  of  blood  was  drawn  from  him, 
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There  hath,  at  leaat  five  Frenchmen  died  to-night. 

And  that  hereafter  ages  may  hehold 

What  ruin  happen'd  in  revenge  of  him, 

Within  their  chiefest  temple  I'll  erect 

A  tomb,  wherein  hia  corse  shall  be  interr'd ; 

Upon  the  which,  that  every  one  may  read, 

Shall  he  engrav'd  the  sack  of  Oj'Ieana, 

T£e  treacherous  manner  of  his  mpnrnM  death, 

And  what  a  terror  he  had  been  to  France. 

But,  lords,  in  all  onr  bloody  massacre, 

I  muse  we  met  not  with  the  Dauphin's  grace, 

His  new-come  champion,  virtuous  jQan.  of  Af  o, 

T^ar  any  of  his  false  confederates. 

Bed.  'Tis  thonght,  lord  Talbot,  when  the  fight  began, 
Eous'd  on  the  sudden  from  their  drowsy  beds, 
They  did,  amongst  the  troops  of  arm^d  men, 
Leap  o'er  the  walls  for  refuge  in  the  field. 
JEtiler  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  All  hail,  my  lords!    Which  of  this  princely  train 
Call  ye  the  warlike  Talbot,  for  his  acts 
So  much  applauded  thr.ough  the  re^m  of  France ! 

Tal.  Here  is  th.e  Talbot :  who  would  speak  with  him  f 

Mesa.  The  virtMis  lady,  counJess  of  Auvgrgne, 
With  modesty  admiring  thy  renown, 
By  me  entreats,  great  lord,  thou  wouldst  vouchsafe 
To  visit  her  pqpr  castle  where  she  ligs, 
That  she  may  boast  she  hath  beheld  the  man 
Whose  glory  fills  the  world  with  loud  repprt. 

Bar.  Is  it  even  so  3     Nay,  then,  1  see  onr  wars 
Will  tarn  unto  a  peaceful  comic'sport. 
When  ladies  crave  tol>e  enobunter.'3  with. — 
You  may  not,  my  lord,  degjise  her  gentle  suit. 

Tal.  Ne'er  trust  me,  then ;  for  when  a  ivo.rld  of  men 
Cguld  not  prevail  with  ail  thejr  oratory. 
Yet  hath  a  woman's  kindness  over-rul'd ; — 
And  therefore  leU  her  rretura  ^*at  "thanks. 
And  in  sn^mission  will  attend  onlier. — ' 
Will  n_Qt  your  honors  bear  me  ccanpacy ! 

Bed.  No,  truly ;  iC  is  more  than  manners  will : 
And  I  have  heard  it  said,  unhidden  guests 
Ate  often  wolcomost  when  they  are  gone. 

Tal.  Well  then,  alone,  since  there's  no  remedy, 
I  mean  to  prove  this  lady's  cogrtesy. — 
Oome  hither,  captain.     [  Whispers.]    Yon  perceive  my  mind. 

~Gapt.  I  do,  my  lord,  and  me^n  accordingly.^  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  lir.— Auvergne.     Court  of  the  Castle. 
Enter  the  CorsTEsa  and  Iter  Porter. 

Count.  Porter,  remember  wliat  I  gave  in  charge ; 
An^  when  you  have  done  so,  bring  the  keys  to  me. 

Pert.  Madam,  I  will.  [Exit 

Count.  The  plot  is  laid :  if  all  things  fall  out  riglit, 
I  shall  as  famous  be  by  this  exploit, 
As  Scythian  Thomyria  by  Oyrus'  death. 
Great  is  the  rumor  of  thia  dreadful  knight, 
And  his  achierementH  of  no  less  account; 
FaUiwould  mine  ejes  be  witness  with  mine  eara, 
To  give  their  censjife  of  these  rare  reports. 

Enter  Messenger  and  Talbot. 

Mest.  Madam,  nccording  as  your  ladyship  desir'd. 
By  message  crav'd,  so  is  lord  Talbot  come. 

Count.  And  he  is  welcome.    What !  is  this  the  man  ? 

Mesa.  Madam,  it  is. 

Count.    ■"  Is  this  the  scourge  of  Pranee? 

Is  thia  the  Talbot,  so  much  fear'd  abroad, 
That  with  his  name  the  mothers  still  their  babes  ? 
I  see  report  is  fabulous  aii5  false : 
I  thonght  I  shouUhavo  seen  "some  Hercules, 
A  sec'ond  Heetor,  for  bis  grim  aspect, 
And  large  proportion  of  his  strong-knit  limbs. 
Alas,  this  is  a  child,  a  silly  dwarf  I 
It  cannot  be,  this  weak  and  wfithled*  shrimp 
Shaald  strike  such  terror  to  his  enemies;'  ^ 

Tal.  Madam,  I  have  been  bold  to  trouble  you; 
But  since  your  ladyship  is  not  at  leisure, 
I'll  sort  sopie  otter  time  to  -visit  yon,  \Goina. 

Count.  What  means  he  no.w  f— Go  ask  him,  whither  he  coes 

Meee.  Stay,  my  lord  Talbot;  for  my  ladj  craves  ' 
To  know  tTie  cause  of  your  abrupt  departure. 

Tal.  Mairy,  for  that  she's  in  a  wrong  belief, 
I  go  to  certify  her,  Talbot's  here. 

Ee-enter  Porter  icith  leys. 

Count.  If  Oiou  be  he,  then  art  thou  prisoner. 

Tal.  Prisoner  to  whom  ? 
,  Gp^nt.  -      Tome,  blood-tiirsty  lord; 

And  fpr  that  cause  I  train'd  thee  to  my  liouser 
Long  time  thy  siiadow  hath  been  thrall  to  me. 
For  in  my  gallery  thy  picture  hangs : 

*  TTrfttfetT-shniDfc  up.  withered. 
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But  now  the  substance  shall  endure  the  like, 
And  I  will  chain  these  legs  and  arms  of  thine. 
That  hast  by  tyranny,  these  many  years, 
Wasted  our  coantry,  slain  onr  citizens, 
And  sent  our  sops  and  hushands  captivate. 

Tal.  Ha,  ha,  hft! 

Count.  Laughest  thou,  wretch  1  thy  mirth  shall  turn  to  moan. 

2hl.  I  langh  to  see  your  ladyship  so  fond, 
To  think  that  yon  have  aught  hut  Talbot's  shadow, 
"Whereon  to  practise  your  severity. 

Cimnt.  Why,  art  not  thou  the  man! 

?'a^-  I  am,  indeed. 

Count.  Then  have  I  substance,  too. 
^  Tal.  tfo,  no,  I  am  but  sliadow  of  myself : 
Yon  are  deeeiv'd,  my  substance  is  not  here  ; 
For  what  you  see,  is  but  the  smallest  part 
And  least  proportion  of  humanity : 
I  tell,  you,  madam,  were  tih.e  wlioje  frame  here. 
It  is  of  such  a  spagious  lofty  pitch, 
Your  roof  were  not  sufficient  to  contain  it. 

Count.  This  is  a  riddling  merchant  for  the  nonqe  ; 
He  will  be  here,  and  yet  he  is  "not  here : 
How  can  these  contrarieties  agree  ? 

TaL  That  will  I  sKow  ySn  presently. 

He  tcinde  a  Tiorn.     Drvme  striJce  vp  ;  then  a  peal  of  ordnance. 
The  gatei  being  Jorced,  enter  Soldiers. 

Hqw  say  yoii,  madam  t  are  yon  now  persuaded, 
That  Talbot  is  hu^t  shadow  of  Tumself  f    ^~ 
These  are  his  substance,  sinews,  ai^B,  and  strength. 
With  which  he  yoketh  your  rebdlious  necks, 
Eazeth  yonr  cities,  "and  subverts  your  towns, 
Aiid  in  a  moment  makes  them  desolate. 

Count.  Victorious  Talhot  I  pardjjn  my  abuse ; 
I  find  thou  art  no  less  than  fame  hath  bruited, 
And  more  than  may  be  gather'd  by  thy  sEape. 
T.et  my  pr^umption  not  provoke  thy  wratli ; 
For  I  am  sorry,  that  with  reverence 
I  did  not  entertdn  thee  as  thou  art, 

Tal.  Be  not  dismay'd,  fair  lady;  nor  njiscoostrue 
The  mind  of  Talbot,  as  you  dicTmistHke 


No  odier  satisfaction  do  1  cr^ve. 
But  Mily,  (with  your  patience)  that  we  way  " 
Taste  "of  your  wine,  and'see  what  oates  you  baye ; 
For  Boldiei's'  stomachs  always  serye  them  well. 
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Count.    With  all  my  heart ;  and  think  me  honored 
To  feast  so  great  a  warrior  in  my  honse.  {Exeunt. 

Shallspearo  in  Ihe  followine  wtne  hKigLVPn  llie  nrl^in  of  tbo  two  badges  of 
the  Houees  of  Yorit  and  Lancaatr,    Whcllior  IhiB  is  hlBlorlcalLj-  correct  iB  not 


SCENE  IV.— Loadon.     llie  Temple  Garden. 

Enter  (SeEAitLSOF  Somerset,  Suffolk, OTui Warwick;  Richaed 

Flastageset,  Veenon,  and  another  Lawyer. 

Flan.  Great  lords  and  gentlemen,  what  means  this  silence  ? 
Dare  no  man  answer  in  a  ease  of  truth  f 

"5m/:  Within  the  Temple  haU  we  were  too  lond ; 
The  garden  here  is  more  convenient. 

Plan.  Then  say  at  once,  if  I  maintain'd  the  trath 
Or  else  was  wrangling  Somerset  in  the  error ! 

Svf.  'Faith,  I  have  been  a  ti-nant  in  the  law, 
And  never  yet  could  frame  my  will  to  It ; 
And,  therefore,  frame  the  law  nnto  my  will.    . 

Sorn.  Jndge  yon,  my  lord  of  Warwick,  then,  between  ns. 

War.  Between  two  hawks,  which  flies  the  higher  pitch ; 
Between  two  dogs,  which  hath  the  deeper  mouth ; 
Between  two  blades,  which  bears  the  better  temper ; 
Between  two  horses,  which  doth  bear  him  best ; 
Between  two  girls,  which  hath  the  men-iest  eye ; — 
I  have,  perhaps,  some  shallow  spirit  of  judgment : 
But  in  theae  nice  sharp  quillets  of  the  law, 
Good  faith^  I  am  no  wiser  than  a  daw. 

Plan.  Tut,tntl  here  is  a  mannerly  forbearance : 
The  tmth  appears  so  naked  on  my  side, 
That  any  purblind  eye  may  find  it  ont. 

Som.  And  on  my  aide  it  is-so  well  apparell'd. 
So  clear,  so  shining,  Mid  so  evitlent, 
Tliat  it  will  glimmer  through  a  blind  man's  eye. 

Plan.  Since  yon  are  tongue-tied,  and  so  loath  to  speak. 
In  dumb  signiScanta  proclaim  your  thoughts; 
Let  him  that  is  a  trne-born  gentleman. 
And  stands  upon  the  honor  of  his  birth, 
If  he  suppose  that  I  have  pleaded  truth. 
From  off  (his  brier  plnck  a  wliite  rose  with  me. 

Sum.  Let  him  that  is  no  coward,  nor  iio  flatterer, 
But  dare  maintain  the  party  ofthe  truth. 
Pluck  a  red  rose  from  off  this  thorn  with  mc. 

^Yar.  I  love  no  coIojb  ;  and,  without  all  cobr 
Of  base  insinuating  flattery, 
I  pluck  this  white  rose  wiUi  Plnntagenet. 
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Siif.  I  pluck  thia  red  rose  witli  young  Somerset ; 
And  say  withal,  I  think  he  held  the  riRht. 

"fer.  Stay,  lords  and  gentlemen,  and  pinqk  no  more, 
Till  yon  conclude,  that  he,  upon  whose  side 
Tlie  fewest  roses  are  cropp'd  from  die  tree, 
Shall  yield  the  other  in  the  right  opinion, 

Som..  Good  master  Vernon,  it  is  well  objected : 
If  I  have  fewest,  I  suhseribe  in  silence, 

Piow.  And  I. 

Ver.  Then,  for  the  truth  and  pJainness  of  the  case, 
I  pluck  this  pale  and  maiden  blossom  hei-e. 
Giving  my  verdict  on  the  whit*  rose  side. 

Sotit.  Prick  not  your  finger  as  you  plnck  it  off, 
Lest,  bleeding,  yon  do  pMnt  the  white  rose  red, 
And  fall  on  my  side  so,  agtunst  your  will. 

Vcr.  If  I,  my  lord,  for  my  opinion  bleed, 
Opinion  shall  be  surgeon  to  my  hnrt^ 
And  keep  me  on  the  side  where  still  I  am. 

Sam.  Well,  well,  come  on :  who  else ! 

Lam.  [Tc  Somebskt.]  "Unless  my  study  and  my  books  be  false, 
Tho  argument  yon  held,  was  wrong  ia  you ; 
In  sign  whereof,  I  plnok  a  white  rose  too. 

Plan.  Now,  Somerset,  where  is  your  argument  ? 

Som.  Here,  in  my  scabbard ;  meditating  that, 
Shall  dye  your  white  rose  in  a  bloody  red. 

Pktn.  Meantime,  your  cheeks  do  counterfeit  our  roses ; 
For  pale  they  look  with  fear,  as  witnessing 
The  truth  on  our  ade. 

Som.  Ko,  Kantagenet, 

'Tis  not  for  fear,  but  anger,  that  thy  cheeks 
Blush  for  pure  shame  to  coanterfeit  our  roses. 
And  yet  thy  tongue  will  not  confess  thy  error. 

Plan.  Hath  not  thy  rose  a  canker,  Somerset  ? 

Som.  Hath  not  thy  rose  a  thorn,  Plantagenet  ? 

Plan.  Ay,  sharp  and  piercing,  to  maintain  hie  truth  ; 
Whiles  thy  consuming  canker  eats  his  falsehood. 

Som.  Well,  I'll  find  friends  to  wear  my  bleeding  roses. 
That  shall  maintain  what  I  have  sfdd  is  true. 
Where  false  Plantagenet  dare  not  be  seen. 

Plan.  Now,  by  this  maiden  blossom  in  my  hand, 
I  scorn  thee  and  thy  faction,  peevish  boy. 

Svf.  Turn  not  thy  scorns  this  way,  Plantagenet. 

Plan.  Proud  Poole,  I  will ;  and  scorn  both  him  and  thee. 

S^f.  I'll  turn  my  part  thereof  into  thy  throat. 

Som.  Away,  away,  good  William  De-la-Po'ole ! 
We  grace  the  yeoman,  hy  conversing  with  him. 

War.  Now,  by  heaven's  will,  thon  wrong'st  hi 
His  grandfather  was  Lionel,  duke  of  Clarenc?, 
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Third  son  to  the  third  Edward,  king  of  England. 
Spring  erestless  yeomen  from  so  deep  &  root? 

Plaii.  He  bears  him  on  the  place's  privilege, 
Or  durst  not,  for  his  craven  heart,  say  thus. 

Soia.  By  liim  that  made  me,  I'll  maintain  my  words 
On  any  plot  of  ground  in  OLristendom. 
Was  not  thy  father,  Eichard  earl  of  Cambridge, 
For  treason  executed  in  out  late  king's  day  i 
And,  by  his  treason,  stand'st  not  thou  attainted, 
Corrupted,  and  exempt  from  ancient  gentry! 
His  trespass  yet  lives  in  thy  blood ; 
And,  tilt  thou  be  restor'd,  thoa  art  a  yeoman. 

Plan.  My  father  was  attached,  not  attainted ; 
Oondemn'd  to  die  for  treason,  but  no  traitor ; 
And  that  I'll  prove  on  better  men  than  Somerset, 
Wlere  growing  time  once  ripen'd  to  my  will. 
For  your  partaker  Poole,  and  you  yourself, 
I'll  note  you  in  my  book  of  memory, 
To  scourge  yoii  for  this  apprehension : 
Look  to  it  well,  and  say  you  are  well  wam'd. 

Som.  Ay,  thou  shalt  find  us  ready  for  thee  still ; 
And  know  us,  by  tjiese  colors,  for  thy  foes, — 
For  these  my  friends,  in  spite  of  thee,  shall  wear, 

Plan.  And,  by  my  sonl,  this  pale  and  angry  rose. 
As  cognizance  of  my  blood-drinking  hate. 
Will"  I  for  ever,  and  my  faction,  wear, 
Until  it  wither  with  me  to  my  grave, 
Or  floorish  to  tJie  height  of  my  degree, 

ST(f.  Go  forward,  and  be  chok'd  with  tliy  ambition ! 
And  so,  farewell,  until  I  meet  thee  next,  [Exit. 

Som.  Have  with  thee,  Poole. — Farpwell,  ambitious  Eicliard. 
lExit. 

Plan.  How  I  am  hrav'd,  and  must  perforce  endure  it ! 

War.  This  b!ot,  that  they  object  against  your  hoase, 
Shall  be  wip'd  out  in  the  nest  parliament, 
Call'd  for  the  truce  of  Winchester  and  Gloster: 
And  if  thon  be  not  then  created  York, 
I  will  not  live  to  be  accounted  Warwick, 
Meantime,  in  signal  of  my  love  to  thee. 
Against  prood  Somerset,  and  William  Poole, 
Will  I  upon  thy  party  wear  this  rose : 
And  here  I  prophesy, — this  brawl  to-day, 
Grown  to  this  faction,  in  the  Temple  garden. 
Shall  send,  between  the  red  rose  and  the  white, 
A  thousand  souls  to  death  and  deadly  night. 

Plan,  Good  master  Vernon,  I  am  bound  to  you, 
Tfiat  you  on  my  behalf  would  pinck  a  flower. 

VcT.  In  your  behalf  still  will  I  wear  the  same. 
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Law.  Antl  so  will  I. 

Plan.  Thanks,  gentle  sir. 
Come,  Jet  us  four  to  dinner :  I  dai-c  say 
This  quarrel  will  drink  biuod  unoUier  day. 


SCENE   I— London.     The  Parliament-HouBe. 

Flounsh.  Enter  Eibg  Henby,  Exbteu,  Glostee,  Warwick, 
SoMEnsEr,  and  ScrFOLK ;  the  Bishop  of  Winohesteb,  Eich- 
ARD  Plantaijekbt,  and  others.  Glohtkb  offers  to  put  up  a 
bill;  'WiNCHEBTEE  matcka  it,  and  tears  it. 

Win.  Com'st  thou  with  deep  premeditated  lines, 
With  written,  pamphlets  studiously  devis'd, 
Hmnphrey  of  Gloater !    If  thou  canst  accuse, 
Or  aught  intend'st  to  lay  nnto  my  charge, 
IDq  it  without  inventioa,  suddenly ; 
As  I,  with  sudden  and  extemporal  speech. 
Purpose  to  answer  what  thou  canst  ohject. 

Glo,  Presumptuous  priest  I  this  place  commands  my  patience, 
Or  thoa  should'st  find  thou  hast  dishonor'd  me. 
Think  not,  although  in  writing  I  preferred 
The  Djanner  of  thy  vile  outrageous  crimes, 
Tliat  therefore  I  have  forg'd,  or  am  not  able 
Verbatim  to  rehearse  the  method  of  my  pen  : 
No,  prelate ;  such  is  thy  andacious  wickedness, 
Thy  lewd,  pestiferous,  and  dissentious  pranks, 
As  very  infants  prattle  of  thy  pride. 
Thon  art  a  most  pernicious  usurer ; 
Froward  by  nature,  enemy  to  peace ; 
And  for  thy  treachery,  what's  mbi-e  manifest, — 
In  that  thou  laid'st  a  trap  to  take  my  life. 
As  well  at  London  bridge,  as  at  the  Tower  ? 
Beside,  I  fear  me,  if  thy  thoughts  were  sifted. 
The  ting,  thy  sovereign,  is  not  qnite  exempt 
From  envious  malioe  of  thy  swdling  heart. 

Win.  Gloster,  I  do  defy  thee. — Lords,  vouchsafe 
To  give  me  hearing  what  I  shall  reply. 
If  I  were  covetous,  ambitious,  or  pervei-se. 
As  he  will  have  me,  how  am  I  so  poor  ? 
Or  how  haps  it,  I  seek  not  to  advance 
Or  raise  myselfi  but  keep  my  wonted  calling? 
And  fur  dissension,  who  preferreth  peace 
More  than  I  do, — except  I  be  provot'dS 
No,  my  good  lords,  it  is  not  that  offends; 
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It  is  not  that  that  hath  inoens'd  the  dnke  : 
It  is,  because  no  one  should  sway  hut  he ; 
No  one  but  he  should  be  about  the  kiag; 
And  that  engenders  thunder  in  his  breast, 
And  makes  him  roar  these  aceusations  forth. 
But  he  shall  know,  I  am.  aa  good — 

Olo.  As  good  I 

Win.  Ay,  lordly  sir ;  for  what  are  you,  I  pray, 
But  one  imperious  in  another's  throne? 

Glo.  Am  I  not  protector,  saucy  priest ! 

Win.  And  am  not  I  a  prelate  of  the  church  ? 

Glo.  Yes,  as  an  outlaw  in  a  castle  keeps. 
And  useth  it  to  patronage  bis  theft. 

Win.  UnreTerent  Gloster  1 

Glo.  Thou  art  reverent 

Tonching  thy  spiritual  function,  not  thy  life. 

Win.  Rome  shall  remedythis. 

War.  Eoara  thither  then. 

Som.  My  lord,  it  wore  your  duty  to  forbear. 

War.  Ay,  seethe  bishop  he  not  overborne. 

Som.  Methinks  my  lord  should  be  religious. 
And  know  the  ofBce  that  belongs  to  such, 

Wa/r.  Methinks  his  lordship  should  be  humbler ; 
It  fltteth  not  a  prelate  so  to  plead. 

Som.  Yes,  when  his  holy  state  is  tonch'd  so  near. 

Ftw.  State  holy,  or  nnhallow'd,  what  of  that? 
Is  not  his  grace  protector  to  the  king  ? 

Plan.  [Aaide:\  Plantagenet,  I  see,  must  hold  liis  tongue, 
Lest  it  be  said,  "  Speak,  sirrah,  when  you  should ; 
Must  your  bold  verdict  eater  talk  with  lords? " 
Else  would  I  have  a  fling  at  Winchester. 

K.  Hen.  "Uncles  of  Gloster,  and  of  Winchester, 
Tlie  special  watchmen  of  our  English  weal, 
I  would  prevail,  if  prayers  might  prevail. 
To  join  your  hearts  in  love  and  amity. 
0,  what  a  scandal  is  it  to  our  crown, 
That  two  such  noble  peers  aa  ye  should  jar  1 
Believe  me,  lords,  my  tender  years  can  tell. 
Civil  dissension  is  a  viperous  worm. 
That  gnaws  the  bowels  of  the  commonwealth.— 

[A  noise  within  ;  "  Down  with  the  tawny  coats ! 
What  tumult's  this? 

War.  An  uproar,  I  dare  warrant, 

Began  through  malice  of  the  bishop's  men. 

[A  nciee  again  within ;  "Stones!  Stones! 
EnUr  the  Major  of  London,  attended. 

May.  0,  my  good  lords,  and  virtuous  Henry, 
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Pity  the  city  of  Ixindon,  pity  usl 

The  bishop  and  the  duke  of  Gioster's  men, 

Forbidden  late  to  carry  any  weapor.. 

Have  fill'd  their  pockets  full  of  pebble-stones, 

And  banding  themselves  in  contrary  parts, 

Do  pelt  so  fast  at  one  another's  pate, 

That  many  have  their  giddy  brains  knook'd  Ottt : 

Our  windows  are  broke  down  in  every  street, 

And  we,  for  fear,  compell'd  to  shut  our  shops. 

li  and  "Winches- 

K.  Sen.  We  charge  yon,  on  alle^nce  to  ourself, 
To  liotd  your  slanght'ring  hands,  and  keep  the  peace. — 
Pray,  uncle  Gloster,  mitigate  this  strife. 

1  iSero.  Nay,  if  we  be 
Forbidden  stones,  we'll  fall  to  it  with  our  teeth, 

3  Sen.  Do  what  ye  dare,  we  are  as  resolute.  [Shirmuh  again. 

Gh.  Yon  of  my  household,  leave  this  peevish  broil, 
And  set  this  nnaccustom'd  fight  aside. 

3  Ser^.  My  lord,  we  know  your  grace  to  be  a  man 
Just  and  upright;  and,  for  your  royal  birth, 
Inferior  to  none  but  to  hb  m^estj : 
And,  ere  that  we  will  suffer  such  a  prince. 
So  kind  a  father  of  the  commonweal. 
To  be  disgraced  by  an  inkhorn  mate. 
We,  and  oar  wives,  and  children,  all  will  fight, 
And  Lave  onr  bodies  slaughter'd  by  thy  foes. 

1  Sem.  Ay,  and  the  very  parings  of  our  nails 
Shall  pitch  a  field,  when  we  are  dead.  [SUrmUh,  again. 

Glo.  Stay,  stay,  I  say  I 

And,  if  you  love  me,  as  you  say  you  do. 
Let  me  persuade  you  to  forbear  a  while. 

E.  Hen.  O,  how  this  discord  doth  afflict  my  soul! — 
Can  you,  my  lord  of  Winchester,  behold 
My  sighs  and  tears,  and  will  not  once  relent  ? 
Who  should  be  pitiful,  if  you  be  not  1 
Or  who  should  study  to  prefer  a  peace. 
If  holy  churchmen  take  delight  in  broils ! 

War.  Yield,  my  lord  protector ; — ^yield,  Winchester ; — 
Except  yon  mean,  witli  obstinate  repulse, 
To  slay  your  sovereign,  and  destroy  the  realm. 
Y'ou  see  what  mischief,  and  what  murder  too. 
Hath  been  enaeted  through  your  enmity; 
Then,  be  at  peace,  except  ye  thirst  for  blond. 
Win.  He  shall  submit,  or  I  will  never  yield. 
Glo.  Compassion  on  the  king  commands  mo  stoop ; 
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Or  I  would  see  his  heart  out,  ere  tlie  priest 
Should  ever  get  that  privilege  of  me. 

War.  Behold,  my  lord  of  Winchester,  the  duke 
nnth  hanisli'd  moody  discontented  fury, 
As  by  Lis  smoothed  hrowa  it  dotli  appear: 
Why  look  you  still  so  stern,  and  tragical! 

Olo.  Here,  Winchester,  I  offer  thee  my  hand. 

K.  Sen,  Fie,  uncle  Beaufort  I  I  have  heard  you  preach. 
That  malice  waa  a  great  and  grievous  sin ; 
And  will  not  you  maintain  the  thing  you  teach, 
But  prove  a  chief  offender  in  the  same ! 

War.  Sweet  king  I — the  bishop  hath  a  kindly  gird. — 
For  shame,  my  lord  of  Winchester,  relent! 
What,  shall  a  child  instruct  you  what  to  do  f 

Win.  WeH,  duke  of  Gloster,  I  will  yield  to  thee ; 
Love  for  thy  love,  and  hand  for  hand  I  give. 

Glo.  [Aaids.}  Ay,  hut  I  fear  me,  with  a  hollow  heart. — 
See  here,  my  friends,  and  loving  countrymen ; 
This  token  serveth  for  a  flag  of  truce, 
Betwist  ourselves,  and  all  our  followers: 
So  help  me  heaven,  as  I  dissemble  not  I 

Win.  [Aside.]  So  help  mo  heaven,  as  I  intend  it  not ! 

K.  Hen.  O  loving  uncle,  kind  diike  of  Gloster, 
How  joyful  am  I  made  hj  this  contract  1 — 
Away,  my  masters  I  trouble  us  no  more; 
Bat  join  in  fi-iendship,  as  your  lords  have  done, 

[Exeunt  Mayor,  fewing-mea,  <£c. 

War.  Accept  this  acroH,  most  gracious  sovereign, 
Wliich  in  the  right  of  Bichard  Plantagenet 
We  do  exhibit  to  your  majesty. 

Glo.  Well  nrg'i,  my  lord  of  Warwick : — for,  sweet  prince, 
An  if  your  grace  mark  every  circumstance, 
Tou  have  great  reasoa  to  do  Richard  right. 

K.  Hen.  And  those  oireumstances,  uncle,  arc  of  force : 
Therefore,  ipy  loving  lords,  our  pleasure  is,  " 

That  Richard  he  restored  to  his  blood. 

War.  Let  Richard  be  restored  to  his  blood ; 
So  ahali  his  father's  wrongs  be  recompens'd. 

Win.  As  wiC  the  restj  so  willeth  Winchester. 

K.  Hen.  If  Richard  wdl  be  true,  not  that  alone, 
But  all  the  whole  inheritance  I  give, 
That  doth  belong  unto  the  house  of  Yoi'k, 
From  whence  you  spring  by  lineal  descent. 

Plaa.  Thy  humble  servant  vows  obedience, 
And  humble  service,  till  the  point  of  death. 

K.  Hen.  Stoop,  then,  and  set  your  knee  against  my  foot ; 
And,  in  rcguerdon  of  that  duty  done, 
I  girt  tliee  with  the  valiant  sword  of  York : 
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Rise,  Eichard,  like  a  true  Plantagenet, 
And  rise  created  prinoely  duke  of  York. 

Flan.  And  so  thrive  Eichard  as  thy  foes  may  fall  I 
And  as  my  duty  springs,  so  perish  they 
Thiit  grudge  one  thought  against  yonr  mtu'esty  I 

All.  Welcome,  hi^li  prince,  tho  mighty  duke  of  Tork  I 

Sum.  [Ande.}  Perish,  base  prince,  ignoble  duke  of  York ! 

Olo.  Now  will  it  best  avail  your  majesty. 
To  cross  the  seas,  and  to  be  crown'd  in  France. 
The  presence  of  a  king  engenders  love 
Amongst  his  subjects,  and  his  loyal  friends. 
As  it  disanimates  his  enemies. 

K.  Hen.  When  Gioater  says  the  word,  king  Henry  goos  ■ 
For  friendly  counsel  cnts  off  many  foes. 

Glo.  Your  ships  already  are  in  readiness, 

[Flouriah.    Exeunt  all  except  Exetbr. 

Exe.  Ay,  we  may  march  in  England,  or  in  Trance, 
Wot  seeing  what  is  likely  to  ensue. 
And  now  I  fear  that  fatal  propliecy. 
Which,  in  the  time  of  Henry,  nam'd  the  fifth, 
ll'as  in  the  month  of  every  sucking  babe, — 
That  Henry  born  at  Monmouth,  shonld  win  all ; 
And  Henry  born  at  Windsor,  should  lose  all: 
Which  is  so  plain,  that  Exeter  doth  wish 
His  days  may  finish  ere  the  hapless  time,  \Exit. 

SCENE  ir.— France.    Btfore  Rouen. 
Enter  Li  Pccellb  disguised,  and  Soldiers  dressed  liJce  country- 
men, with  sacks  upon  t/ieir  hacis. 

Puc.  These  are  the  city  gates,  the  gates  of  Rouen, 
Through  which  our  policy  mnst  make  a  breach : 
Take  heed,  be  wary  how  you  place  your  words ; 
Talk  like  the  vulgar  sort  of  market-men. 
That  come  to  gather  money  for  their  com. 
If  we  have  entrance,  (aa  I  hope  we  shall) 
Aud  that  we  find  tho  slothful  watch  but  weak, 
I'll  by  a  sign  give  notice  t*  our  friends. 
That  Charles  the  Dauphin  may  encounter  them. 

1  Sold.  Our  sacks  shall  bo  a  mean  to  sack  the  city. 
And  we  be  lords  and  rulers  over  Rouen ; 
Tlierefore  we'll  knock.  [Knocks 

Guard.  {Wiihin.l  Qui  est  laf 

Fuc.  Paisaiw,  pauvret  gens  de  France, — 
Poor  msrket-fol^  that  come  to  sell  their  corn. 

Guard.  [Opening  the  gates.]  Enter,  go  in  ;  the  market -bell  is 
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Puc.  Now,  Eouen,  I'D  shake  thy  bulwarks  to  the  ground. 

[La  Puoeli^b,  i£c.  enter  the  city. 
Enter  Chaklkb,  Ohleaks,  Alek^on,  and/orces. 

Ghar.  Smnt  Dennia  bless  this  happy  stratagem ! 
Anil  once  again  we'll  sleep  secure  in  Bonen, 

Orl,  Here  enter'd  Pncelle,  and  her  practisants; 
Now  8he  is  there,  how  will  she  specify 
Where'  ia  the  best  and  safest  passage  in  ? 

Alen.  By  thmsting  out  a  torch  from  yonder  tower ; 
Whicli,  onoe  diaoern'd,  shows  that  her  meaning  is, — 
No  way  to  that,  for  weakness,  which  she  enter'd. 

Enter  La  Pucelu;  on  a  battlement,  holding  out  a  torch  Imrning. 

Puc.  Behold,  this  is  the  happy  wedding  torch, 
That  joineth  Rouen  unto  her  countrymen. 
But  bnming  fatal  to  the  Talbotitesl 

OrL  See,  noble  Charles,  tlie  beacon  of  our  friend ; 
The  bnming  torch  in  yonder  turret  stands. 

Ghar.  Now  shine  it  like  a  coniet  of  revonge, 
A  prophet  to  the  fall  of  all  our  foes  t 

Alen.  Defer  no  time,  delays  have  dangerons  ends ; 
Enter,  and  cry  "  The  Dauphin !  "  presently. 
And  then  do  execution  on  the  watch. 

[They  enter  the  town.    Exit  La  Pdcelle  from  the 
lattlement. 

Alanim.    Enter,  from  the  town,  Talbot,  and  English  Soldiers. 

Tal.  France,  thon  shalt  rne  this  treason  with  thy  tears, 
)f  Talbot  but  survive  thy  treachery.— 
Pucelle,  that  witch,  that  cursed  sorceress. 
Hath  wrought  this  wicked  mischief  unawares. 
That  hardly  we  escap'd  the  pride  of  Frimce. 

[Exeunt  into  the  iottm. 
Alarum:  Eximrdom.    Eater,  from,  the  town,  Bbdeobd,  lirought 
in  tick  in  a  chair,  with  Talbot,  BcfioUHDY,  and  the  English 
forces.     Then,  mttev  on  the  walU,  La  Pfcellb,   Chables, 
OsLGANS,  ALBHgoN,  and  others. 
Puc.  Good  morrow,  gallants  1    Want  ye  com  for  bread  ? 
I  think  the  duke  of  Bui^undy  will  fast, 
Before  he'll  buy  again  at  such  a  rate : 
'Twas  full  of  darnel ; — do  you  like  the  taste  f 

Bur.  Scoff  on,  vile  fiend  and  shameless  wanton! 
I  trust  ere  long  to  choke  thee  with  thine  own, 
And  make  thee  curse  the  harvest  of  that  com. 

Char.  Your  grace  may  starve,  perhaps,  before  that  time. 
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Bed.  O,  !et  no  words,  but  deeds,  revenge  tliis  treason ! 

Puc.  What  will  you  do,  good  grey-beard?  break  a  lance, 
And  ran  a  tilt  at  death  within  a  chair  f 

Tal.  Foul  fiend  of  France,  and  hag  of  all  despite, 
Becomes  it  thee  to  taunt  his  valiant  age, 
And  twit  witli  cowardice  a  man  half  dead! 
Damsel,  I'U  have  a  bont  with  you  again, 
Or  else  let  Talbot  perish  with  this  shame. 

PtK.  Are  yon  so  hot,  sir!— Yet,  Pucelle,  hold  thj  peace; 
If  Talbot  do  but  thunder,  rain  will  follow, — 

[Talbot,  and  the  rest,  consult  together. 
Heaven  speed  the  parliamentl  who  shall  be  the  speaker! 

Till.  Dare  ye  come  forth,  and  meet  us  in  the  fleid ! 

Pmc,  Belike  your  lordahip  takes  as,  tlien,  for  fools 
To  try  if  that  our  own  be  oars,  or  no, 

Tal.  I  speak  not  to  that  railing  Hecate, 
But  unto  thee,  Alen^on,  and  the  rest; 
Will  ye,  like  soldiers,  come  and  fight  it  ont ! 

Alea,  Slgnior,  no, 

Tal.  Signior,  hang ! — base  muletcera  of  France ! 
Like  peasant  foot-boys  do  they  keep  the  walls. 
And  dare  not  take  up  arms  like  gentlemen. 

Fuc.  Away,  captains  1  let's  get  ns  from  the  walls ; 
For  Talbot  means  no  goodness,  by  his  looks. — 
Heaven  be  wi'  you,  my  lord  I  we  came  but  to  tell  you 
That  we  are  here.  [Eateunt  La  Puobllh,  t&c.from  the  walU. 

Tal.  And  there  will  we  be  too,  ere  it  bo  long, 
Or  else  reproach  be  Talbot's  greatest  fame  1 — 
Vow,  Burgundy,  by  honor  of  thy  house, 
Either  to  get  the  town  agwn,  or  die ; 
And  I,— as  sure  as  English  Henry  lives, 
And  as  his  father  here  was  conqueror ; 
As  sure  as  in  this  late-betrayed  town 
Great  C(Bur-de-!ion's  heart  was  haried, — 
So  sure  I  swear  to  get  the  town  or  die. 

Bur.  My  vows  are  equal  partners  with  thy  vows. 

Tal.  But,  ere  we  go,  regard  this  dying  prince, 
The  valiant  diike  of  Bedford. — Oome,  my  lord. 
We  will  bestow  you  in  some  better  place, 
Fitter  for  siokneBS,  and  for  crazy  age. 

Bed.  Lord  Talbot,  do  not  so  didionor  me: 
Hero  will  I  sit  before  the  walla  of  Eouen, 
And  will  be  partner  of  your  weal  or  woe. 

Bur.  Courageous  Bedjford,  let  us  now  persuade  yon. 

Bed.  Ifot  to  be  gone  from  hence ;  for  Mice  I  read, 
Tliat  stout  Pendragon,  in  his  litter,  sick, 
Camo  to  the  field,  and  vanquished  his  foes: 
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ITetliinks  I  should  revive  the  soldiers'  hearts, 
Because  I  ever  found  them  as  rajBelf. 

Tal.  Undaunted  spirit  in  a  djing  hreast  I^ 
Then,  he  it  bo  : — heavens  keep  old  Bedford  safe ! — 
And  now  no  more  ado,  hrave  Burgundy, 
But  gather  we  onr  forces  out  of  hand, 
And  set  upon  our  hoasting  enemy. 

[Exeunt  into  tke  foan,  BuKOtiNBY,  Talbot,  and 
/oreee,  leaving  Bedbord,  and  others. 
Alarum:  Excursions;  in.  one  of  ickicJi,  enter  Sir  Jobs  Fastolts, 
and  a  Captain, 

Cap.  Whither  away,  Sir  Johu  Fastolfe,  in  such  haste  1 

Fast.  Whither  away !  to  save  myself  hy  flight ; 
We  me  liie  to  have  the  overthrow  again. 

Cap.  What !  wiU  you  fiy,  and  leave  lord  Talbot  ? 

Fo^t.  Ay, 

All  the  Talbots  in  the  world,  to  save  mj  life,  lEeit, 

Cap.  Cowardly  knigitt  I  ill  fortune  follow  thee  I 

[&it  into  the  tmon. 
Retreat:   Excursions.     He-enter,  from  ike  toien,  Li  Puoelui, 
AiEsgos,  CnAELEa,  &e.,  and  exeunt,  flying. 

Bed.  'Sow,  quiet  Bijnl,  dej«rt  when  heaven  please, 
For  I  have  seen  our  enemies'  overthrow. 
What  is  the  trust  or  strength  of  foolish  man ! 
They,  that  of  late  were  daring  with  their  scoffs, 
Are  glad  and  fain  hy  flight  to  save  themselves. 

[Z>i^,  and  is  earned  off  in  his  chair. 
Alarum.    Re-enter  Talbot,  BuEGnitDT,  and  others. 

Tal.  Lost,  and  recovor'd  in  a  day  again ! 
This  is  a  double  honor,  Burgundy : 
Yet  heavens  have  glory  for  this  victory  1 

Bur.  Warlike  and  martial  Talbot,  Bni^ndy 
Enshrines  thoe  in  Lis  heart ;  and  there  erects 
Thy  noble  deeds,  as  valor's  monument. 

Tal.  Thanks,  gentle  duke.  '  But  where  is  Pucello  now  3 
I  think  her  old  familiar  is  asleep; 
Eouen  hangs  her  head  for  grief. 
That  such  a  valiant  company  are  fled. 
Now  we  will  take  some  order  in  the  town, 
Placing  therein  some  expert  officers ; 
And  then  depart  to  Paris  to  the  king. 
For  there  young  Henry,  with  his  nobles,  lies. 

Bur.  What  wills  lord  Talbot,  pleaseth  Bui^ndy. 

Tal.  But  yet,  before  we  go,  let's  not  forget 
The  noble  duke  of  Bedford,  late  deceaa'd. 
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But  Bee  his  esequies  fulfill'd  in  Ronen : 
A  braver  soldier  never  couched  lanee, 
A  gentler  heart  did  never  sway  in  courts; 
But  iiings  and  mightiest  potentates  must  die, 
For  that's  the  end  of  hnmau  misery. 


SOEME  m.—The  Pkdns  near  Rouen. 
Enter  Ciiableb,  Obleaks,  ALssgoH",  La  Pucelle,  and 

Puc.  Dismay  not,  princes,  at  this  accident, 
Wor  grieve  that  Rouen  is  so  recovered : 
Care  is  no  cure,  hut  rather  corrosive. 
For  things  that  arc  not  to  he  remedied. 
Let  frantic  Talbot  triumph,  for  a  while. 
And  like  a  ijeaoock  sweep  along  his  tall ; 
We'll  pull  his  plumes,  and  take  away  his  train, 
If  Dauphin  and  the  rest  will  he  hut  rul'd. 

Char.  We  have  been  guided  by  thee  hitherto, 
And  of  thy  cunning  had  no  difBdence : 
One  sudden  foil  shall  never  breed  distrust. 

Orl.  Search  out  thy  wit  for  secret  policies, 
And  we  will  make  thee  famous  thrdagh  the  world. 

Alen.  We'll  set  thy  statue  in  some  holy  place, 
And  have  thee  reverenc'd  like  a  biesaed  saint : 
Employ  thee,  then,  sweet  virgin,  for  our  good. 

Puc.  Then  thus  it  must  be ;  this  doth  Joan  devise : 
By  fair  persuasions,  mix'd  with  sugar'd  words, 
'Wa  will  entice  the  duke  of  Burgundy 
To  leave  the  Talbot,  and  to  follow  us. 

Char.  Ay,  marry,  sweeting,  if  we  could  do  tliat, 
France  were  no  place  for  Henry's  warriors ; 
Mor  should  that  nation  boast  it  so  with  ns. 
Bat  be  extirpfd  from  our  provinces. 

Alen,.  For  ever  should  they  be  expuls'd  from  France, 
And  not  have  title  of  an  earldom  here, 

Pue.  Tour  honors  shall  perceive  how  I  wiU.  work. 
To  bring  this  matter  to  the  wished  end,  [Drum 

Ilarkl  by  the  sound  of  drum  you  may  perceive 
Their  powers  are  marching  unto  Paris-ward. 


An  EnglUh  march.    Enter,  andpaas  oter,  Talbot  and  Idafon 

There  goes  the  Talbot,  with  his  colors  spread, 

And  all  the  troops  of  English  after  him, 

A  Freneh  mareli.     Enter  the  Dttke  of  BunocsDY  and  his  fori 

Now  in  the  rearwar.-J  cornea  the  duke  and  his : 
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Fortune  in  favor  makes  liim  lag  beliLid. 
Smnmon  a  parley ;  wo  will  tulle  with  him. 

[Trumpets  sound  a  parley. 
Char.  A  parley  with  the  ilnke  of  Bnrgundy! 
Bar.  Who  craves  a  parley  with  the  Bnrgundy! 
Pm.  The  princely  Charles  of  France,  thy  countryman. 
Bur.  What  say'st  thou,  Charles?  for  I  am  marching  hence. 
Char.  Speak,  Puceile,  and  enchant  him  with  thy  words. 
Pue.  Brave  Burgundy,  uudouhted  hope  of  Franoel 
Stay,  let  thy  humhle  handmEod  Bpeak  to  thee. 
.Bur,  Speak  on ;  hut  ho  not  over-tedious. 
Puo.  Look  on  thy  country,  look  on  fertile  Franco, 
And  see  the  cities  and  the  towns  dofac'd 
By  wasting  ruin  of  the  cruel  foe  1 
As  looks  the  mother  on  her  lowly  bahe, 
When  death  doth  close  his  tender  dying  eyes, 
See,  see,  the  pining  malady  of  France ; 
Behold  the  wounds,  the  most  unnatural  wounds, 
Which  thou  thyself  hast  given  her  woful  breast  I 
O,  turn  thy  edgfid  sword  another  way ; 
Strike  those  that  hurt,  and  hnrt  not  those  that  help ! 
One  drop  of  hlood,  drawn  from  thy  coontry's  hosom. 
Should  grieve  thee  more  than  streams  of  foreign  gore : 
Ketm-n  thee,  therefore,  with  a  flood  of  tears, 
And  wash  away  thy  country's  stained  spots. 

Bur.  Either  she  hath  hewitch'd  me  with  her  words, 
Or  natare  makes  me  suddenly  relent. 

Puc.  Besides,  all  French  and  France  escldms  on  thee, 
Douhting  thy  birth  and  lawful  progeny. 
Whom  join'st  thou  with,  but  with  a  lordly  nation, 
That  will  not  trust  thee  but  for  profit's  sake  ? 
When  Talbot  hath  set  footing  once  in  Franco, 
And  fashion'd  thee  that  instrument  of  ill, 
Who  then  but  English  Henry  will  be  lord, 
And  thou  be  thrust  out,  like  a  fugitive  ? 
Call  we  to  mind, — and  mark  but  this  for  proof, 
Was  not  the  duke  of  Orleans  thy  foe ! 
And  was  he  not  in  England  prisoner  3 
But  when  they  heard  he  was  thine  enemy. 
They  set  him  free,  without  his  ransom  paid. 
In  spite  of  Burgundy  and  all  his  friends. 
See,  then,  thou  flght'st  against  thy  countrymen, 
And  join'st  with  them  will  be  thy  slaughter-men. 
Come,  come,  return ;  return,  thou  wand'ring  lord ; 
Charles,  and  the  rest,  will  take  thee  in  their  arms. 

Bur.  I  am  vanquished ;  these  haughty  words  of  hers 
Have  batter'd  me  like  roaring  cannon-shot. 
And  made  me  almost  yield  upon  my  knee=. 
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Forgi  e  me,  country,  and  sweet  countrymen  1 

And,  lords,  accept  thia  hearty  kind  embrace  r 

My  forces  and  my  power  of  men  are  yours ; — 

80,  farewell,  Talbot ;  I'll  no  longer  trust  thee. 
Pvc.  Done  like  a  Frenchman, — turn,  and  turn  again  1 
Chwt,  Welcome,  liraYc  duke  I  thy  friendship  makes  us  fresh. 
Orl.  And  doth  beget  new  courage  in  onr  breasts, 
AUn.  Pueolle  hath  bravely  played  her  part  in  this, 

And  doth  deserve  a  coronet  of  gold. 

ChaT.  Now  let  us  on,  my  lords,  and  join  our  powers ; 

And  seek  how  we  may  prejudice  the  foe.  \E;Eeu-Rt. 

SCENE  ly.— Paris.    A  Soom  in  tU  Palace. 

JCnter  King  EEsny,  Glostee,  and  other  Lords,  Vkrkon,  Basset, 

&c.     To  them  Taleot,  and  »oine  of  his  offleera. 

Tal.  My  gracious  prince,  and  honorable  peers, 
Hearing  of  your  arrival  in  tliis  realm, 
I  hove  a  while  given  trace  unto  my  wars, 
To  do  my  duty  to  my  sovereign : 
In  sign  whereof;  this  arm, — that  hath  reclaim'd 
To  your  obedience  fifty  fortresses, 
Twelve  cities,  and  seven  walled  towns  of  strength, 
Beside  five  hundred  prisoners  of  esteem, — 
Lets  fall  his  sword  before  your  highness'  feet, 
And  with  submissive  loyalty  of  heart, 
Ascribes  the  glory  of  his  conquest  got, 
rirst  to  high  heaven,  and  next  unto  your  grace. 

K.  Hen.  Is  this  the  lord  Talbot,  uncle  Gloster, 
That  hath  so  long  been  resident  in  France  % 

Glo.  Yes,  if  it  please  your  miyesty,  my  liege. 

K.  Een.  Welcome,  brave  captain,  and  viotorioaa  lord  1 
When  I  was  young,  (as  yet  I  am  not  old) 
I  do  remember  how  my  father  said, 
A  stouter  champion  never  handled  sword. 
Long  since  we  were  resolvM  of  your  truth, 
Yonr  faithful  service,  and  your  toil  in  war ; 
Yet  never  have  you  tast«d  our  reward, 
Or  been  reguerdon'd  with  ta  mneh  as  thanks, 
Because,  till  now,  we  never  saw  yonr  face ; 
Therefore,  stand  np ;  and,  for  these  good  deserts, 
We  here  create  you  earl  of  Shrewsbury ; 
And  in  our  coronation  take  your  place.  [Flouria?t.    Exeunt. 
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SCEME  I.— Paris.    A  i 


Enter  King  Henht,  Gloster,  Esetee,  Tore,  SxirFOLK,  Bomeeset, 
WiHCHESTEB,  Wabwice,  Taljjot,  thc  Govemor  of  Paris,  and 
olhers. 
Glo.  Lord  bishop,  set  the  crown  upon  his  Jiead. 
Win.  God  save  king  Henry,  of  that  name  the  sislh  I 
Glo.  Now  governor  of  Paris,  take  your  oath, — 

[Govemor  hneeh. 
That  you  elect  no  other  king  hut  him ; 
Esteem  none  friends,  but  such  as  are  his  friends, 
And  none  your  foes,  but  such  as  shall  pretend 
Malicions  practices  against  his  state : 
This  shall  ye  do,  so  help  you  righteous  heaven, 

[Eiteunt  Governor  and  Im  train. 

Enter  Sir  Jons  Fabtolee. 

Fast.  My  gracious  sovereign,  as  I  rode  from  Calais, 
To  haste  unto  your  coronation, 
A  letter  was  deliver'd  to  ray  hands, 
Writ  to  your  grace  from  the  duke  of  Burgundy. 

Tal.  Shame  to  ttie  duke  of  Burgundy  and  thee ! 
I  vow'd,  base  knight,  when  I  did  meet  thee  nest, 
To  tear  the  garter  from  thy  craven's  leg,  [PlucMvg  it  nff. 

(Which  I  have  done,)  because  on  worthily 
Thou  wast  installed  in  that  high  degree.— 
Pai-don  me,  princely  Henry,  and  the  rest : 
This  dastard,  at  the  battle  of  Patay, 
When  bnt  in  all  I  was  sis  thousand  strong. 
And  that  the  French  were  almost  ten  to  one,— 
Before  we  met,  or  that  a,  stroke  was  ^ven, 
Like  to  a  tmsty  squire,  did  nm  away : 
In  which  assault  we  lost  twelve  hundred  men ; 
Myself,  and  divers  gentlemen  beside, 
Were  there  aurpris'd,  and  taken  prisoners. 
Then  judge,  groat  lords,  if  I  have  done  amiss ; 
Or  whether  that  such  cowards  ought  to  wear 
This  ornament  of  knighthood,  yea,  or  no! 

Glo.  To  say  the  truth,  this  fact  was  infamous. 
And  ill  beseeming  any  common  man. 
Much  more  a  knight,  a  captain,  and  a  leader. 

Tal.  When  first  this  order  was  ordain'd,  my  lords. 
Knights  of  the  garter  were  of  noble  birth. 
Valiant  and  virtuous,  full  of  haughty  courage, 
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Sach  as  were  grown  to  credit  by  tlia  wars; 
Not  fearing  death,  nor  shrinking  for  distress, 
Bat  always  resolnte  in  most  estremes. 
He,  then,  that  is  not  furniah'd  in  this  sort. 
Doth  bnt  usurp  the  sacred  name  of  knight, 
Profaning  tliis  most  honorable  order ; 
And  should  (if  I  were  worthy  to  be  judge) 
Be  quite  degraded,  like  a  hedge-born  swain 
That  doth  presume  to  boast  of  gentle  blood. 

K.  Hen.  Staia  to  thy  countrymen  I  tlion  hear'st  thy  doom  • 
Ke  packing,  therefore,  thou  that  wast  a  knight ; 
Henceforth  we  banish  thee  on  pdn  of  death.—  [Exit  Fastolfk. 
And  now,  my  lord  protector,  view  the  letter 
Sent  from  our  unole  dnke  of  Burgundy. 

Gfo.  [Viewing  the  auperseHption.]  What  means  bis  arace, 
he  hath  chang'd  his  style  t 
No  more  but,  plain  and  bluntly,— "To  the  king? 
Hath  be  forgot  bo  is  his  sovereign ! 
Or  doth  this  churlish  superscription 
Pretend  some  alteration  in  good  will  ? 
What's  here  ?  [Eeads.^  "  I  have,  upon  e^eciai  cause, 
Mov  d  with  compassion  of  my  country's  wreck. 
Together  with  the  pitifal  complaints 
Of  such  as  your  oppression  feeds  upon, — 
Forsaken  your  pernieions  faction, 
And  join'd  with  Charles,  the  rightful  king  of  France  " 

O,  monstrous  treachery  1    Can  this  be  so, 

That  in  alliance,  amity,  and  oaths. 

There  should  be  found  such  false  dissembling  guile  ? 

K.  Hen.  What  1  doth  my  nnele  Burgundy  revolt  ? 

Oh.  He  doth,  my  lord ;  and  fe  become  yonr  foe. 

K.  Men._  Is  that  the  worst  this  letter  doth  contain  I 

(rlo.  It  IS  the  worst,  and  all,  my  lord,  h«  writes 

K.  Hen,  Why  then,  lord  Talbot,  there,  shall  talk  with  him. 

And  give  him  chastisement  for  this  abuse : 

How  say  you,  my  lord  ?  are  you  not  content  ? 

Tal.  Content,  my  liege  I     Yes,  but  that  I  am  prevented 
I  slionld  have  begg'd  I  might  have  been  employ'd. 

K.Hen.  Then  gather  strength,  and  march  unto  bim  straight  ■ 
i*t  him  perceive  how  ill  we  brook  his  treason. 
And  what  offence  it  is  to  flout  hb  friends. 

Tal.  I  go,  my  lord ;  in  lieart  desiring  still 
lOu  may  behold  confusion  of  your  foes.  \Exit. 

Enter  Vebhok  and  Bassbt. 

Ver.  Grant  me  the  combat,  gracious  sovereign  I 
B<M.  And  me,  my  lord,  grant  me  the  combat  too ! 
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Fori  This  is  my  servant :  Lear  Tiim,  notile  prince ! 
Som.  And  this  is  mine  :  sweet  Henry,  favor  him ! 
JC.  Sen.  Be  patient,  lords ;  and  give  tiiem  leave  to  speak.— 
Say,  gentlemen,  what  makes  yon  tlias  exclaim  S 
And  wherefore  crave  you  combat  ?  or  with  whom  ? 
Ver  With  him,  my  lord ;  for  he  hath  done  me  wrong. 
Bas.  And  I  with  him ;  for  he  hath  done  me  wrong.       ^ 
K.  nen.  What  is  that  wrong  whereof  you  hoth  complain  ( 
First  let  me  know,  and  then  I'll  answer  yoa. 

Bos.  Crossing  the  sea  from  England  into  France, 
This  fellow,  here,  with  envious  carpmg  tougno, 
Upbraided  me  about  the  rose  I  wear ; 
Saying,  the  sanguine  color  of  the  leaves 
Did  represent  my  master's  blushing  cheeks, 
When  stubbornly  be  did  repugn  the  truth 
About  a  certain  question  in  the  law, 
Argu'd  betwixt  the  duke  of  York  and  hmi ; 
"With  other  vile  and  ignommious  terms : 
In  confutation  of  which  rude  reproach, 
And  in  defence  of  my  lord's  worthiness, 
I  crave  the  benefit  of  law  of  arms. 

Ver.  And  that  is  my  petition,  noble  lord : 
For  though  he  seem,  with  forgM  quwut  conceit, 
To  set  a  gloss  upon  his  bold  intent, 
Yet  know,  my  lord,  I  was  provok'd  by  him ; 
And  he  first  took  exceptions  at  this  badge, 
Pronouncing,  that  the  paleness  of  this  flower 
Bewray'd  the  faintness  of  my  master's  heart. 
YctIc  Will  not  this  malice,  Somerset,  be  left! 
Som.  Your  private  grudge,  my  lord  of  York,  will  out, 
Though  ne'er  bo  cunningly  you  smother  it.  _ 

K.  Hen.  Good  lord,  what  madness  mlea  in  brain-siek  men, 
"When,  for  so  slight  and  frivolousa  cause, 
Such  factious  emulations  shall  arise  I — 
Good  cousins  both,  of  York  and  Somerset, 
Quiet  yourselves,  I  pray,  and  be  at  peace. 

Yofk.  Let  this  dissension  first  be  tried  by  hght, 
And  then  your  highness  shall  command  a  peace. 
Som.  The  quarrel  touoheth  none  but  us  alone ; 
Betwixt  ourselves  let  us  decide  it,  then. 

Torle.  There  is  my  pledge ;  accept  it,  Somerset. 
Yet.  Nay,  let  it  rest  where  it  began  at  first. 
Bos.  Confirm  it  so,  mine  honorable  lord. 
Glo.  Confirm  it  so  1     Confounded  be  your  strife  I 
And  perish  ye,  with  your  audacious  prate  1 
Presumptuous  vassals,  are  you  not  asham  d, 
"With  this  immodest  clamorous  outrage 
To  trouble  and  disturb  the  king  and  us  ?— 
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And  yon,  my  lords,— metMnks  you  do  not  well 
To  bear  with  their  perverse  objections ; 
Much  less  to  take  occasion  from  their  mouths, 
To  rdse  a  mutiny  betwixt  yourselves : 
Let  me  persuade  you  take  a  better  course. 

Exe.h,  grieves  his  highness :— good  my  lords,  be  friends. 

K.  Sen.  Come  hither,  you  that  would  be  combatants ; 
Henceforth  I  chaise  you,  as  you  love  our  favor, 

Quite  to  forget  this  quarrel  and  the  cause. 

And  you,  my  lords,  remember  where  we  are ; 

la  France,  amongst  a  fickle  wavering  nation :' 

If  they  perceive  dissension  in  our  looks, 

And  that  within  oui-selves  we  disagree, 

How  will  their  grudging  afomachs  be  provok'd 

To  wilful  disobedience,  and  rebel? 

Beside,  what  infamy  will  there  arise, 

When  foreign  princes  shall  be  certifie'd. 

That  for  a  toy,  a  thing  of  no  regard. 

King  Henry's  peers,  and  chief  nobility, 

Destroj'd  themselves,  and  lost  the  reahn  of  France 

O,  tbmlc  upon  the  conquest  of  my  father ; 

My  tendor  years;  and  let  us  not  forego 

That  for  a  trifle,  that  was  bought  with  blood  1 

Let  me  be  umpire  in  this  doubtful  strife. 

I  see  no  reasou,  if  I  wear  this  rose,  [Pulling  on  a  red  rose. 

lliflt  any  one  should  therefore  be  suspicious 

I  more  incline  to  Somerset,  than  Tort : 

Both  are  my  kinsmen,  and  I  love  them  both : 

Therefore,  as  we  hither  came  in  peace. 

So  let  us  still  continue  peace  and  love. — 

Cousin  of  York,  we  institute  your  grace 

To  be  our  regent  in  these  parts  of  France  :— 

And,  good  my  lord  of  Somerset,  unite 

Your  troops  of  horsemen  with  his  bands  of  foot ; 

And  like  true  subjects,  sons  of  your  pi-ogenitors. 

Go  cheerfully  together,  and  digest 

Your  angry  choler  on  your  enemies. 

Ourself,  my  lord  protector,  and  the  rest. 

After  some  respite,  will  return  to  Calais ; 

From  thence  to  England ;  whece  I  hope  ere  long 

To  be  presented  by  your  victories, 

With  Charles,  Alenfon,  and  that  traitorous  rout. 

[Fhuriih.    Exeunt  King  Hknkt,  Glo.  Som.  Win.  Sue 
amd  Basset. 

War.  My  lord  of  York,  I  promise  you,  the  king 
Prettily,  methought,  did  play  the  orator. 

York.  And  so  he  did ;  but  yet  I  lite  it  no 
Iq  that  lie  wears  the  badge  of  Somerset. 
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War.  Tuali  1  that  waa  but  liia  fancy,  blame  him  not ; 
I  dare  presume,  sweet  prince,  he  thought  no  harm. 

Yori.  An  if  I  wist  he  did, — But  let  it  rest ; 
Other  afEairs  must  now  be  managed. 

[Bx&unt  YoBK,  Waewidk,  and  YsRSOis, 

Exe.  Well  didst  tliou,  Eioliard,  to  suppress  thy  voice ; 
For,  liad  the  passions  of  thy  heart  burst  out, 
1 1'ear  we  should  have  seen  decipb^er'd  there, 
More  rancorous  spite,  more  furious  ragmg  bi-oila. 
Than  yet  can  be  imagin'd  or  suppoa'd. 
But  howsoe'er,  no  sunple  man  that  sees 
This  jarring  discord  of  nobility. 
This  shouldering  of  each  other  in  the  court, 
This  factions  bandying  of  their  favorites, 
But  that  it  doth  presage  Bome  ill  event. 
'Tis  much,  when  se_eptces  are  in  children's  hands ; 
But  more,  when  envy  breeds  nnkind  divfeion :  _ 

There  comes  the  ruin,  there  begins  confusion.  \Exit. 

SCEtTE  lll.—Plaini  in  Gascony. 
Enter  Yoke,  leith  forces;  to  him,  a  Messenger. 

Yorh.  Are  not  the  speedy  scouts  retum'd  again, 
That  dogg'd  the  mighty  army  of  the  Dauphin ! 

Mesi>.  They  are  return'd,  my  lord  ;  and  give  it  out, 
That  he  is  maroh'd  to  Bourdeaui  with  his  power, 
To  fight  with  Talbot :  as  he  march'd  along, 
Bv  your  espials  were  discovered 
Two  mightier  troops  than  that  the  Dauphin  led : 
Which  join'd  with  him,  and  made  their  inarch  for  Bourdeaus. 

Yorh  A  plague  npon  that  villain  Somerset, 
That  thus  delays  my  promised  supply 
Of  horsemen,  that  were  levied  for  this  siege  1 
Renowned  Talbot  doth  expect  my  wd ; 
And  I  am  lonted  by  a  traitor  vUlain, 
And  cannot  help  the  noble  chevalier: 
God  comfort  him  in  this  necesMty  1 
If  he  miscarry,  farewell  wars  in  France. 

JSnter  Sir  William  Lfct. 

Luey.  Thou  princely  leader  of  onr  English  strength, 
Kever  ao  needful  on  the  earth  of  France, 
Spur  to  the  rescue  of  the  nobie  Talbot, 
Who  now  is  girdled  with  a  waist  of  iron. 
And  hemm'd  about  with  grim  destruclion. 
To  Bourdeaux,  warlike  duke !  to  Bourdeaux,  York! 
3^se,  farewell  Talbot,  France,  and  England's  honor. 


Hosted  by  Google 


KING  HENRY  VI.  203 

York.  0  heaven,  that  Sonierset,— who  in  proud  heart 
Doth  fitop  my  cornets,*— were  in  Talbot's  pkce  1 
So  shonld  we  save   a  vaJiant  gentleman. 
By  forleitmg  a  traitor  and  a  coward. 
Mad  ire,  and  wrathful  fury,  make  me  weep 
Tliat  thus  we  die,  while  remiss  traitors  deep. 

Lusy.  O,  send  some  succor  to  the  distress'd  lord  I 

York.  He  dies,  we  lose ;  I  break  my  warlike  word ; 
We  mourn,  France  smiles ;  we  lose,  they  daily  get ; 
All  'long  of  this  vile  trmtor  Somereet. 

jMcy.  Then  heaven  take  mercy  on  brave  Talbot's  soul 
And  on  hia  son,  young  John ;  whom  two  hours  since 
I  met  in  travel  toward  his  warlike  fether. 
This  seven  years  did  not  Talbot  see  his  boe; 
And  now  they  meet  where  both  their  lives  are  done. 

York.  Alas,  what  joy  shall  noble  Talbot  have, 
To  bid  his  young  son  welcome  to  his  grave  \ 
Away  I  vexation  almost  stops  my  breath. 
That  sunder'd  friends  greet  m  the  hoar  of  death. — 
Lucy,  farewell  r  no  more  my  fortune  can, 
But  curse  the  canse  I  cannot  aid  the  man. — 
Maine,  Blois,  Poictiers,  and  Tours,  are  won  away, 
'Long  all  of  Somerset  and  his  delay.  [Exit  with  forces. 

Lucy.  Thus,  while  the  vulture  of  sedition 
Feeds  in  the  bosom  of  such  great  commanders. 
Sleeping  neglection  doth  betray  to  loss 
The  conquest  of  our  soarce-oold  conqueror, 
That  ever-living  man  of  memory, 
Henry  the  fifth ; — ^whilea  they  each  other  cross. 
Lives,  honors,  lands,  and  all,  hurry  to  loss,  [Exit 


SCENE  ~Y.-"  The  English  Camp  near  Bourdeaui. 
Enter  Talbot  and  Sows  hU  Son. 
TuL  O  young  John  Talbot  1     I  did  send  for  thee 
To  tutor  thee  in  stratagems  of  war, 
That  Talbot's  name  might  be  in  theo  reviv'd, 
When  sapless  age,  and  weak  unable  limbs. 
Should  bring  tby  father  to  his  drooping  chair. 
Hut,-— 0,  malignant  and  ill-bodmg  stars ! — 
Now  thou  art  come  nnto  a  feast  of  death, 
A  terrible  and  nnavoided  danger : 
Therefore,  dear  boy,  mount  on  my  swiftest  horse ; 
And  rii  direct  thee  how  thou  shalt  escape. 
By  sudden  flight :  come,  dally  not,  begone. 
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Joh-n.  Is  my  name  Talbot!  and  am  I  your  son  1 
And  shall  I  fly  ?    0,  if  you  love  my  "nother, 
Dishonor  not  her  honorable  name ; 
The  world  will  say  lio  is  not  Talbot's  blood, 
That  basely  fled  when  noble  Talbot  stood. 

Tal.  Fly  to  revenge  my  death,  if  I  he  slain. 

John.  He  that  flies  so  will  ne'er  return  again. 

Tal.  If  we  both  stay,  we  both  are  Bure  to  die. 

John.  Then  let  me  stay;  and,  father,  do  you  fly ; 
Tour  loss  is  great,  so  your  regard  should  be ; 
My  worth  unknown,  no  loss  is  known  in  me. 
Upon  my  death  the  French  can  little  boast ; 
In  youra  they  will,  in  you  all  hopes  are  lost. 
Flight  cannot  stain  the  honor  you  have  won; 
But  mine  it  will,  that  no  exploit  have  done : 
You  fled  for  vantage,  every  one  will  swear ; 
But  if  I  bow,  they'll  say  it  was  for  fear. 
There  is  no  hope  that  ever  I  will  stay, 
If,  the  first  hour,  I  shrink  and  ran  away. 
Here,  on  my  knee,  I  beg  mortality. 
Gather  than  life  preserv'd  with  infamy. 

Tal.  Shall  all  fliy  mother's  hopes  lie  in  one  tomb? 
Upon  my  blessing,  I  command  thee  go. 

John.  To  fight  I  will,  but  not  to  fly  the  foe. 

Tal,  Part  of  thy  father  may  be  sav'd  in  thee. 

John.  No  part  of  him  but  will  be  shame  in  me. 

Tal,  Thou  never  hadst  renown,  nor  canst  not  lose  it. 

John.  Tes,  your  renowned  name:  sliall  flight  abuse  it? 

Tal.  Thy  father's  charge  shall  clear  thee  from  that  stain, 

John,  You  cannot  witness  for  me,  being  slain. 
If  death  be  so  apparent,  then  both  fly. 

Tal.  And  leave  my  followers  here,  to  fight,  and  die  f 
My  age  was  never  tainted  with  such  shame. 

John.  And  shall  my  youth  be  guilty  of  such  biame? 
No  more  can  I  be  sever'd  from  your  side. 
Than  can  yourself  yourself  in  twain  divide: 
Stay,  go,  do  what  you  will,  the  like  do  I; 
For  live  I  will  not,  if  my  father  die. 

Tal.  Then  here  I  take  my  leave  of  thee,  fair  son. 
Bom  to  eclipse  thy  life  this  afternoon. 
Come,  side  by  ade  together  live  and  die ; 
And  soul  with  soul  from  France  to  heaven  fly.  [Exei 
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SCENE  Nil.— Anollmr  Fart  <if  llie  Field. 


Tal.  Where  is  my  other  life  ? — mine  own  is  gone ; — 
O,  Where's  young  Talbot?  where  is  valiant  John! — 
Triumphant  death,  smear'd  with  captivity, 
Toung  Talbot's  valor  makes  me  8mUe  at  thee. — 
"When,  he  perceiv'd  me  elirink,  and  on  my  iuiee. 
His  bloody  sword  he  brandish'd  over  me 
And,  lilie  a  hungry  lion,  did  commence 
Eough  deeds  of  rage,  and  stem  impatience ; 
But  when  my  angry  guardant  stood  alone, 
Tendering  my  ruin,  and  aasaii'd  of  none, 
Dizsy-ey'd  fury,  and  great  rage  of  heart, 
Suddenly  made  him  from  my  side  to  start 
Into  the  clust'ring  battle  of  the  French ; 
And  in  that  sea  of  blood  my  hoy  did  drench 
His  overmonnting  spirit ;  and  there  died 
My  learns,  my  blossom,  in  his  pride. 

Serv.  O,  my  dear  lord,  lo,  where  your  son  is  borne ! 
Enter  Soldiers,  bearing  the  lody  ofSoss  Taibot, 

Tal.  Thon  antiok,  death,  which  laugh'st  us  here  to  scorn. 
Anon,  from  thy  insulting  tyranny, 
Coupled  in  bonds  of  perpetuity. 
Two  Talbots  winged  through  the  lither  sky, 
In  thy  despite,  shall  'scape  mortality. — 
O  thon,  whose  wounds  become  hard-favor'd  death. 
Speak  to  thy  father,  ere  thou  yield  thy  breath ! 
Brave  death  by  speaking,  whether  he  will  or  no ; 
Imagine  him  a  Frenchman,  and  thy  foe. — 
Poor  boyl  he  smiles,  methinfes,  as  who  should  say. 
Had  death  been  French,  then  death  hath  died  to-day. — 
Come,  come,  and  lay  him  in  his  father's  arms  : 
My  spirit  can  no  longer  bear  these  harms. 
Soldiers,  adieu  1     I  have  what  I  woTild  have. 
Now  my  old  arras  are  young  John  Talbot's  grave.  [Diea. 

Alarum».     Exeunt  Soldiers  and  Servant,  leaving  the  two  bodies. 
Enter  Ohables,  Alenqon,  Buhgdndt,  Oelkahs,  La  Pdcki.le, 

Char.  Bad  Tort  and  Somerset  brought  resene  in, 
We  should  have  found  a  bloody  day  of  this, 

Orl.  How  the  young  whelp  of  Talbot's,  raging  wood, 
Did  flesh  his  puny  sword  in  Fi'enchmen's  blood  1 

Puc.  Once  I  encountcr'd  him,  and  thus  I  said, 
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"  Thou  maiden  jmith,  be  vanqnish'd  T)y  a  maid :  " 

But,  with  a  proud  mnjestioal  nigh  scorn. 

He  answered  thus, — "  Young  Talbot  was  not  bora 

To  be  the  pUlage  of  a  giglot  wench : " 

So,  rushing  in  the  bowels  of  the  French, 

He  left  me  proudly,  as  unworthy  fight. 

BaT.  Doubtless,  he  would  have  made  a  noble  knight  :— 
See,  where  ho  Ilea  inhersed  in  the  arms 
Of  the  most  bloody  nurser  of  his  harms! 

Orl.  Hew  thoru  to  pieces,  hack  their  bones  asnnder. 
Whose  life  was  England's  glory,  Gallia's  wonder. 

Char.  0,  no,  forbear  I  for  that  which  we  have  fled 
Daring  the  life,  let  us  not  wrong  it  dead. 
Enter  Sir  William  Lucr,  attended  ;  a  French  Herald  preceding. 

Lucy.  Herald,  conduct  m©  to  the  Dauphin's  tent. 
To  know  ivlio  hath  obtain'd  the  glory  of  the  day. 

Gkar,  On  what  submissive  message  art  thou  sent? 

Lucy.  Submission,  Dauphin  1  'tis  a  mere  French  word ; 
We  English  warriors  wot  not  what  it  means. 
I  come  to  know  what  prisoners  thou  hast  ta'en, 
And  to  survey  the  bodies  <rf  the  dead. 

GKar.  For  prisoners  ask'st  thou? 
Bat  teil  me  whom  thou  seek'at, 

Lv/iy.  Where  is  the  great  Alcides  of  the  field, 
Valiant  lord  Talbot,  earl  of  Shrewsbury  ? 

Pile.  Him,  that  thon  magniflest  with  these  titles. 
Stinking,  and  fly-blown,  lies  hero  at  our  feet. 

Lucy.  Is  Talbot  slain,—the  Frenchmen's  only  soonrge, 
Your  kingdom's  terror  and  black  Nemesis  ? 
O,  wore  mine  oyc-balls  into  bullets  turn'd, 
That  I,  in  rage,  might  shoot  them  at  your  faces ! 
O,  that  I  could  but  call  these  dead  to  life ! 
It  were  enoagh  to  fWght  the  realm  of  France: 
Were  but  his  picture  left  among  jou  here, 
It  would  amaze  the  proudest  of  you  all. 
Give  me  their  bodies,  that  I  may  bear  them  hence, 
And  give  them  burial  as  beseems  their  worth. 

Puc.  I  think  this  npstart  is  old  Talbot's  ghost. 
He  speaks  with  such  a  proud  commanding  spirit. 

Gkar.  Geo,  take  their  bodies  hence. 

Lucy.  I'll  bear  them  hence  r 

But  from  their  ashes  shall  be  rear'd 
A  ph^eniz  that  shall  make  all  France  afeard. 

Char.  So  we  be  rid  of  them,  do  with  'em  what  Uiou  wilt. — 
And  now  to  Paris,  in  this  conqnerbg  vein : 
All  will  be  ours,  now  bloody  Talbot's  slain.  ,  [.Eceura(. 
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8CEXE  I.— London.    A  Room,  in  tlie  Palace. 
EnleT  Kjsq  Heney,  Glostee,  and  Esetee. 

K.  Hen.  Have  you  perus'd  the  letters  from  the  pope, 
The  emperor,  and  the  earl  of  Armagnac? 

Olo.  I  have,  my  lord ;  and  their  intent  is  this ; — 
They  humbly  sne  unto  your  escellenoe, 
To  have  a  godly. peaee  concluded  of, 
Between  the  realms  of  England  and  of  Trance. 

JC.  Hen.  How  doth  your  grace  affect  their  motion  ? 

Glo.  Well,  my  good  lord ;  and  as  the  only  means 
To  stop  effnsion  of  our  Christian  blood. 
And  'stablish  quietness  on  every  side. 

K.  Hen.  Ay,  marry,  uncle ;  for  I  always  thonght. 
It  was  both  impious  and  unnatural. 
That  such  immanity*  and  bloody  strife 
Should  reign  araong  professors  of  one  faith. 

Glo.  Beside,  my  lord,  the  sooner  to  effect 
And  surer  bind  this  knot  of  amity. 
The  earl  of  Armagnac, — near  knit  to  Charles, 
A  man  of  groat  authority  in  France, — 
Proffers  his  only  daughter  to  your  grace 
In  marriage,  with  a  large  and  sumptuous  dowry. 

K.  Hen.  Marriage,  uncle!  alas,  my  years  are  young; 
And  fitter  is  my  stndy  and  my  books. 
Yet,  call  th'  embassadors ;  and,  as  yon  please, 
80  let  tbem  have  their  answers  every  one : 
1  shall  be  wel!  content  with  any  choice, 
Tends  to  God's  glory,  and  my  country's  weal. 
Enter  a  Legate,  and  two  Embassadors,  with  Winohkstee,  j 
Oaemhal  BEAnroET,  OTid  haiited  acmrdingly. 

Sxe.  [Asid^.]  What,  is  my  lord  of  "Wincheater  install'd, 
And  call'd  unto  a  cardinal's  degree ! 
Then,  I  perceive  that  will  be  verified, 
Henry  the  fifth  did  sometime  prophesy, 
"  If  once  he  come  to  be  a  cardinal. 
He'll  make  his  cap  co-equal  with  the  crown." 

H.  Hen.  My  lords  embassadors,  your  several  suits 
Have  been  consider'd  and  debated  on. 
Tour  purpose  is  both  good  and  reasonable ; 
And  therefore  are  we  certainly  resolv'd 
To  draw  conditions  of  a  friendly  peace ; 
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Wiich,  by  my  lord  of  WiEchester,  we  mean 
Shall  be  transported  presently  to  France. 

Glo.  And  for  the  proffer  of  my  lord,  jonr  master, 
1  have  inform'd  his  highness  ao  at  large, 
As,— liking  of  the  lady's  virtuous  gifts, 
Her  beanty,  and  the  value  of  her  dower, — 
He  doth  intend  she  shall  be  England's  queen. 

E.  Hen.  [To  the  Emb.]  lu  argument  and  proof  of  lihich  con- 
Bear  her  thia  jewel,  pledge  of  my  affection, — 
And  80,  my  lord  protector,  see  tiiem  guarded. 
And  safdy  brouglit  to  Dover ;  where,  inshipp'd, 
Commit  them  to  the  fortune  of  the  sea. 

[Btseunt  King  Hekry  and  train;  Glosikb, 
ExETEE,  and  Embassadors. 

Will.  Now,  Winchester  will  not  snbmit,  I  trow, 
Or  be  inferior  to  the  proudest  peer. 
Humphrey  of  Gloster,  thou  shalt  well  perceive, 
That,  neither  in  birth,  or  for  authority. 
The  bishop  will  be  overborne  by  thee : 
ril  either  make  thee  stoop,  and  bend  thy  knee. 
Or  sack  this  country  with  a  mutiny.  [Emt 

SCENE  in.— Erance.    Btfore  Angiers. 
Alarum.     Excursions.     Enter  La  Pucblle. 
Pve.  The  regent  conquers,  and  the  Frenchmen  fly. — 
Now  help,  ye  charming  spells  and  periapts;* 
And  ye  Moice  spirits  that  admonish  me. 

And  give  me  signs  of  future  accidents, —  [Tktinder. 

You  speedy  helpers,  that  are  substitutes 
Under  the  lordly  monarch  of  the  north. 
Appear,  and  aid  me  in  this  enterprise  1 
Enter  Fiends. 
This  speedy  and  quick  appearance  argues  proof 
Of  your  accustom'd  diligence  to  me. 
Now,  ye  familiar  spirits,  that  are  cuH'd 
Out  of  the  powerful  legions  under  earth. 
Help  me  this  once,  that  France  may  get  the  field. — 

[Tkej/  Kali:  about,  and  speak  not 
O,  hold  me  not  witli  silence  over-long. 
"Where  I  was  wont  to  feed  yon  with  my  blood, 
I'll  lop  a  member  off,  and  give  it  you. 
In  earnest  of  a  farther  benefit ; 
So  you  do  condescend  to  help  me  now. — 

[They  Jiang  their  heads. 
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No  hope  to  Lave  redress?— My  body  shall 
Pay  recompense,  if  yoii  will  grant  my  suit. — 

\Tliey  slmke  their  heads. 
Cannot  my  body,  nor  blood- sacrifice. 
Entreat  you  to  your  wonted  fartheranee? 
Then  talie  my  soul, — my  body,  soul,  and  all. 
Before  that  England  give  the  French  the  foil.  [Th^j  depart. 

See,  they  forsake  me  1     Now  the  time  is  come. 
That  Frauce  must  vdl  her  lofty-plumSd  crest, 
And  let  her  head  fall  into  England's  lap. 
My  ancient  incantations  are  too  weak, 
And  fiends  too  strong  for  me  to  buckle  with : 
Now,  France,  thy  glory  droopeth  to  the  dnst,  [Exit. 

Alaiiim.    Enter  French  and  Englu]i,JigMing  ;  La  Ppcbu.e  and 
'YouY.  fight  hand  to  hand :  La  Pitcblle  is  Ulen.    The  H-eneh 
PJ- 
Yorlc.  Damsel  of  France,  I  think  I  have  you  fast : 
Unchain  your  spirita  now  with  spelling  charms, 
And  try  if  they  can  gam  your  liberty. — 
See,  how  the  ngiy  witcii  doth  bend  her  brows, 
As  if,  with  Circe,  she  wonid  change  my  sliape. 

Puc.  Ohang'd  to  a  worser  ehape  thou  canst  not  be. 
^  York.  0,  Cliarlea  the  Dauphin  is  a  proper  man ; 
No  shape  but  his  can  please  yonr  dainty  eye. 

Pue.  A  plaguing  mischief  light  on  Charles,  and  thee! 
And  may  ye  both  be  suddenly  snrpria'd 
By  bloody  hands,  in  sleeping  on  yonr  beds! 

YoTk.  Fell  banning  hag,  enchantress,  hold  thy  tongue ! 

Puc.  I  pr'ythee,  give  me  leave  to  curse  awhile. 

Yorh.  Curse,  miscreant,  when  thon  comest  to  the  stalie. 

[Exeunt. 
Alarum.    Enter  Suffoi^,  leading  in  Lady  Maeoaeet. 

Sit/.  Be  what  thou  wilt,  thon  art  my  prisoner.  [  Gases  on  her. 
O  fairest  beauty,  do  not  fear,  nor  fly, 
J'or  I  will  touch  thee  tut  with  reverent  band? 
And  lay  them  gently  on  tliy  tender  side. 
"Who  ai-t  thou  ?  say,  that  I  may  honor  thee. 
^ar-  Margaret  my  name,  and  daughter  to  a  king, 
The  kmg  of  Naples,— whosoe'er  thon  art. 

Siif.  An  earl  I  ara,  and  Suffolk  am  I  call'd. 
Be  not  offended,  nature's  miracle, 
Thon  art  allotted  to  be  ta'en  by  mo: 
So  doth  the  swan  her  downy  cygnets  save, 
Keeping  them  prisoners  nndemeath  her  wings. 
Yet  if  this  servile  usage  once  offend, 
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Go,  and  be  free  again,  as  Suffolk's  friend. 

[She  turns  avsay  as  going. 
O,  stay ! — I  have  no  power  to  let  her  pass ; 
My  Land  would  free  her,  hot  my  heart  says — no. 
As  plays  the  saa  upon  the  glassy  streams, 
Twinkling  another  oounterfeited  beam, 
So  seems  this  gorgeous  heauty  to  mine  eyes. 
Fain  would  I  woo  her,  yet  I  dare  not  speak ; 
I'll  call  for  pen  and  ink,  and  write  my  mind : — 
Tie,  De-la-Poole  I  disable  not  thyself; 
Ilast  not  a  tongue  ?  is  she  not  here  thy  prisoner  ? 
Wilt  thou  be  daunted  at  a  woman's  sight  f 
Ay,  beauty's  princely  majesty  ia  such, 
Confounds  the  tongue,  and  makes  the  senses  rough. 

Mar.  Say,  earl  of  Suffolk, — if  thy  name  be  so, — 
What  ransom  must  I  pay  before  1  pass? 
For,  I  perceive,  I  am  thy  prisoner. 

Suf.  [Aside.]  How  canst  thou  tell  she  will  deny  thy  suit, 
Before  tnou  make  a  trial  of  her  love  ? 

Mar.  Why  speak'st  thoQ  not?  what  ransom  must  I  pay? 

Svf.  [Aside.]  She's  beautiful,  and  therefore  to  be  ivoo'd; 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  to  be  won. 

Mar,  Wilt  thou  accept  of  ransom,  yea,  or  no? 

St^f.  [Aside.']  Fond  man  1  remember,  that  thou  hast  a  wife. 

Mar.  I  were  best  to  leave  him,  for  he  will  hot  hear. 

Svf.  [Aside.]  There  all  is  marr'd  ;  there  lies  a  cooling  card. 

Mar.  He  talks  at  random  :  sure,  the  man  is  mad, 

Suf.  [Aside.]  And  yet  a  dispensation  may  be  had. 

2mr.  And  yet  I  would  that  you  would  answer  me. 

Suf.  [Aside.]  I'll  win  this  lady  Margaret.     For  whom? 
Why,  for  my  kirg :  tush,  that's  a  wooden  thing] 

Mar.  [Cherhearing Mm.]  He  talks  of  wood:  it  is  some  car- 

Svf.  [Aaide^  Tet  so  my  fancy  may  be  satisfied, 
And  peace  established  between  these  realms. 
But  there  remains  a  scrnple  in  that,  too ; 
For  though  her  father  be  the  king  of  Naples, 
Dnke  of  Anjon  and  Maine,  yet  is  he  poor, 
And  our  nohiUty  will  scorn  the  match. 

Mar.  Hear  ye,  captain, — are  yon  not  at  leisure? 

Si'f.  [Aside.]  It  shall  be  so,  disdwn  they  ne'er  so  much : 
Henry  is  youthfiil,  and  will  qnlckly  yield. — 
Madam,  I  have  a  secret  to  reveal, 

Mar.  [Aside.]  What  though  I  be  enthrall'd  ?  he  seems  a  knight, 
And  will  not  any  way  dishonor  me. 

Si^f.  Lady,  vouchsafe  to  listen  what  I  say. 

Mar.  [Aside.l  Perhaps,  I  shall  bo  rescu'd  by  the  French ; 
And  then  I  need  not  crave  his  courtesy. 
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Sv/.  Sweet  madam,  give  me  hearing  in  a  cause — 
Say,  gentle  princess,  would  you  not  suppose 
Your  bondage  happy,  to  be  made  a  queenf 

Mar.  To  be  a  queen  in  bondage  is  more  vile 
Than  is  a  slave  in  base  serviUty ; 
For  princes  should  be  free. 

Sv/.  And  so  shall  you. 

If  happy  England's  royal  king  be  free. 

Mar.  Why,  what  concerns  his  freedom  unto  me  t 

Siif.  I'll  undertake  to  make  thee  Henry's  queen; 
To  put  a  golden,  sceptre  in  thy  hand. 
And  set  a  precious  crown  upon  thy  head, 
If  thon  wilt  condescend  to  be  my — 

Mar.  What  f 

Svf.  His  love. 

Mar.  I  am  imworthy  to  be  Henry's  wife, 

Svf.  No,  gentle  madam ;  I  unworthy  am 
To  woo  80  fair  a  dame  to  be  his  wife. 
And  have  no  portion  in  the  choice  myself. 
How  say  you,  madam, — are  yon  so  content? 

Mar.  An  if  my  fether  please,  I  am  content. 

Siif.  Then,  call  our  captains,  and  our  colors  forth ! — 

[Troops  come/orteard. 
And,  madam,  at  yonr  fatlior's  caafle  walls 
"We'll  crave  a  parley,  to  confer  with  him. 

A  parley  bounded.     Ettter  Rsiqiuge,  en,  the  trails. 

Svf.  See,  Eeignior,  see  thy  daughter  prisoner  ! 

Bdg.  To  whom  i 

Svf.  To  me. 

Edg.  Suffolk,  what  remedy ! 

I  am  a  soldier,  and  unapt  to  weep, 
Or  to  eielaim  on  fortune's  fickleness. 

Stif.  Yes,  there  is  remedy  eaongh,  my  lord : 
Consent  (and,  for  thy  honor,  give  consent) 
Thy  daughter  shall  be  wedded  to  my  king ; 
"Whom  I  with  pain  have  woo'd  and  won  thereto, 
And  this  her  easy-held  imprisonment 
Hath  gain'd  thy  daughter  princely  liberty. 

Eeig.  Speaks  Suffolk  as  he  thinks  J 

Suf.  Fair  Margaret  knows 

That  Suffolk  doth  not  flatter,  face,  or  feign. 

Eeig.  Upon  thy  princely  warrant,  I  descend 
To  give  thee  answer  of  thy  just  demand. 

Svf.  And  here  I  will  expect  thy  coming. 

[Mxit  'B.tiQsiEB.from  tJie  tcalU. 
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Trumpets  sound.    Enter  Esighier,  lelow. 

Jisig.  "Welcome,  brave  earl,  into  our  territories; 
Command  ia  Anjou  what  your  honor  pleases. 

8vf.  Thanks,  Eeignier,  happy  for  so  sweet  a  cliUd, 
Fit  to  be  made  companion  with  a  king : 
What  answei-  makes  your  grace  unto  my  snit ! 

Eeig.  Since  thou  dost  deign  to  woo  her  little  worth 
To  he  the  princely  bride  of  saoh  a  loril, 
Upon  condition  I  may  quietly 
Enjoy  mine  own,  the  connty  Maine,  and  Anjou, 
Free  from  oppression  or  the  stroke  of  war, 
My  daughter  shall  be  Henry's,  if  he  please, 

Suf.  That  is  her  ranaom,— I  deliver  her ; 
And  those  two  counties,  I  will  undertake. 
Your  grace  shall  well  and  quietly  enjoy. 

Meig.  And  I  again,  in  Henry's  royfll  name. 
As  deputy  nnto  that  gracious  king. 
Give  thee  her  hand,  for  sign  of  plighted  faith. 

Siif.  Reignier  of  France,  I  give  thee  kingly  thonka, 
Because  this  is  intrafao  of  a  king:— 
fdaide.]  And  yet,  methinks,  I  could  be  well  content 
To  be  mine  own  attorney  in  this  case. — 
[To  Eeio.]  I'll  over,  then,  to  England  with  this  news, 
And  make  this  marriage  to  be  solemniz'd. 
So,  farewell,  Eeignier ;  set  this  diamond  safe 
In  golden  palaces,  as  it  becomes. 

Eeig.  I  do  embraee  thee,  as  I  would  embrace 
The  Christian  prince,  king  Henry,  were  he  here. 

Mar.  Farewell,  my  lord ;  good  wishes,  praise,  and  prayers. 
Shall  Suffolk  ever  have  of  Margaret.  {Going. 

Su/.  Farewell,  sweet  madam ;  but  hark  you,  Ifargare^ — 
No  princely  commendations  to  my  king  1 

Mar.  Such  commendations  as  become  his  servant,  say  to  him, 

Suf.  Words  sweetly  plac'd,  and  modestly  directed. 
Bat,  madam,  I  must  tronble  you  again, — 
No  loving  token  to  his  majesty! 

Mar,  Yes,  my  good  lord, — a  pnre  unspotted  heart, 
Never  yet  taint  with  love,  I  send  the  king. 

Suf.  And  this  withal.  [Kmes  her. 

Mar.  That  for  thyself:  I  will  not  so  presume, 
To  send  such  peevidi  tokens  to  a  king. 

{Hkmint  Reign'iek  and,  SliRBAHBT. 
Suf.  O,  wert  thon  for  myself  I— But  Suflblk,  stay ; 
Thou  may'st  not  wander  in  that  labyrinth ; 
There  Minotaurs,  and  ugly  ti-easons,  Inrk. 
Solicit  Henry  with  her  wond'roas  praise  : 
Bethink  thee  on  her  vii-tues  that  surmount 
Mad  natural  gi'aces  that  extinguish  art ; 
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Eepeat  their  semblance  often  on  the  seas, 

That,  when  thou  com'st  to  kneel  at  Henry's  feet, 

ThoQ  may'st  bereave  him  of  his  wits  with  wonder.  [Ej:il. 

SCENE  lY.~Camp(f  the  1>i:ee  OF  YonK,  iiiAnjou. 
Enter  Yoke,  Tahwick,  and  others. 

Tori.  Bring  forth  that  sorceress,  condemned  to  bnra. 
Enter  Li  Pucbllb,  guarded  ;  and  a  Shepherd. 

5Aep.  Ah,  Joan,  this  Mils  thy  father's  heart  outright! 
Have  I  sought  every  oonntry  far  and  near. 
And,  now  it  is  my  chance  to  find  thee  out. 
Must  1  behold  thy  timeless  cruel  death  i 
Ah,  Joan,  sweet  daughter  Joan,  I'll  die  with  thee ! 

Piie.  Decrepit  miser  I  base  ignoble  wretch  1 
I  flm  descended  of  a  gentler  blood ; 
Thou  art  no  father,  nor  no  friend,  of  mine. 

Shep.  Out,  out  I — My  lords,  an  please  you,  'tis  not  so. 

War.  Gr.iceless !  wilt  thou  deny  thy  parentage  1 

Yorh  This  argues  what  her  kind  of  life  hath  been, — 
Wicked  and  vile ;  and  so  her  death  concludes. 

SAep,  Fie,  Joan,  that  thou  wUt  be  so  obstacle ! 
Heaven  knows,  thou  art  a  collop  of  my  flesh ; 
And  for  thy  sake  have  I  shed  many  a  tear ; 
Deny  me  not,  I  pr'ythee,  gentle  Joan, 

Pni;.  Peasant,  avaunt ! — Ton  have  suborn'd  this  man, 
Of  purpose  to  obscure  my  noble  birth. 

Shep.  Kneel  down  and  take  my  blessing,  good  my  girl. 
Wilt  thou  not  stoop  f    Now  oursid  be  the  time 
Of  thy  nativity  I 

"When  thon  didst  keep  my  Iambs  a-field, 
I  wish  some  rarenoiis  wolf  had  eaten  thee ! 
Dost  thou  deny  thy  father,  cursed  girl  ? 
0,  bum  her,  burn  her!  hanging  is  too  good.  [Exit. 

Yorh  Take  her  away;  for  she  hath  lived  too  long. 
To  fill  the  world  with  vicious  qualities. 

Pvc.  First,  let  me  tell  you  whom  you  have  condcma'd : 
Not  me  begotten  of  a  shepherd  swain, 
But  issu'd  from  the  progeny  of  kings ; 
Virtuous,  and  holy ;  choseu  from  above, 
By  inspiration  of  celestial  grace. 
To  work  exceeding  miracles  on.  earth. 
T  never  had  to  do  with  wicked  spirits : 
But  you, — that  are  polluted  with  your  lasts, 
Stain'd  with  the  guiltless  blood  of  innocents, 
Oorrapt  and  tainted  with  a  thousand  vic«s, — 
Beoaufo  you  want  the  grace  that  others  Jiavc, 
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Tou  judge  it  straight  s,  thing  impossible 

To  composa  wonders,  bat  hy  help  of  demons. 

Yori.  Away  with  her  to  execution  1 

Piie.  Will  nothing  turn  your  unrelenting  hctiitsS — 
Then  lead  me  hence ; — 
May  neyer  glorious  sun  reflex  his  benms 
Upon  the  country  where  jou  mate  abode ; 
But  darkness  and  the  gloomy  shade  of  death 
Environ  you,  till  mischief  and  despair 
Drive  yon  to  hreaE  yonr  necks,  or  hang  yourselves ! 

[Exit,  guarded. 

Yorh  Break  thou  in  pieces,  and  conajme  to  ashes, 
Thou  foul  accursed  minister  of  darkness. 

Enter  Cardinal  Beacfobt,  attended. 

Gar.  Lord  regent,  I  do  greet  yonr  excellence 
"With  letters  of  commission  from  the  king. 
For  know,  my  lords,  the  states  of  Christendom, 
Mov'd  with  remorse  of  these  ontrageons  broils. 
Have  earnestly  implor'd  a  general  peace 
Betwixt  our  nation  and  the  aspiring  French  ; 
And  here  at  hand  the  Dauphin,  and  his  train, 
Approacheth  to  confer  about  some  matter. 

Yorh.  Is  all  our  travMl  turn'd  to  this  effect? 
Shall  we  at  last  conclude  effeminate  peace? 
Have  we  not  lost  most  part  of  all  the  towns. 
By  treason,  falsehood,  and  by  treachery. 
Our  great  progenitors  had  conquered  ? — 
O,  Warwick,  'W'srwick  1  I  foresee  with  giief 
The  ntter  loss  of  all  the  realna  of  France. 

War.  Be  patient,  York:  if  we  conclude  a  peace, 
It  shall  be  with  such  strict  and  severe  covenants, 
As  little  shall  the  Frenchmen  gain  thereby. 
Enter  Cdakles,  attended,;  Alehqoh,  Oeleakb,  Eeigsieh,  and 

Ghar.  Since,  lords  of  England,  it  is  thus  t^eed, 
That  peaceful  truce  shall  be  proclaimed  in  France, 
We  come  to  be  informed  by  yourselves 
What  the  conditions  of  that  league  must  be, 

Yorh.  Bpeai,  Winchester;  for  boiling  choler  chokes 
The  hollow  passage  of  my  prison'd  voice. 
By  sight  of  these  our  baleful  enemies. 

Oar.  Charles,  and  the  rest,  it  is  enacted  thus ; — 
That,  in  regard  king  Henry  gives  consent, 
Of  mere  compassion,  and  of  lenity. 
To  ease  your  country  of  distressful  war, 
And  suffer  you  to  breathe  in  fruitful  peace, — 
You  shall  become  true  liegemen  to  his  crown ; 
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And,  Charles,  upon  ccmditioii  thoTi  wilt  swear 
To  pay  bim  tribute,  and  snbmit  thyself, 
Thou  shalt  be  plao'd  as  viceroy  under  him. 
And  stiU  enjoy  thy  regal  dignity. 

Char.  'Tis  known  already  that  I  am  possess'd 
With  more  than  half  the  QsHian  territories, 
And  therein  reverenc'd  for  their  lawful  king : 
Shall  I,  for  lucre  of  the  rest  unvanquiah'd, 
Detract  so  much  from  that  prerogative, 
As  to  be  eall'd  but  viceroy  of  the  whole ! 
N"o,  lord  embassador;  I'll  rather  keep 
That  which  I  have,  than,  coveting  for  more, 
Be  cast  from  possibility  of  all. 

York.  Insulting  Charles  I  hast  thou  by  secret  means 
Used  intercession  to  obtain  a  league. 
And,  now  the  matter  grows  to  compromise. 
Stand's!  thou  aloof  upon  comparison  ? 
Either  accept  the  title  thou  nsurp'st. 
Of  benefit  proceeding  from  our  king, 
And  not  of  any  challenge  of  desert. 
Or  we  will  plague  thee  with  incessant  wars. 

S«ig.  [Aside  to  Char.]  My  lord,  you  do  not  well  in  obstinacy 
To  cavil  m  the  coarse  of  this  contract : 
If  once  it  be  neglected,  ten  to  one, 
We  shall  not  find  like  opportunity. 

Alen.  [Aside  to  Char.]  To  say  the  truth,  it  is  your  policy 
To  save  your  subjects  from  such  massacre. 
And  ruthless  slaughters,  as  are  ddiy  seen 
By  our  proceeding  in  hostility ; 
And  therefore  take  this  cjimpsct  of  a  tmce, 
Although  you  break  it  when  your  pleasure  serves. 

War.  How  say'st  thou.  Chiles!  shall  our  condition  stand ? 

Char.  It  shall ;  only  resejv'd,  you  claim  no  interest 
In  any  of  our  towns  of  prison. 

YoTk.  Then  swear  allegiance  to  his  m^'esty ; 
As  thou  art  knight,  never  to  disobey, 
For  he  rebellious  to  the  crown  of  England, — 
Thou,  nor  thy  nobles,  to  the  crown  of  England. 

[Ohablks,  aitd  hi»  Nobles,  give  tokem  of  fealty. 
So,  now  dismiss  your  army  when  ye  please ; 
Hang  up  your  ensigns,  let  your  drums  be  stiil, 
For  here  we  entertain  a  «)lenin  peace.  [EkeunL 
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SCEtTE  V,— London.     A  Room,  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Kikg  IIesri 


A".  Hert.  Your  wondroiis  rare  description,  noble  earJ, 
Of  beauteoBS  Margaret  hatli  astonisli'd  me : 
Her  virtues,  graced  witli  external  gifts. 
Do  breed  love's  settled  passions  in.  mj  lieai-t ; 
And  like  as  rigor  of  tfimpestuons  gusts 
Provokes  the  mightiest  hulk  against  the  tide, 
So  am  I  driven,  bj  breath  of  her  renown, 
Either  to  suffer  shipwreck,  or  arrive 
Where  I  may  have  fruition  of  her  love. 

Suf.  Tnsh,  my  good  lord,— this  superficial  tale 
la  but  a  pref^e  of  her  worthy  praise ; 
The  chief  perfections  of  that  lovely  dame 
Would  m^e  a  volume  of  enticing  lines. 
Able  to  ravish  any  dull  conceit : 
And,  which  is  more,  she  is  not  so  divine, 
So  full  replete  with  choice  of  all  delights, 
But,  with  as  humble  Iciwliness  of  mind. 
She  is  content  to  be  at  your  command, 
To  love  and  honor  Henry  as  her  lord. 

K.  Hen.  My  lord  protector,  give  consent. 
That  Margaret  may  be  England's  royal  queen, 

OU.  So  should  I  give  consent  to  flatter  sin. 
Ton  know,  my  lord,  your  highness  is  botroth'd 
Unto  another  lady  of  esteem : 
How  shall  we,  then,  dispense  with  that  contract, 
And  not  deface  your  honor  with  reproacJi ! 

Suf.  Aa  doth  a  ruler  with  unlawful  oaths ; 
Or  one  that,  at  a  triumph  having  vow'd 
To  try  his  strength,  forsaketh  yet  the  liste 
By  reason  of  his  adversary's  odds; 
A  poor  earl's  daughter  ia  tmeqnal  odds, 
And  therefore  may  be  broke  without  offence. 

OU.  Why,  what,  I  pray,  is  Margaret  more  than  that? 
Her  father  ia  no  better  than,  an  earl. 
Although  ia  glorioua  titles  he  excel. 

Svf.^  Yes,  my  good  lord,  her  father  is  a  hing, 
The  king  of  Naples  and  Jerusalem ; 
And  of  such  great  authority  in  France, 
As  his  alliance  will  confirm  onr  peace. 
And  keep  the  Frenchmen  in.  allegiance. 

Qlo.  And  BO  the  earl  of  Armagnac  may  do, 
'     '3  near  kinsman  unto  Charles. 
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-Em^ Beside,  liis  wealth  doth  warrant  liberal  dower; 
Where  Eeignier  aooaerwill  receive,  than  give. 

Suf.  A  dower,  my  lords !  disgrace  not  so  your  king, 
That  he  should  be  so  abject,  base,  and  poor. 
To  choose  for  wealth,  and  not  for  perfect  love, 
Henry  is  able  to  enrich  his  qneen, 
And  not  to  seek  a  queen  to  make  him  rich : 
So  worthless  peasants  bargain  for  their  wives, 
As  market-men  for  oxen,  sbeop,  or  horee. 
Marriage  is  a  matter  of  more  worth, 
Than  to  be  dealt  in  by  attomeyBhip ; 
Wot  whom  we  will,  hut  whom  his  grace  affects, 
Must  bo  companion  of  his  nnptial  ties : 
And  therefore,  lords,  since  he  affects  her  most, 
It  most  of  all  these  reasons  bindeth  us. 
In  our  opiniona  slie  should  be  preferr'd. 
ITor  what  is  wedlock  forced,  but  a  cnrae. 
An  age  of  discord  and  continual  strife  ? 
Whereas  the  contrary  bringeth  bliss, 
And  is  a  pattern  of  celestial  peace. 
Whom  should  we  match  with  Henry,  being  a  king, 
But  Margaret,  that  is  daughter  to  a  king  3 
Her  peerless  feature,  joined  with  her  birth. 
Approves  her  fit  for  none  bat  for  a  king: 
Her  valiant  courage  and  undaunted  spirit 
(More  than  in  women  commonly  is  seen) 
Will  answer  our  hope  in  issne  of  a  king. 
Then  yield,  my  lords;  and  here  conclude  with  me 
That  Margaret  shall  be  qneen,  and  none  but  she. 

X.  Men.  Whether  it  be  through  force  of  yonr  report, 
My  noble  lord  of  Sufiblk,  or  for  that 
My  tender  youth  was  never  yet  attaint 
With  any  passion  of  inflaming  love, 
I  cannot  teO ;  but  this  I  am  assur'd, 
I  fcei  such  sharp  dissension  in  my  breast, 
Kuoh  fierce  darums  both  of  hope  and  fear, 
As  I  am  sick  with  working  of  my  thoughts. 
Take,  therefore,  shipping;  post,  my  lord,  to  Prance; 
Agree  to  any  covenants,  and  procure 
Tliat  lady  Margaret  do  vouchsafe  to  come 
To  cross  the  seas  to  England,  and  be  crown'd 
King  Henry's  faithful  and  anointed  queen : 
For  your  expenses  and  sufficient  charge, 
Among  the  people  gather  up  a  tenii. 
Bo  gone,  I  say;  for,  till  you  do  retnm, 
I  i-est  perplexed  with  a  thousand  eares.- 
Aud  you,  good  uncle,  banish  all  offence: 
If  you  do  censure  me  by  what  you  were. 
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Not  what  you  are,  I  know  it  will  excuse 

Thb  sadden  execution  of  my  wiU. 

And  so,  conduct  me  where,  from  company, 

I  may  revolve  and  ruminate  my  grief.  [^it. 

QU.  Ay,  grief,  I  fear  me,  both  at  first  and  last. 

{Exfrunt  Glostek  and  Eseteb. 

Svf.  Thus  Suffolk  hath  prevail'd ;  and  thus  he  goes, 
As  did  the  youthful  Paris  once  to  Greece, 
With  hope  to  find  the  like  event  in  love, 
But  prosper  better  than  the  Trojan  did. 
Margaret  shall  now  be  queen,  and  rule  the  king; 
But  I  will  rule  botJi  her,  the  king,  and  realm.  [Eait. 
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sr  tbs  titlo  of  "  The  first  part  of  the  OontcnlioQ 
betwixt  tte  two  fetnous  houses  of  YotkB  and  Lancsster,  -witll  the  death  of  Iha 
goodo  JJute  Humpbrey :  AdS  ths  bunLshment  and  death  of  the  Dako  of  Suffoike, 
and  the  TragioBll  end  of  tbe  proud  Carfllna!  of  'Wlncbcster,  with  the  notablo  Kehi ' 

lion  of  Jack  Cada;  And  the  D  ■       —    '    '   "    '    ' ■■"  " "    "" 

vnumersUon  of  the  loading  ttsusactlons 
with  hlatortesl  licts.  and  tbe  chief  pciwi 
and  distinct  accnrac)'  in  tbo  dclineatioi 
nclion  of  tbe  play.  It  opens  with  the  i 
closes  with  tbo  fltst  battle  Ibught  at  Bl 


l-EBSONS  EEPEESENTED. 
Kino  Henet  the  Sisih. 

Heuphbet,  DlfKE  OP  GLoaTEB,  Sis   Vlich. 

Caboihal  Beadfort,  Binhop  of  Winfla^r  Oreat  Vnde  la  fhs  KiSO. 

BiCBARD  FlastaOibet,  DuH  'if  York. 

EoWAKD  and  RicHAnn,  liU  Sane. 

DcEB  OF  Soubhset,  \ 

Duke  Of  Suffolk, 

DcritK  OF  BnCKiKGHim,         V  Of  i/ie  Kino's  ibrfy. 

Totrso  Clifford,  his  Soft,  J 

Lord  Scales,  Gmernor  if  the  Tower.    Lord  Sat,  Sic  Homphiiey  SiAFro 

and  WiLLisu  STAFFOiii),  his  Srot?:ei:     Sir  JoHM  StanlbT. 
Waltek  Whituohe. 
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A  Seu-cnptntD,  Mnster,  ani  Master's  Mate. 

7WQentlemen,ymoBO"«aft(A  Suftolk.    Vaux. 

Hduk  and  Southwell,  Prwitt. 

SoLixGBROEE,  «  Coigursi:    A  Spirit  raised  hy  him. 

Thomas  Mohkeb,  on  Aiincrer.    Veieb.  Jm  Man. 

Clerk  of  Chatham.    MayorofSt.  Albans. 

SiHFCOx,  an  Impostor,     Two  Murderers. 

iKs.Cios,aBebei. 

Geohge,  John,  Dice,  Smith,  ilie  Weaver,  MicaiBL,  ic.  Cade's  Followers. 

Alexakdeb  Idem,  a  Mtnttiih  GentUnuin. 

MAHQAItET,   OuKntoKlKOHEBKT. 

Klbasob,  Duchess  Of  Globteh. 

Maegeby  JouBDAiN,  a  WUch.    Wife  iu  Sim rcox. 

Lords,  Ladiea,  and  Attendants  ;  Herald ;  Petitioners,  Aliicrmeii,  a  Beadle, 

Sheriff,  and  Officers  ;  Citiiens,  Prentices,  Falconers,  Guards,  Soldiers, 

Messengers,  ihc. 

SCENE,— /«  lanous  BiHs  of  E-vglako. 


SCENE  I,— London.    A  Room  of  State  in  the  Palace. 

Flouruh  of  Trumpets :  then  Sauthoyt.  Enter,  on  one  side,  Kibo 
Henht,  Dckx  of  Glosteii,  Salisbukt,  Wabwick,  and  Oab- 
DiNAL  BfiATiroKT;  o»  the  other,  Qukeh  Makgabbt,  led  in 
by  Suffolk  ;  Yoek,  Sombuset,  ErcKiKGBAM,  and  other*, 
following. 
Suf.  As  b7  your  high  imperiQl  ns^esty 

I  had  in  charge  at  my  depart  from  France, 

Aa  procurator  to  your  escellenee, 

To  mmry  princess  Margaret  for  your  grace ; 

So,  in  the  famoua  aJioient  city.  Tours, 

In  presence  of  the  kings  of  France  and  Sicil, 

The  dukes  of  Orleans,  Calaber,  Bretaigne,  an^  Alencon, 

Seven  earls,  twelve  barons,  and  twenty  reverend  bishops, 

I  have  perform'd  my  task,  and  was  espous'd : 

And  humbly  now,  upon  my  bended  knee, 

In  sight  of  England  and  her  lordly  peers. 

Deliver  np  my  title  in  the  queen 

To  your  most  gracious  hands,  that  are  the  substanc* 

Of  that  great  shadow  I  did  represent ; 

The  happiest  gift  that  ever  marquess  gave. 

The  fairest  qneen  that  ever  king  receiv'd. 
K.  Ben.  Suffolk,  arise.— Welcome,  queen  Margaret: 

I  can  express  no  kinder  sign  of  love, 

Than  this  kind  kiss.— 0  Lord,  that  lon.Is  me  life. 
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Lend  me  a  heart  replete  with  thantfulnoss ! 
For  thou  Jiflst  given  me,  in  this  beauteous  face, 
A  world  of  earthly  bleaainga  to  my  soul, 
If  sympathy  of  loye  unite  our  tlioughta. 

Q.  Mar.  Great  king  of  England,  and  my  gracious  lord, 
The  mutual  conference  that  my  mind  hath  had, 
By  day,  by  night,  waking  and  in  my  dreams, 
In  ooiuiily  company  or  at  my  heads, 
"With  you,  mine  aldor-liefest  *  sovereign. 
Makes  me  the  holder  to  salute  my  king 
"With  ruder  terms,  such  as  my  wit  affords. 
And  oTor-joy  of  heart  doth  minister. 

K.  Hen.  Her  sight  did  ravish ;  hut  her  grace  in  speecli. 
Her  words  y-clad  with  wisdom's  mjy'esty, 
Makes  me  from  wondering  fall  to  weeping  joys; 
Such  is  the  fulness  of  my  heart's  content. — 
Lords,  with  one  cheerful  voice  welcome  my  love. 

All.  [Kneeling.l  Long  live  queen  Margaret,  England's  hap- 
piness ! 

Q.  Mar.  We  thank  you  alL  [Flourieh. 

Saf.  My  lord  protector,  so  it  please  your  grace, 
Here  are  the  articles  of  contracted  peace. 
Between  our  sovereign,  and  the  French  king  Charles, 
For  eighteen  months  concluded  by  consent. 

Oh.  [Reads.]  "Imprimw,  It  is  agreed  between  the  Fi-ench 
king,  Charles,  and  William  De-la-Poole,  marquess  of  Suffolk, 
embassador  for  Henry  king  of  England,~that  the  said  Henry 
shall  espouse  the  lady  Margaret,  daughter  unto  Eeignier  king  of 
Naples,  Bioilia,  and  Jerusalem ;  and  crown  her  queen  of  England 
ere  the  thirtieth  of  May  next  ensuing.  Item,  That  Iho  duchy  of 
Anjouand'thecounty  of  Maine  shall  be  released  and  delivered 
to  the  king  her  father  " — 

K.  Hen.  Uncle,  how  now! 

'"'''■  Pardon  me,  ray  gracious  lord ; 

Some  sudden  qualm  hath  struck  me  at  tlie  heart, 
And  dimm'd  mine  eyes,  that  I  can  read  no  farther. 

K.  Hen.  Uncle  of  Winchester,  I  pray,  read  on. 

Gar.  [Reada.'\  "  Item,  It  is  farther  agreed  between  them,  that 
the  duchies  of  Anjou  and  Maine  shall  he  released  and  dellrered 
over  to  the  king  her  father;  and  she  sent  over  of  the  king  of 
England's  own  proper  costs  and  charges,  without  having  any 
dowry." 

K.  Hen.  They  please  us  well. — Lord  marquess,  kneel  down ; 
We  here  create  thee  the  first  duke  of  Suffolk, 
And  gii-t  thee  with  the  sword.— Oonsio  of  York, 
We  here  discharge  your  grace  from  being  regent 
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I'  the  parts  of  France,  till  term  of  eigliteen  montha 
Be  full  espir'd. — Thanks,  nncle  Winchester, 
Gloster,  York,  Bnokingham,  Somerset, 
Salishury,  and  "Warwick ; 
Wo  thank  you  all  for  this  great  fevor  done, 
In  entertainment  to  my  princely  queen. 
Come,  let  ns  in ;  and  with  all  speed  provide 
To  see  her  coronation  he  perform'd. 

lExeuntXmo,  Qtieen,  and  Suffolk, 

Glo.  Brave  peers  of  llnglaiid,  pillars  of  the  state, 
To  jou  duke  Humphrey  must  unload  his  grie^ — 
Your  grief,  the  common  grief  of  all  the  land. 
What  I  did  my  brother  Henry  spend  his  youth. 
His  valor,  coin,  and  people,  in  the  wars! 
Did  he  80  often  lodge  in  open  field. 
In  winter's  cold,  and  euuuner'a  parching  heat. 
To  conquer  France,  his  true  inheritance  ? 
And  dill  my  hrother  Bedford  toil  his  wits, 
To  keep  by  policy  what  Henry  got ! 
Have  you  yourselves,  Somerset,  Bucliingham, 
Brave  York,  Salisbury,  and  victorious  Warwick, 
Eeceiv'd  deep  scars  in  France  and  Normandy  8 
Or  hath  mine  uncle  Beaufort  and  myself. 
With  all  the  learnSd  council  of  the  realm, 
Studied  so  long,  sat  in  the  co.nncil-house 
Early  and  late,  debating  to  and  fro 
How  France  and  Frenchmen  might  be  kept  in  awe? 
And  hath  his  highness  in  his  infancy 
JBeen  crowned  in  Paris,  in  despite  of  foea? 
And  shall  these  labors,  and  tliese  honors,  die? 
Shall  Henry's  conquest,  Bedford's  vigilance. 
Your  deeds  of  war,  and  all  our  counsel,  die! 
O  peers  of  England,  shamciVd  is  this  league! 
Fatal  this  marriage !  cancelling  your  face, 
Blotting  your  names  from  books  of  memory, 
Eazing  the  characters  of  your  renown. 
Defacing  monuments  of  oonquer'd  France, 
Undoing  all,  as  all  had  never  been  I 

Car.  Jfephew,  what  means  this  passionate  discourse, 
This  peroration  with  such  circurQstance? 
For  France,  'tis  ours ;  and  wo  wUl  keep  it  still. 

Oh.  Ay,  nncle,  we  will  keep  it,  if  we  can ; 
But  now  it  is  impossible  wo  should, 
Suffoll:,  the  new-made  duke  that  rules  the  roast. 
Hath  given  the  duchies  of  Argon  and  Maine 
Unto  the  poor  king  Keignier,  whose  large  style 
Agrees  not  with  the  leanness  of  his  purse. 
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Sal.  These  conntiea  were  the  keya  of  Normandy  :— 
But  wherefore  weeps  Warwick,  my  valiant  son  f 

War.  For  grief  that  they  are  past  recovery : 
For,  were  there  hope  to  conquer  then)  again. 
My  sword  should  shed  hot  hiood,  mine  eyes  no  tears. 
Anjou  and  Maine  1  myself  did  win  them  both; 
Those  provinces  these  arms  of  mine  did  conquer : 
And  are  the  cities,  that  I  got  with  wounds, 
Deliver'd  up  again  with  peaceful  words  ? 

York.  For  Suffollt's  dulie,  may  he  ho  suffocate. 
That  dims  the  honor  of  this  wariike  iale  I 
France  shonld  have  torn  and  rent  my  very  heart. 
Before  I  wonld  have  yielded  to  this  league. 
I  never  read  but  England's  kings  have  had 
Large  suma  of  gold,  and  dowries,  with  their  wives  ■ 
And  our  king  Henry  gives  away  his  own, 
To  match  with  her  that  bringa  no  vantages. 

Olo.  A  proper  jest,  and  never  heard  before 
That  Suffolk  ahould  demand  a  whole  fifteenth, 
For  costs  and  charges  in  transporting lierl 
She  ahould  have  stay'd  in  France,  and  stai-v'd  in  France, 
Before —  -      ' 

Car.  My  lord  of  GIos{er,  now  you  grow  too  hot: 
It  was  the  pleasure  of  my  lord  the  king, 

Glo.  My  lord  of  Winchester,  I  know  jour  mind : 
■Tis  not  my  speeches  that  you  do  mislike, 
But  'tis  my  presence  that  doth  trouble  ye. 
Rancor  will  out :  proud  prelate,  iu  thy  face 
I  see  thy  fury :  if  I  longer  stay. 
We  shall  begin  onr  ancient  bicteringa— 
Lordlings,  farewell;  and  say,  when  I  am  gone 
I  propLeaied  France  will  be  lost  ere  long. 

Car.  So,  there  goes  our  protector  ia  a  rage. 
Tis  known  to  you  he  is  mine  enemy; 
Nay,  more,  an  enemy  unto  yon  ail ; 
And  no  great  friend,  I  fear  me,  to  the  king. 
Consider,  lords,  "Re  is  the  next  of  blood. 
And  heir-sppiu^nt  to  the  Ikiglish  crown ; 
Had  Henry  got  an  empire  by  his  marriage, 
And  all  fhe  wealthy  kingdoms  of  the  west. 
There's  reason  he  should  be  djspleas'd  at  it. 
Look  to  it,  lords ;  let  not  his  smoothing  words 
Bewitch  your  hearts ;  be  wiae,  Mid  circnmspect. 
What  though  the  oomsion  people  favor  him, 
Calling  him  "  Humphrey,  the  good  duke  of  Gloster  ■ " 
Clapping  their  hands,  and  crying  with  loud  voice— 
"Heaven  maint^n  yonr  royij  esceHenoe ! " 
With—"  Heaven  preserve  the  good  juke  Humphrey !  " 
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I  fear  me,  lords,  for  all  this  flattering  gloss, 
He  will  be  found  a  dangerous  protector. 

Buei.  Why  should  lie,  then,  protect  our  sovereign, 
He  being  of  age  to  govera  of  himself!— 
Cousin  of  Somerset,  join,  yon  with  me. 
And  all  together,  with  the  duke  of  Suffolk, 
We'll  quickly  hoist  duke  Ilnniphrey  fi-om  Lis  seat. 

Gar.  This  iveighty  business  will  not  brook  delay ; 
ril  to  the  duke  of  Sufibik  presently.  [-E(^i. 

Som.  Cousin  of  Buckingham,  thongli  Hujnphrey'a  pride 
And  greatness  of  Lis  place  be  grief  to  us, 
Yet  let  us  watch  the  hanghty  cardinal: 
His  hisolence  is  more  intolerable 
Than  all  the  princes  in  the  land  beside : 
If  Gloster  ho  displao'd,  he'll  be  pri^otor. 

Buck.  Or  thou,  or  I,  Somerset,will  be  protector, 
Despite  duke  Humphrey,  or  the  cardinaL 

[&ewn.(.  BnoKiNOHAM  and  Somkeset. 
Sal.  Pride  went  before,  ambition  follows  him. 
While  these  do  labor  for  their  own  preferment. 
Behoves  it  us  to  labor  for  the  realm. 
I  never  saw  but  Humphrey,  duke  of  Gloster, 
Did  hear  liim  like  a  noble  gentleman. 
Oft  have  I  seen  the  haughty  cardinal,— 
More  lite  a  soldier,  than  a  man  6'  the  church. 
As  stout,  and  proud,  as  he  were  lord  of  all. 

War.  So  heaven  help  Warwick,  as  he  loves  the  land, 
And  common  profit  of  his  country. 

YoTh  And  BO  says  York,  for  ho  hath  greatest  cause. 
Sal.  Then  let's  make  haste  away,  and  look  unto  the  main. 
War.  Unto  the  main!  O  father,- Maine  is  lost; 
That  Maine,  which  by  main  force  Warwick  did  win, 
AJid  would  have  kept,  so  long  us  breath  did  last !_ 
Main  chance,  father,  you  m^ant ;  bnt  I  meant  Maine, — 
Which  I  will  win  from  France,  or  else  be  slain. 

.    .        .  [&eii»(  Wabwick  OKI?  Salisburv. 
Torh  Anjou  and  Maine  are  given  to  the  French ; 
Paris  is  lost ;  the  state  of  Normandy 
Stands  on  a  tickle  point,  now  they  are  gone  ; 
Suffolk  concluded  on  the  articles ; 
The  peers  agreed ;  and  Henry  was  well  pleas'd 
To  change  two  dukedoms  for  a  duke's  fair  daughter. 
I  cannot  blame  them  all :  what  is't  to  them  ? 
'Tia  tLioe  they  give  away.and  not  their  own. 
Pirates  may  make  cLeap  pennyworths  of  their  pillage, 
And  York  must.sit,'  and  fret,  and  bite  his  tongue, 
While  his  own  lands  are  hargain'd  for,  and  sold. 
A  day  will  come  "when  York  shall  claim  his  own; 


Hosted  by  Google 


KISG  HEJiEY  Tl. 

And  therefore  I  will  take  the  ITeyils'  parts, 

And  make  a  show  of  love  to  proud  dnise  Humphrey, 

And,  when  I  spy  advantage,  daim  the  crown, 

Tor  that's  the  golden  mark  I  seek  to  hit : 

!Nor  shall  proad  Lancaster  usurp  my  right, 

Nor  hold  the  sceptre  in  his  childish  fist, 

Wor  wear  the  diadem  upon  his  head, 

Whoso  church-like  humurs  fit  not  for  a  crown. 

Then,  York,  be  still  awhile,  till  time  do  serve : 

Watch  thon  and  wake,  when  othei-e  he  asleep, 

To  pry  into  the  secrets  of  the  state ; 

Till  Henry,  surfeiting  in  joys  of  love. 

With  liia  new  bride  and  England's  dear-bonght  qneen, 

And  Humphrey  with  the  peers  be  fall'a  at  jars : 

Then  will  I  raise  aloft  the  milk-white  rose. 

With  whose  sweet  smell  the  air  shall  be  perfum'd ; 

And  in  my  standai-d  bear  the  arms  of  York, 

To  grapple  with  the  house  of  Lancaster ; 

And,  f<a:ce  perforce,  I'll  "mafce  him  yield  the  crown, 

"Whose  bookish  i-uJe  hath  pull'd  fair  England  down. 


KCESE  If.— Loudon.     A  Romn  in  the  Dcke  of  Glosteii's 
House. 

confrrs  with  Lis  ducbesa,  a  hBogblj-,  ambitioue  woman.  Sha  nairateshcr  dreBni, 

Margery  .lourdain  and  one  Rji^cr  Biilinsbroke,  a  ronjnrpr,  1o  cnnenll  wllh  tHem, 
and  then  prooceds  wllji  tho  duke  to  join  King  Hi^nrj  and  the  court,  at  B!. 


SCEXE  III.— London.     A  Room  ia  tJic  Palace. 
Enter  Peteb  and  other  Totitioners. 
1  Pet.  My  masters,  let's  stand  close:  my  lord  protector  will 
come  this  way  by  and  by,  and  then  we  may  deliver  our  suppli- 
cations in  the  quill. 

3  Pet.  Marry,  the  I^rd  protect  him,  for  he's  a  good  man  I 
1  Pet.  Here  'a  comes,  methinks,  and  the  queen  with  him.     I'll 
be  the  first,  sure. 

Enter  Sdffolk  and  Qcbes  Maboahet. 

3  Pet.  Come  back,  fooll  this  i3  the  duke  of  Suffolk,  and  not 
my  lordproteetor. 

S^f.  How  now,  fellow!  would'st  any  thing  with  me? 

1  Pet.  I  pray,  my  lord,  pardon  me;  I  took  ye  for  ray  lord 
protector. 
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Q.  Mar.  [Glancing  at  the  supericriptions.]  "To  my  lord  pro- 
tector 1  "  are  your  supplications  to  his  lordship!  Let  me  see 
tiiem:  what  is  thine? 

1  I^et.  Mine  is,  an't  please  your  grace,  against  Joim  Goodman, 
my  lord  cardinal's  man,  for  keeping  my  house,  and  lands,  and 
wife  and  all,  from  me. 

Svf.  That  is  wrong,  indeed.— What's  your's!— What's  here? 
[J!ea<b.]  "Against  tlie  dnke  of  Suffolk,  for  enclosing  the  com- 
mons ot'Melford." — How  now,  rir  knave  1 

3  Pet.  Alas,  sir,  I  am  bat  a  poor  petitioner  of  our  whole  town- 
ship. 

Peter.  [Pfaenting  his  Petition,]  Agajnst  my  master,  Thomas 
Homer,  for  eajing  that  the  duke  of  York  was  rightful  heu-  to 
the  crown. 

Q.  Mar.  What  say'st.  thou?  Did  the  duke  of  York  say  ho 
was  rightful  heir  to  the  crown! 

Pet.  That  my  master  was?  So,  forsooth:  my  master  said 
tliat  he  was ;  and  that  the  king  was  a  usurper. 

Suf.  Who  is  there!  [fi'nier  Servants.]— Take  this  fellow  in, 
and  send  for  his  master  with  a  pursuivant  presently; — we'll  hear 
more  of  your  matter  before  the  king. 

[Eieeiint  Servants  with  Peteb. 

Q.  Mar.  And  as  for  you,  that  lose  to  be  protected 
Under  the  wings  of  our  protector's  grace, 
Begin  your  suits  anew,  and  sue  to  him.         [Teart  the  Petitioni. 
Ji.v/a.j,  base  cjillions  I— Suffolk,  let  them  go. 

All.  Come,  let's  be  gone.  [Exeunt  Petitionei-s. 

Q.  Jfan  My  lord  of  Sulfolk,  say,  is  this  the  guise, 
la  this  the  fashion  in  the  court  of  Eagland  ! 
Is  fEis  lie  gorernment  of  Britain's  isle, 
And  this  the  royalty  of  Albimi's  kinp ! 
What,  shall  king  Henry  be  a  pspil  still. 
Under  the  surly  Gloster's  governance  ? 
Am  I  a  que^  in  tide  and  in  style, 
And  must  be  made  a  sutjeet  to  a  duke? 
I  tell  th_ee,  Poole,  when  in  the  city  Tours 
Tliou  ran'st  a  tilt  in  honor  of  my  lo.ve, 
And  stol'st  away  the  ladies'  hewts  of  France, 
I  thou^t  king  Henry  had  resembled  thee 
In  coiirage,  courtdiip,  and  proportion : 
But  all  his  mind  is  bent  to  holiness. 
To  number  Afe-Mnriea  on  hia  beads : 
His  champions  are  the  prophets  and  apostles; 
His  weapons,  holy  saws  of  sacred  writ ; 
His  stu^y  is  his  tilt-yard,  and  hia  loves 
Are  bri>zen  iniages  of  canoniz'd  saints. 
I  would  the  college  of  the  cardinals 
Would  choose  him  pope,  ai'.d  caiTv  liim  to  Rome, 
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And  set  the  triple  crown  upon  Iiis  head;— 
That  were  a  state  fit  for  liia  holiness. 

Saf.  Madam,  he  patient :  as  I  was  caiiso 
Your  highness  came  to  England,  so  will  I 
In  England  work  your  grace's  full  content, 

Q.  Mar.  Beside  the  high  protector,  have  we  Bea,ufort, 
The  imperious  churchman;  Somerset,  Buckingham, 
And  grumbling  York :  and  not  the  least  of  these, 
But  can  do  more  in  England  than  the  king. 

Suf.  And  he  of  these  that  can  do  most  of  all, 
Cannot  do  more  in  England  than  the  Nevils: 
Salisbury,  and  Warwick,  are  no  simple  peers. 

Q.  Mar.  Not  all  these  lorda  do  vex  me  half  so  much, 
As  that  proud  darae,  the  lord  protector's  wife. 
She  sweeps  it  through  the  court  with  troops  of  ladies, 
More  like  an  empress  than  dnke  Humphrey's  wife: 
Strangers  in  court  do  take  her  for  the  queen  r 
She  hears  a  duke's  revenues  on  her  back, 
And  in  her  heart  she  scorns  our  poverty. 
Shall  I  not  live  to  he  aveng'd  on  her! 

Svf.  Madam,  myself  have  lim'd  a  bush  for  her, 
And  plao'd  a  quire  of  such  enticing  birds, 
That  she  will  'light  to  listen  to  the  lays, 
And  never  mount  to  trouble  you  again 
So,  let  her  rest;  and,  madam,  list  to  me ; 
For  I  am  hold  to  counsel  you  in  this. 
Although  we  fancy  not  the  carding. 
Yet  must  we  join  with  him  and  with  the  lords. 
Till  we  have  brought  duke  Humphrey  in  disgrace. 
As  for  the  duke  of  York,  this  late  complaint 
Will  make  but  little  for  his  benefit. 
So,  one  by  one,  we'll  weed  them  all  at  last, 
And  you  yourself  shall  steer  the  happy  helm, 
fiito- KiNO  IIbset,  York,  and  Somerset;  Duee  and  DnOHEsa 

OF  GlOSTKR,  CaBDINAI,  BEiDFOET,  BucKiNonjM,  Sal18bubt, 

and  Warwick. 

J^.  Hen.  For  my  part,  noble  lords,  I  care  not  wliich ; 
Or  Somerset,  or  York,  all's  one  to  me. 

Yorh.  If  York  have  ill  demean'd  himself  in  France, 
Then  let  him  be  denied  the  regentship. 

Som.  IfSomerset  be  unworthy  of  the  place, 
Let  York  he  regent;  I  will  yield  to  hira. 

War,  Wfiether  your  grace  he  worthy,  yea  or  no, 
Dispute  not  that:  York  is  the  worthier. 

Gar.  Ambitions  Warwick,  let  thy  betters  speak. 

War.  The  cardinal's  not  my  better  in  the  field. 

Buek.  All  in  this  presence  are  thy  betters,  Warwick. 
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War.  Warwick  may  live  to  be  the  best  of  all. 

Sal.  Peace,  soul — aad  show  Bome  reason,  BnokiughBin, 
WIi  J  Somerset  should  be  preferr'd  in  this, 

Q.  Mar.  Because  the  kiog,  foi-sooth,  will  have  it  so. 

aio.  ]tfadam,  the  king  is  old  enough  himself 
To  give  his  censure :  these  are  no  women's  matters. 

Q.  Mar,  If  he  be  old  euoagli,  what  needs  your  grace 
To  be  protector  of  his  eseellenoe  9 

Gh.  Madam,  I  am  protector  of  the  realm ; 
And,  at  his  pleasure,  will  resign  my  place. 

Sv/.  Besjgn  it,  then,  and  leave  thine  insolence. 
Since  thou  wert  king,  (as  who  is  king  but  thou  ?) 
The  commonwealth  hath  daily  rim  to  wreck ; 
The  Dauphin  hath  prevail'd  beyond  the  seas; 
And  all  the  peers  and  nobles  of  the  realm 
Have  been  as  bondmen  to  thy  sovereignty. 

C'tir.  The  commons  hast  thon  rack'd ;  the  clergy's  bags 
Are  lank  and  lean  with  thy  extortions. 

Som.  Thy  sumptaoua  buddings,  and  thy  wife's  attire, 
Have  cost  a  mass  of  public  ti-easury. 

Buck.  Thy  cruelty  in  execution 
Upon,  offenders,  hath  exceeded  law. 
And  left  thee  to  the  mercy  of  the  law. 

Q.  Mar.  Thy  Bale  of  offices  and  towns  in  France,— 
If  they  were  known,  as  the  suspept  is  great, -^ 
Would  make  thee  quickly  hop  without  thy  head. 

[Exit  Glosteh.     The  Queejs  drops  her  fan. 
Give  me  my  fan :  what,  minion  1  can  yon  not? 

[  Giving  the  Duchebb  a  iox  on  the  ear. 
I  cry  you  mercy,  madam,  was  it  youJ 

J)uch.  Waa't  I !  yea,  I  it  was,  proud  Frenchwoman: 
Could  I  come  near  your  beauty  with  my  nails, 
I'd  set  my  ten  commandments  in  yoor  face. 

K.  Men.  Sweet  aunt,  be  quiet ;  'twas  against  her  will. 

Duck.  Against  her  will  1     Good  king,  loot  to't  in  time ; 
She'll  hamper  thee,  and  dandle  thee  like  a  baby ; 
She  shall  not  strike  dame  Eleanor  unreveng'd.  [Exit. 

Buck.  Lord  Cardinal,  Iwill  follow  Eleanor, 
And  listen  after  Humphrey,  how  he  proceeds: 
She's  tickled  now;  her  fugis  can  need  no  spurs. 
She'll  gallop  fast  enough  to  her  d^truction.  [Exit  Buckingham. 
Jie~enteT  Glostbb. 

Gh.  Wow,  lords,  my  choler  being  over-blown 
I  come  to  talk  of  commonwealth  affairs. 
As  for  your  spiteful  false  objections. 
Prove  Uiem,  and  I  lie  open  to  the  law : 
But  heaven  in  mercy  so  deal  with  my  soid. 
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Ab  I  in  dntj  love  my  king  and  country  I 
But,  to  the  mutter  tbot  we  have  in  hand : — 
I  Bay,  my  sovereign,  York  is  meetest  man 
To  be  jonr  regent  in  the  realm  of  Prance. 

Svf.  Before  we  malie  election,  give  me  leave 
To  show  some  reason,  of  no  little  force, 
That  York  is  most  unmeet  of  any  man. 

Yorh  I'll  tell  thee,  Suffolk,  why  I  am  unmeet  r 
First,  for  I  cannot  flatter  thee  in  pride; 
Next,  if  I  he  appointed  for  the  p&ce. 
My  lord  of  Somerset  will  keep  me  here, 
"Without  discharge,  money,  or  furniture. 
Till  France  be  won  into  tlie  Dauphin's  hands : 
Last  time  I  danc'd  attendance  oa  his  will. 
Till  Paris  was  besieg'd,  famish'd,  and  lost. 

War.  That  can  I  witness;  and  a  fouler  fact 
Did  never  traitor  in  the  land  commit. 

•Svf.  Peace,  headstrong  Warwick  1 

IVar.  Image  of  pride,  why  should  I  hold  my  peace! 
Miter  Servants  of  Suefolk,  brinf/ing  in  Hokbbr  and  Petbk. 

Svf,  Because  here  is  a  man  accus'd  of  treason; 
Pray  heaven  the  duke  of  York  excuse  himself  I 

ForS.  Doth  any  one  accuse  York  for  a  traitor? 

JT.  Sen.  What  meau'st  thou,  Suffolk  f  tell  me,  what  are  these  f 

Svf.  Please  it  your  majesty,  this  is  the  man 
That  dotli  accuse  his  master  of  high  treason : 
His  words  were  these,— that  Eichard,  duke  of  York, 
"Was  rightful  heir  unto  the  English  crown. 
And  that  your  m^esty  was  a  usurper. 

JC.  Hen.  Say,  man,  were  these  thy  words! 

Hor.  An't  shall  please  your  majesty,  I  never  said  nor  thought 
any  such  matter :  heaven  is  my  witness,  I  am  falsely  accused  by 
the  villain. 

Pet.  [Bblding  vp  his  hands.']  By  these  ten  hones,  my  lords, 
he  did  Bpeak  them  to  me  in  the  garret  one  night,  as  we  were 
scouring  my  lord  of  York's  armor. 

YcrJc.  Bmc  villain  and  mechanical, 
I'll  have  thy  head  for  this  thy. traitor's  speech. — 
I  do  beseech  your  royal  m^'esty. 
Let  him  have  aU  the.  rigi>r  of  the  law. 

Bbr.  Alas,  my  lord,  hang  me,  if  ever  I  spafce  the  words.  My 
accuser  is  my  prentice ;  and  when  I  did  correct  him  for  his  fault 
the  oUj.er  day,  he  did  vow  upon  his  knees  he  would  he  even  with 
me  :  I  have  good  witness  of  this;  therefore  I  beseech  your  ma- 
jesty, do  not  cast  away  an  honest  man  for  a  villain's  acensation. 

JC.  Hen.  Uncle,  what  shall  wo  say  to  this  in  law  ) 

Olo.  This  doom,  my  lord,  if  I  may  judge : 
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Let  Somerset  he  regent  o'er  tlie  French, 
Because  in  York  this  breeds  Buspicioa ; 
And  let  these  have  a  day  appointed  them 
For  eingJe  combat  in  convenient  place, 
For  he  hath  witness  of  his  servant's  malice; 
This  is  the  law,  and  tliis  duke  Humphrey's  doom. 

jr.  Hen.  Then  be  it  so. — My  l^rd  of  Somerset, 
"We  make  your  grace  lord  regent  o'er  the  French, 

Som.  I  immbly  tliank  yonr  royal  majesty. 

ffor.  And  I  accept  the  cojnbat  willingly. 

I'eL  Alas,  ray  lord,  I  caanot  fight;  for  heaven's  sake,  pitymy 
case !  the  spite  of  man  prevaileth  against  me.  Have  mercy  upon 
me  1    I  shall  never  be  able  to  flght  &  Mow. 

Gh.  Sirrah,  or  you  must  fight,  or  else  be  hang'd. 

K.  Hen.  Away  with  them  to  prison ;  and  the  day 
Of  combat  shall  be  the  last  of  the  next  month.— 
Come,  Sonierset,  we'll  see  thee  sent  away."  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.— London.     The  Ddke  of  Glostbr's  Garden. 
Eater  Maboep.t  Joi^kdain,  Hitme,  Southwell,  OTid  Bouso- 

ffume.  Come,  my  masters,  the  duchess,  I  tell  yon,  expects 
perfi)miance  of  your  promises. 

Boling.  Master  Hume,  we  are  therefore  provided:  will  her 
ladyship  behold  and  hear  our  esorcisms  f 

Hume.  Ay,  what  else?  fear  yon  not  her  courage. 
_  Baling.  I  have  heard  her  reported  to  bo  a  woman  of  an  invin- 
cible spirit:  but  it  shall  be  convenient,  master  Hnme,  that  you 
be  by  her  aloft,  while  we  be  busy  below ;  and  so,  I  pray  you,  go 
and  !eavt!-us.  [Exit  Hcmb.]  Mother  Jourdain,  be  you  pros- 
trate, and  grovel  on  the  earth  ;— John  Southwell,  read  you:— 
and  let  ns  to  our  work. 

Enter  DconEss  oBone  ;  and  presently,  Humh. 
Dueh.  Well  said,  my  masters;  and  welcome  all. 
To  this  gear ;  the  sooner  the  better. 

Moling.  Patience,  good  lady;  wizards  know  their  times. 
Deep  night,  dark  night,  the  silent  oFthe  night, 
The  time  of  night  when  Troy  was  set  on  fire ; 
The  time  when  screech-owls  cry,  and  bandogs  howl. 
And  Bpuits  walk,  and  ghosts  break  up  their  graves, — 
That  time  best  fits  the  work  we  have  in  hand. 
Madam,  sit  yon,  and  fear  not :  whom  we  riuse, 
We  will  make  fast  within  a  hallow'd  verge. 

[Here  they  perform  the  eeremonies  appertaininff,  and 
make  the  Circle;  Bolikobbokb,  orSonTHWELt, 
readi,  Coitjnro  te,  «6c  It  thunden  and  UghU 
ens  tirr&ily;  then  the  Spirit  riaeth. 
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^ir.  Admim. 

M.  Jourd.  Aamath, 
By  the  Eternal,  at  whose  name  and  power 
Thou  tremblest,  answer  that  I  shall  ask ; 
For,  till  thoa  speak,  thon  shalt  not  pass  from  hence. 

•^ir.  Ask  what  thou  wilt  :^that  I  had  said  and  done  I 

Baling.  IBeads  from  a  paper.]    'Tirat,   of  the  king: 
shall  of  him  become? " 

Spir.  The  duke  yet  lives,  that  Henry  shall  depose ; 
But  him  outlive,  and  die  a  violent  death. 

[Ag  the  Spirit  tpeats,  Sopthwbll  writes  ike  am.... 

Soling.  [Eeadi.]  "What  fates  await  the  duke  of  Suffolk?" 

Spir.  By  water  shall  he  die,  and  take  his  end. 

Baling,  [ifeutfo.]  "What  shall  befall  the  duke  of  Somersetf" 

Spir.  Lot  him  shun  castles ; 
Safer  shall  he  be  npon  the  sandy  plains. 
Than  where  castles  mounted  stand. — 
Have  done,  for  more  I  hardly  can  endure. 

BuUnff.  Descend  to  darkness,  and  the  horning  lake ! 
False  fiend,  avoid  I 

[Thander  and  lightning.    Spirit  deicendx. 
Enter  Yoke  and  E 


Yorh.  Lay  hands  ijpon  these  traitors,  and  their  trash.— 
Beldam,  I  think  we  watch 'd  jou  at  an  inch, — 
What,  madam,  are  yon  there  J  the  king  and  commonweal 
Are  deeply  indebted  for  this  piece  of  pains; 
My  lord  protector  will,  I  doubt  it  not. 
See  you  well  guerdon'd  for  these  good  deserts. 

Duck.  Not  half  so  bad  as  thine  to  England's  king. 
Injurious  duke,  that  threat'st  where  is  no  cause. 

Bmk.  True,  madam,  none  at  all : — what  oall  you  this  ? 

\Sluming  her  the  papers  that  hare  been  seized. 
Away  with  them  I  let  them  be  clapp'd  up  close, 
And  kept  asunder. — Tou,  madam,  shall  with  us, — 
Stafford,  take  her  to  thee. — 
We'll  see  your  trinkets  here  all  forthcoming.— 
All,  away! 

[Exeunt,  abore,  Duchess  and  Hfmb  guarded.    Exeunt, 
iebnc,  Soutkwbli-  Bolinqbkoke,  tfec.  gwtrded. 

Ybrh  Lord  Bnekingham,  methinks,  you  watch'd  her  well : 
A  pretty  plot,  well  chosen  to  build  upon  I 
Now'  pray,  my  lord,  let's  see  the  fiend's  writ. 
What  have  we  here  f 

[Reads.]  "  The  duke  yet  lives,  that  Henry  shall  depose  ; 
•But  him  outlive,  and  die  a  violent  death," 
Well,  to  the  rest : 
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[Eeads.]  "  Tell  me,  what  fate  awaits  the  duke  of  Suifolk  ?  - 

Bj  water  shall  he  die,  and  take  his  end." — 

•'  What  shall  betide  the  duke  of  Somerset  f— 

Let  him  shun  castles ; 

Safer  shall  he  be  upon  the  sandy  piains, 

Than  where  castles  mounted  stand." — 

Come,  come,  my  lords ; 

These  oracles  are  hardly  attain'd, 

And  hardly  understood. 

The  king  is  now  in  progress  towards  Saint  Albans ; 

With  him,  the  husband  of  this  lovely  lady : 

Thither  go  these  news,  as  fast  as  horse  can  carry  them,- 

A  sorry  breakfast  for  my  lord  protector. 

Buck.  Tour  grace  sliall  give  me  leave,  my  lord  of  York, 
To  be  the  post,  in  hope  of  his  reward. 

Yorh  At  your  pleasure,  my  good  lord, — Who's  within  there, 
hoi 

Miter  a  Servant. 
Invite  my  lords  of  SaJislury,  and  Warwicl', 
To  sup  with  me  to-morrow  night.— Away !  [Ej:eunl. 


SCENE  I.— Saint  Albans. 

Sntcr  Kiso  Henht,  Qceek  Margaret,  Gloeter,  CAitDisaL,  and 
SuPFOLK,  with  Falconers  hollaing. 

Q.  Mar.  Believe  me,  lords,  for  flying  at  the  brook, 
I  saw  not  better  sport  these  seven  years'  day : 
Yet,  by  jour  leave,  the  wind  was  very  high ; 
And,  ten  to  one,  old  Joan  had  not  gone  out. 

K.  ffen.  But  what  a  point,  my  lord,  your  falcon  made, 
And  what  a  pitch  she  flew  above  the  rest ! — 
To  see  how  heaven  in  all  its  creatures  works  1 
Yea,  man  and  birds,  are  fam  of  climbing  high. 

Suf.  No  marvel,  an  it  like  yonr  majesty, 
Jfy  lord  protector's  hawks  do  tower  so  well ; 
They  know  their  master  loves  to  be  aloft, 
And  bears  his  thoughts  above  his  falcon's  pitch. 

Glo.  My  lord,  'tis  but  a  base,  ignoble  mind, 
Tlint  mounts  no  higher  than  a  bird  can  soar. 

Car.  1  thought  as  much :  he'd  be  a"bove  the  clouds. 

6lo.  Ay,  my  lord  cardinal ;  how  think  you  by  that? 
Were  it  not  good  your  grace  conld  fly  to  heaven  ? 

jr.  Hen.  The  treasury  of  everlasting  joy  ! 

Car.  Thy  heaven  Is  on  earth ;  thine  eyes  and  thoughts 
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Beat  on  a  crown,  the  treasure  of  thy  lieart ; 

Pernicious  protector,  dangerous  peer, 

That  smooth'at  it  so  with  idng  and  commonweal ! 

Glo.  What,  cardinal,  is  your  priesthood  grown  percroptorj'  ? 
Good  uncle,  hide  8aeh  malice ; 
With  such  holiness  can  you  do  it  ? 

Suf.  No  malicfl,  sir;  no  more  than  well  becomes 
So  good  a  quarrel,  and  so  had  a  peer. 

(Ho.  As  wlio,  my  lord! 

Syf.  ^hy,  as  you,  my  lord, 

An't  like  your  lordly  lord- protectorship. 

Glo.  Why,  Suffolk,  Englond  knows  thine  insolence. 

Q.  Mar.  And  tliy  ambition,  Gloster. 

K.  Hen.  I  pr^ythce,  peace, 

Good  queen,  and  whet  not  on  these  furions  peers ; 
For  blessed  are  the  peacemakers  on  earth. 

Car.  Let  me  be  blessed  for  the  peace  I  make, 
Against  this  proud  protector  with  iny  sword  I 

Olo.  [Aside  to  CiB.]  Taith,  holy  uncle,  would  'twere  come  to 
that  I 

Gar.  [Aiidc  to  Gi.o.]  Marry,  when  thou  dar'st. 

Gh.  [Aude  to  Cah.]  Make  up  no  fectious  numbers  for  the 
matter ; 
In  thine  own  person  answer  tliy  abuse. 

Oar.  [AHde  to  Glo.]  Ay,  where  thou  dar'st  not  peep  :  an  if 
thou  dar'st, 
This  evening  on  the  east  dde  of  the  grove. 

K.  Hen.  How  now,  my  lordsl 

Gar.  Believe  me,  cousin  Gloster, 

Had  not  your  man  put  up  the  fowl  so  suddenly. 
We  had  had  more  sport. — [Aside  to  Glo.]  Come  with  thy  two- 
hand  sword. 

Glo.  True,  uncle. 

Car.  Are  you  advis'd ! — [Afide  to  Glo.]  the  east  side  of  the 

Glo.  [Atids  to  Cag.]  Cardinal,  I  am  with  you. 

K.  Hen.  Why,  how  bow,  uncle  Gloster! 

Glo.  Talking  of  hawking ;  nothing  else,  my  lord. — 
[A»ide  to  Cab.]  Priest,  I'll  shave  your  crown 
Tor  this,  or  all  my  fence  shall  fail. 

Gar.  {Aside  to  Glo.]  Protector,  see  to't  well,  protect  yourself. 

K.  Hen.  The  winds  grow  high  ;  so  do  your  stomachs,  lords. 
How  irksome  is  this  music  to  my  heart  I 
When  such  strings  jar,  what  hope  of  harmony? 
I  pray,  my  lords,  let  me  coniponnd  this  strife. 

Enter  a  Townsman  of  Si.  Alhana,  crying,  "A  Miraclel  " 

Glo.  What  means  this  noise? 
Fellow,  what  mir.icle  (lost  tliou  proclaim  3 
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Town*.  A  miracle  1  a  miracle  I 

5m/.  Come  to  the  king,  and  tell  hira  what  miracle. 

Town».  Forsooth,  a  blind  man  at  St.  Alban's  shriae, 
"Within  thia  half  honr,  hath  receiv'd  his  sight; 
A  man  that  ne'er  saw  in  his  life  before. 

K.  Sen.  Now,  heaven  he  prais'd,  that  to  believing  booIs 
Gives  light  in  darkneaa,  comfort  in  dcspwrl 
£iiter  the  Mayor  of  Saint  Alhana,  and  his  brethren  ;  arid  Simpcox, 
iome  betuieen  tuio persons  in  a  chair ;  Ma  Wife  andamulti' 
t-ttde  following. 

Car.  Here  come  the  townsmen  on  procession, 
To  present  yonr  highness  with  the  man, 

K.  Uen.  Great  is  his  comfort  in  this  earthlyvole, 
Although  by  bis  eight  his  ain  be  multiplied. 

Olo.  Stand  by,  my  masters : — bring  him  near  the  king ; 
Hie  highness'  pleasure  is  to  talk  with  him. 

K.  Jlen.  Good  fellow,  tell  us  here  the  circumstance, 
Tljat  we  for  thee  may  glorify  the  Lord. 
What,  hast  thou  been  long  blind,  and  now  resfor'd? 

Simp.  Bom  tlind,  an't  please  yoar  grace. 

Wife.  Ay,  indeed,  was  he. 

.%f.  What  woman  is  this? 

Wife.  His  wife,  an't  like  your  worship. 

Glo,  Hadst  thou  been  his  mother,  thou  could'st  have  better 
told. 

K.Hen.  Where  wertthou.bom? 

Simp.  At  Berwick  in  the  north,  i 

K.Sm,  Poor  sonll  Heaven's  gi 

Let  never  day  nor  night  unhallow'd  pass, 
But  still  remember  what  the  Lord  hath  done. 

Q.  Mar.  Tell  me,  good  fellow,  cam'et  thon  here  by  eliance, 
Or  of  devotion,  to  this  holy  shrine! 

Simp.  Of  pure  devotion ;  being  call'd 
A  hundred  times,  and  oft'ner,  in  my  sleep, 
By  good  Saint  Albaa ;  who  swd,— "  Simpcoi,  come ; 
Come,  offer  at  my  shrine,  and  I  will  help  thee." 

Wife.  Most  tme,  forsooth ;  and  many  time  and  oft 
Myself  have  heard  a  voice  to  call  him  so. 

Cter.  What,  art  thou  lame  ? 

Simp.  Ay,  pray  heaven  help  met 

Svf.  How  cam'st  thou  sof 

Si'ntp.  A  fall  off  a  tree. 

Wife.  A  plum-tree,  master. 

Glo.  How  long  hast  thou  been  blind  I 

Simp.  O,  bom  so,  master. 

Qlo.  What,  and  woold'st  climb  a  tree! 
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Simp.  But  that  in  all  my  life,  when  I  was  a  youth. 

Wife.  Too  true ;  and  hought  his  climbing  \try  dear, 

Glo.  'Maes,  thou  lov'dat  plums  well,  that  would'st  ventore  so. 

Simp.  Alas,  good  master,  my  wife  deair'd  some  damsons, 
And  made  me  climb,  with  danger  of  my  life. 

Glo.  A  subtle  knavel  but  yet  it  shall  not  Rcrve.— 
Let  me  see  thine  eyes: — wink  now;— now  open  them;  — 
In  my  opinion  yet  thon  seest  not  well. 

Simp.  Yea,  master,  clear  as  day,  I  thank  heaven  and  Saint 

eio.  Say'st  thou  me  so !    "What  color  is  this  cloak  of  1 

Simp.  Red,  master ;  red  as  blood. 

Glo.  Why,  that's  well  said.     "What  color  is  my  gown  of?' 

Simp.  Black,  forsooth ;  coal-black,  as  jet. 

JC.  Sen.  Why  then,  thou  know'st  what  color  jet  is  of  3 

Svf.  And  yet,  I  tLink,  jet  did  he  never  see. 

Qlo.  Bnt  cloaks,  and  gowns,  before  this  day,  a  many. 

Wife.  Never,  before  this  day,  in  all  his  life. 

Glo,  Tell  me,  sirrah,  what's  my  name  ? 

Simp.  Alas,  master,  I  know  not. 

Glo,  What's  his  name? 

Simp.  I  know  not. 

Glo.  JJorhis? 

Simp.  No,  indeed,  master. 

Glo,  What's  thine  own  name! 

Simp.  Saunder  Simpcoi,  an  if  it  please  you,  master. 

Gh.  Then,  Saunder,  sit  there,  the  lyingest  knave  in  Christen- 
dom. If  thon  hadst  been  born  blind,  thou  might'et  as  well  have 
known  all  onr  names,  as  thus  to  name  the  severtd  colors  we  do 
wear.  Sight  may  distinjiiish  of  colors;  but  suddenly  to  nomi- 
nate them  all,  it  is  impossible. — My  lords,  Saint  Alban  here 
hatfi  done  a  miracle;  and  would  ye  not  think  that  cunning  to  be 
great,  that  could  restore  this  cripple  to  his  legs  again! 

Simp.  0,  master,  that  yon  conldl 

Glo.  My  masters  of  Saint  Albans,  have  you  not  beadks  in 
your  town,  and  things  called  whips? 

May.  Yea,  my  lord,  if  it  piease  your  grace. 

Glo.  Then  send  for  one  presently. 

Afay.  Sirrah,  fetch  the  beadle  hither  straight. 

[Exit  an  Attendant. 

Glo.  Now  fetch  me  n  st«ol  hither  by  and  by,  [A  ttool  brovght 
out.]  Now,  sirrah,  if  you  mean  to  save  yourself  from  whipping, 
leap  me  over  this  stool,  and  run  away. 

Simp.  Alas,  master,  I  am  not  able  to  stand  alone : 
You  go  about  to  torture  me  in  vain. 

Jie-enter  Attendant,  and  a  Beadle  with  a  whip. 

Glo.  Well,  sir,  we  must  have  you  find  your  legs. — Sirrali  bcadJe, 
whip  him  till  he  leap  over  that  same  atooi. 
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Bead.  I  will,  my  lord.— Come  on,   sirrah ;  off    with  your 
doublet  quickly.  . ,    ^     ^     , 

Simp.  Alas,  master,  what  sliall  I  do  1    I  am  not  able  to  stand. 
After  the  Beadle  Aa(A  Aii  him  once,  he  leap»  oter  the  Hool,  and 
TUM  away;  and  the  people  follow  and  cry,  "AMiracie ! 

K.  Sen.  0  heaven,  seest  thou  this,  and  bear'st  so  long? 

Q.  Mar.  It  made  me  langli  to  see  the  villain  run. 

Glo.  Follow  the  knave ;  and  take  this  drab  away. 

Wife.  Alas,  sii-,  we  did  it  for  pure  need. 

Ola.  Let  them  be  whipp'd  through  every  market  town. 
Till  they  come  to  Berwick,  from  whence  they  came. 

lExeaiit  Mayor,  Beadle,  Wile,  dc. 

Oar.  Dnke  Humphrey  has  done  a  miracle  to-day. 

Suf.  True ;  he  made  the  laroe  to  leap,  and  fly  away. 

&lo.  But  yon  have  done  more  miracles  than  I ; 
Tou  mnde  in  a  day,  my  lord,  whole  towns  tony. 
^ter  BuoKiN&nAM. 

Ji.  Hen.  "What  tidings  with  our  cousin  Buokinsham? 

Back.  Such  as  my  heart  doth  tremble  to  unfold. 
A  sort  of  naughty  persons,  lewdly  bent,— 
Under  the  countenance  and  confederacy 
Of  lady  Eleanor,  the  protector's  wife, 
The  ringleader  and  head  of  all  thia  rout, — 
Ha^e  praetia'd  dangeronaly  againat  your  state, 
Dealing  with  witchea,  and  with  ooiyiirera : 
Whom  we  have  apprehended  in  the  fact ; 
Raising  up  wicked  apirits  from  under  ground, 
Demanding  of  king  Henry's  life  and  death, 
And  other  of  your  highness'  privy  council. 
As  more  at  large  your  grace  ahall  understand. 

Car.  {A«ide  to  Glo.]    And  so,  my  lord  protector,  by  this  means 
Toar  lady  is  forthcoming  yet  at  London. 
Thia  news,  I  think,  hath  turn'd  your  weapon's  edge ; 
'Tis  like,  my  lord,  you  will  not  keep  your  hour. 

Qlo.  Ambitious  churchman,  leave  to  afftict  my  heart : 
SoiTOw  and  grief  have  vanquiah'd  al)  my  powers ; 
And,  vanquiah'd  as  I  am,  I  yield  to  thee, 
Or  to  the  meanest  groom. 

K.  Hen.  O  heaven,  what  mischiefs  work  the  wicked  ones, 
Heaping  confusion  on  their  own  heads  thereby ! 

Q.  Mar.  Gloster,  see  bei-e  the  tainture  of  thy  nest ; 
And  look  thyself  be  faultleas,  thou  wert  best 

Qlo.  Madam,  for  myself,  to  heaven  I  do  appeal. 
How  I  have  lov'd  my  king,  and  commonweal : 
And,  for  my  wife,  I  know  not  how  it  stands; 
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Sorry  I  am  to  hear  what  I  have  heard,: 
Noble  slie  is ;  but  if  she  have  forgot 
Honor  and  virtue,  and  convers'd  with  such 
As,  like  to  pitch,  defile  nobility, 
I  give  her,  as  a  prey,  to  law  and  shame. 
That  hftth  dishonor'd  Gloster'a  honest  name. 

K.  Hen.  Well,  for  this  night,  we  will  repoae  u; 
To-morrow  toward  London  back  again, 
To  look  into  this  business  thoronghlj, 
And  call  thes«  foul  offenders  to  their  answers; 
And  poise  the  cause  in  justieo'  equal  scales, 
Whose  beam  stands  sure,  whose  rightful  cause  pi 


The  Duke  of  Tort  oblninsaasumnwsfmm  Warwick  and  aalistnry  of  Uieir  ^d 
nndsuyportttiennbleliimloacliB  tbiicrownoshis  inheritance,  in  right  ot  his  de- 
eeont  froni  Edward,  third  bob  of  the  Duke  of  Clarenw,  whose  issue,  Edmund  Morti- 
mer, the  TJghCSil  lieir  tn  the  Ihrono  on  (he  deaUi  of  Elchard  II.,  was  displaced  by 
Boiingbroke,  aflenvard  Ilcury  IV.,  the  fiionder  of  the  house  of  Lsaeasler. 

SCENE  III.— London.    A  Eall  of  Justice. 

Trumpets  sounded.    Eater  Kisfi  HKaitY,  Qnass  Maboahet,  Glos- 

TKR,  YoEK,  Sdffolk,  and  Salisbiiey  ;  the  DucnEss  of  Glos- 

TEE,  Margery,  Jockdain,  Southwell,  Hume,  ani  Boliko- 

BiiOKE,  ui\dsr  guard. 

K.  Hen.  Stand  forth,  dame  Eleanor  Cohham,  Gloster'a  wife  : 

In  sight  of  heaven  and  us,  your  guilt  is  great : 

Eeceive  the  sentence  of  the  law. 

[To  JouRD,  rfc]  You  four,  from  hence  to  prison  back  agiun ; 

From  thence  unto  the  place  of  execution: 

The  witch  in  Smithfield  shall  be  bum'd  to  ashes, 

And  you  three  shall  be  strangled  on  the  gallows. — 

Yoii,  madam,  for  yon  are  more  nobly  bora. 

Despoiled  of  your  honor  in  your  life, 

Shall,  after  three  days'  open  penance  done, 

Live  in  your  conntry  here,  in  banishment. 

With  Su-  John  Stanley,  in  the  Isle  of  Man, 
Ikich.  Welcome  ia  banishment ;  welcome  were  my  death. 
Glo.  Eleanor,  the  law,  thou  seest,  hath  judged  tiiee : 

I  cannot  justify  whom  the  law  condemns. — 

[Exeunt  the  Dcchebs  and,  the  other  Prisoners,  guarded. 

Mine  eyes  are  full  of  tears,  my  heart  of  grief. 

Ah,  Humphrey,  this  dishonor  in  thine  age 

Will  bring  thy  head  with  sorrow  to  the  ground ! 

I  beseech  your  majesty,  give  me  leave  to  go  ; 

Sorrow  would  solace,  .and  mine  ago  would  ease. 
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K.  Sen.  Stay,  Humphrey  duke  of  Gloster :  ere  tion  go, 
Give  up  thy  staff:  Henry  will  to  himself 
Protector  be ;  and  heaven  shall  he  my  hope, 
My  stay,  my  guiJe,  and  lantern  to  my  feet : 
And  go  in  peace,  Humphrey ;  no  lesa  belov'd, 
Thau  when  thou  wert  protector  to  thy  king. 

Q.  Mar.  I  see  no  reason  why  a  king  of  years 
Should  be  to  be  protected  like  a  ehild, — 
Heaven  and  king  Henry  govern  England's  helm  I — 
Give  up  your  staff,  sir,  find  the  ting  his  realm. 

Glo.  My  staff!  here,  noble  Henry,  is  my  staff: 
As  willingly  do  I  the  same  resign, 
As  e'er  thy  father  Henry  made  it  mine ; 
And  even  as  willingly  at  thy  feet  I  leave  it, 
As  others  would  ambitiously  receive  it. 
Farewell,  good  king:  when  I  am  dead  and  gone. 
May  honorable  peace  attend  thy  throne.  [Exit. 

Q.  Mar.  Why,  now  is  Henry  king,  and  Margaret  queen ; 
And  Humphrey,  dnke  of  Gloster,  scarce  hirasalf. 
That  bears  so  shrewd  a  maim ;  two  pulls  at  once, — 
His  lady  banish'd,  and  a  limb  lopp'd  off: 
This  staff  of  honor  raught,  there  let  it  stand. 
Where  it  best  fits  to  be, — in  Henry's  hand. 

Svf.  Thus  droops  thb  lofty  pine,  and  hangs  his  sprays ; 
Thns  Eleanor's  pride  dies  in  her  youngest  days. 

ybri.  Lords,  let  him  go. — Please  it  yonr  majesty, 
This  is  the  day  appointed  for  the  combat; 
And  ready  are  the  appellant  and  defendant. 
The  armorer  and  his  man,  to  enter  the  lists, 
So  please  your  highness  to  behold  the  fight. 

Q.  Ma/r.  Ay,  good  my  lord;  for  purposely  therefore 
Left  I  the  court,  to  see  this  quarrel  tried. 

K.  Hen.  Bee  the  lists  and  all  things  fit: 
Here  let  them  end  it;  and  God  defend  the  right  I 

York.  I  never  saw  a  fellow  worse  bested. 
Or  more  afraid  to  fight,  than  is  the  appellant, 
The  servant  of  this  armorer,  my  lords. 

Enter,  on  one  tide,  Hokneb,  and  his  Neighbors,  drinking  to  Mm 
to  much  that  he  it  drunk;  and  he  enters  hearing  hi»  $1^ mtji 
a  sand-bag  fattened  to  it;  a  dram  b^ore  him :  on  the  other 
»ide,  Petbb,  leitha  drum  and  a  timHar  staff j  aeeompanied 
by  Prentices  drinMng  to  him. 

1  Ifeigh.  Here,  neighbor  Homer,  I  drink  to  you  in  a  cup  of 
sack:  and  fear  not,  neighbor,  you  shall  do  well  enongh. 

2  Neigh.  And  here,  neighbor,  here's  a  cnp  of  chameoo. 

8  Neiffh.  And  hero's  a  pot  of  good  double  beer,  neighbor : 
drink,  and  fear  not  your  man. 
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Ror.  Let  it  come,  i' faith,  and  I'll  pledge  you  all;  nnd  a  fig  for 

1  Pren.  Here,  Peter,  I  driok  to  tliee :  and  be  not  afraid 

3  /■««  Ee  merry,  Peter,  and  fear  not  thy  master:  figlit  for 
credit  of  the  prentices.  " 

FeUr._  I  tljaak  you  all :  drinlc,  and  pray  for  me,  I  pray  yon : 
lor,  1  think,  I  have  taken  my  last  draught  in  this  world.— Here 
i.obm,  an  if  I  die,  I  give  thee  my  apron:  and,  Will,  thon  slialt 
lave  my  hammer:— and  here,  Tom,  take  all  the  money  that  I 
have.— 0  I*rd  Ideas  ine,  for  I  am  never  able  to  deal  with  my 
master,  he  hath  learnt  so  much  fence  already, 

Sal.  Come,  leave  your  drinking,  and  fiJl  to  blows.— Sirrali, 
wiiat's  thy  name!  ' 

Peter.  Peter,  forsooth. 

.Si;.  Peter!  what  mora? 

Peter.  Thump. 

^l.  Thnmpl  then  see  thou  thump  thy  master  well 

nor.  Masters,  I  am  come  hither,  as  it  were,  upon  mv  man's 
instigation,  to  prove  him  a  knave,  and  myself'  an  hon"ft  ma^  ■ 
and  touchmg  the  duke  of  York,  I  will  take  my  death,  I  never 
S  It  "'7.1"'  ^°r 'I'^king,  nor  the  queen:  and  dierefore 
feter,  have  at  thee  with  a  downright  blowl 

/"f-  Despatch  :-thia  knave's  tongue  begins  to  double- 
Sound,  trumpets,  alarum  to  the  combatants. 

l-^rum.     TheyJlpTit,  and  Peter  »trike»  down  hu  Ma»fcr. 

-ff^   Hold,  Peter,  hold!     I  confess,  I  confess  treason,     im^. 

lor^  Take  away  his  weapon.— FeUow,  tJiank  heaven  and 
tlie  good  wine  in  thy  master's  way. 

OPpftC"  ^'^T}  **™''P,??'.«  ^'"^  enemies  in  this  presence? 
O  Peter,  thou  hast  prevail'd  in  right  1 

K.Hen.  Go,  take  hence  that  traitor  from  our  sipht  ■ 
^or,  by  his  death,  we  do  perceive  his  guilt - 
And  heaven  injustice  hath  reveai'd  to  ns 
Tiie  truth  and  innocence  of  this  poor  fellow. 
Winch  he  had  thought  to  have  murder'd  wronsfully  — 
Come,  follow,  follow  us  for  thy  reward.  [Exeunt. 

ACT   III. 
SCENE  I.— The  Abbey  at  Bury. 
Sennet.     Enter  to  the  Parliament,  Kino  Hewbt,  Queen  Maboa- 
EET,  Cabmsal  Bkadfobt,  Suffolk,  York,  Bcckisgham,  and 

,^-  -ff^-  I  muse  my  lord  of  Gloster  is  not  come : 
Tis  not  his  wont  to  be  the  hindmost  man, 
Whate'er  occasion  keeps  him  from  ns  now. 
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Q.  Mar,  Can  yon  not  see  ?  or  will  yon  not  obaerro 
The  strangeness  of  his  alter'd  countenance ! 
Witli  what  a  m^esty  he  bears  himaeif; 
How  insolent  of  late  he  is  become, 
How  proud,  Low  peremptory,  and  nnlite  himself  9 
We  know  the  lime  since  he  was  mild  and  affable ; 
And,  if  we  did  but  glance  a  far-off  look, 
Immediately  he  was  upon  his  knee, 
That  all  the  court  admir'd  him  for  submission ; 
But  meet  him  now,  and,  be  it  in  the  mom, 
When  every  one  will  give  the  time  of  day. 
He  knits  his  brow,  and  shows  an  angry  eye, 
And  passeth  by  with  stiff  unbowed  knee, 
Disdmning  doty  tliat  to  us  belongs. 
The  reverent  care  I  bear  unto  my  lord 
Made  me  collect  these  changes  in  the  dako. 
My  lord  of  Suffolk, — Buckingham,— and  York, — 
Reprove  my  allegation,  if  yon  can. 
Or  else  conclude  my  words  effectual. 

Suf.  Well  hath  your  highness  seen  into  this  duke ; 
And  had  I  first  been  put  to  speak  my  mind, 
I  think  I  should  have  told  your  grace's  tale. 

Smooth  mns  the  water  where  the  brook  is  deep ; 

And  in  his  simple  show  he  harbors  treason. 

The  foi  barks  not  when  he  would  steal  the  lamb. 

No,  no,  ray  sovereign ;  Gloster  is  a  man 

TInsounded  yet,  and  full  of  deep  deceit. 
Car.  Did  he  not,  contrary  to  form  of  law. 

Devise  strange  deaths  for  small  offences  done ! 
York.  And  did  he  not,  in  his  protectorship, 

Levy  great  sums  of  money  through  the  realm 

For  soldiers'  pay  in  France,  and  never  sent  it? 

By  means  whereof  the  towns  each  day  revolted. 
Buck,  Tut  I  these  are  petty  faults  to  faults  unknown, 

Which  tune  will  bring  to  light  in  smooth  duke  Humphrey. 
K.  Sen,  My  lords,  at  once :— the  care  you  have  of  ns. 

To  mow  down  thorns  that  would  annoy  our  foot, 

Ts  worthy  p«use :  but  shall  I  speak  my  conscience  ? 

Our  kinsman  Gloster  is  as  innocent 

From  meaning  treason  to  our  royal  person, 

As  is  the  sucking  lamb,  or  harmless  dove : 

The  duke  is  virtuous,  mild,  and  too  well  given, 

To  dream  on  evil,  or  to  work  my  downfall. 

Q.  Mar,  Ah,  what's  more  dangerous  than  this  fond  affiance ! 

Seems  he  a  dove?  his  feathers  are  but  borrow'd. 

For  he's  disposed  as  the  hateful  raven  : 

Is  he  a  lamb?  his  skin  is  surely  lent  him. 

For  he's  ioclin'd  as  is  the  ravenous  wolf. 
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Who  cannot  steal  a  sliape,  that  meaiis  deceit! 
Take  heed,  my  lord ;  the  welfare  of  ue  all 
Eacgs  on  the  cutting  short  that  fraudful  man. 
Enter  Someeset, 

Sovi.  All  health  unto  my  gracious  sovereign ! 

K.  Hen.  Welcome,  lord  Somerset    What  news  from  France! 

Som.  That  all  yonr  interest  in  those  teri'itories 
Is  utterly  bereft  you ;  all  is  lost. 

K.  Ben.  Cold  news,  lord  Somerset :  but  heaven's  will  he  done  1 

lorJc.  [Adde.]  Cold  news  for  me ;  for  I  had  hope  of  Franco. 
As  hnnly  as  I  hope  for  fertile  England. 
TJius  are  my  blossoms  blasted  in  the  bud, 
And  caterpillars  eat  my  leaves  away : 
But  I  will  remedy  this  gear  ere  long, 
Or  sell  my  title  for  a  glorious  grave. 

Enter  Glostkh. 

Gh.  All  happiness  unto  my  lord  the  king  I 
Pardon,  my  liege,  that  I  Lave  stay'd  so  long. 

Svf.  Kay,  Gloster,  know,  that  thou  art  come  too  soon 
Unless  thou  wert  more  loyal  than  thou  art : 
I  do  airest  thee  of  high  treason  here. 
^  Glo.  Well,  Suffolk,  yet  thou  ebalt  not  seo  me  blush, 
?for  change  my  countenance  for  this  arrest : 
A  heart  nnspotted  is  not  easily  daunted. 
The  purest  spring  is  not  so  free  from  mud. 
As  I  am  clear  from  treason  to  my  eovereign ; 
Wlio  can  accuse  me!  wherein  am  I  guilty! 

Yorle.  'Tisthought,  my  lord,  that  yon  took  bribes  of  France, 
And,  being  protector,  stayed  the  soldiers'  pay ; 
By  means  whereof  his  highness  hath  lost  France. 

Glo.  Is  it  hat  thought  so !    What  are  they  that  think  it  'i 
I  never  robb'd  the  soldiers  of  their  pay, 
Nor  ever  had  one  penny  bribe  from  France. 
So  help  me  heaven,  as  I  have  watch'd  the  nigbt,- 
Ay,  night  by  night,— in  studying  good  for  England  1 

Cti/r.  It  serves  yon  well,  my  lord,  to  say  so  much. 

Oto.  I  say  no  more  than  truth, 

York,  In  your  protectorship  you  did  devise 
Btrange  tortures  for  offenders,  never  heai'd  of, 
That  England  was  defam'd  by  tyranny. 

GU>.  Why,  'tis  well  known  that,  whDes  I  was  protector. 
Pity  was  all  the  fault  that  was  in  me ; 
Fori  should  melt  at  an  offender's  tears. 
And  lowly  words  were  ransom  for  their  fault. 

Biif._  My  lord,  these  faults  are  easy,  quickly  answer'd: 
But  mightier  crimes  are  laid  tmto  your  charge, 
Whereof  yon  cannot  easily  purge  youi-soif. 
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I  do  arrest  ^oa  in  his  highness'  nsme ; 
And  here  commit  you  to  my  lord  cardinal 
To  keep,  until  your  farther  time  of  trial, 

K.  Hen.  My  lord  of  Gloster,  'tis  my  special  hope, 
That  you  will  clear  yonrself  from  all  suapects; 
My  conscience  tells  me  you  are  innocent. 

Olo,  Ah,  gracious  lord,  these  days  are  dangerous ! 
Virtue  is  chok'd  with  foul  ambition, 
And  charity  chas'd  hence  by  rancov's  hand ; 
Foul  subornation  is  predominant, 
And  equity  eiil'd  your  highness'  land. 
I  know  their  conip]ot  is  to  have  my  life; 
I  shall  not  want  false  witness  to  condemn  me, 
Nor  store  of  treasons  to  augment  my  guilt ; 
The  ancient  proverb  will  be  well  effected, — 
A  staff  13  quickly  found  to  beat  a  dog. 

Car.  My  liege,  his  railing  is  intolerable : 
If  those  that  care  to  keep  your  royal  person 
From  treason's  secret  knife,  and  traitors'  rage. 
Be  thus  upbraided,  chid,  and  rated  at. 
And  the  offender  granted  scope  of  speech, 
'Twill  mate  them  eool  in  zeal  nnto  your  grace. — 
Sirs,  take  away  the  duke,  and  guard  him  sure. 

Gfo.  Ah,  thus  king  Henry  throws  away  his  crutch, 
Before  his  limbs  be  firm  to  bear  hb  body  1 
Thus  is  the  shepherd  beaten  tVom  thy  side. 
And  wolves  are  gnarlin^  who  shall  gnaw  thee  fli'st. 
Ah,  that  my  fear  were  falsel  ah,  that  it  were  I 
For,  good  king  Henry,  thy  decay  I  fear. 

{Exeunt  Attendants  with  Glosteb, 

K.  Hen.  My  lords,  what  to  your  wisdoms  seometh  best. 
Do,  or  undo,  as  if  ourself  were  here. 

Q.  Mar.  What,  will  your  highness  leave  the  parliament  3 

K.  Hen.  Ay,  Margaret,  my  heart  is  drown'd  with  grief, 
Whose  flood  begins  to  flow  within,  mine  eyes ; 
My  body  round  engirt  with  misery, — 
For  what's  more  miserable  than  discontent  ?— 
Ah,  nnole  Humphrey,  in  thy  face  I  see 
The  map  of  honor,  trnth,  and  loyaltyl 
His  fortunes  I  will  weep ;  and,  'twixt  each  groan, 
Say — "  Who's  a  traitor,  Gloster  he  is  none."  \Exit. 

Q.  Mar.  Free  lords,  cold  enow  melts  with  the  sun's  hot  beams. 
Henry  my  lord  is  cold  in  great  affWrs, 
Too  full  of  foolish  pity. 
This  Gloster  siionld  be  qiiicldy  rid  the  world, 
To  rid  us  from  the  fear  we  have  of  him. 

Car.  That  he  should  die  is  worthy  policy ; 
But  yet  we  want  a  color  for  his  death  : 
'Tia  meet  he  be  condemnld  by  course  of  law. 
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8uf.  But,  in  my  mind,  tlwt  were  no  policy : 
The  king  wM  labor  still  to  save  his  life ; 
The  commons  haply  rise  to  save  his  life. 

York.  So  that,  by  this,  you  wonld  not  have  him  die. 

Svf.  Ab,  York,  no  man  alive  so  foin  os  II 

Yorl.  'Tis  York  that  hath  more  reason  for  his  death. 

8uf.  Seeing  the  deed  is  meritorious, 
And  to  preserve  my  sovereign  from  his  foe, — 
Say  but  the  ivord,  and  I  will  be  his  priest. 

Car.  But  I  would  have  hun  dead,  my  lord  of  Suffolk, 
Ere  you  can  take  due  orders  for  a  priest : 
Say,  you  consent,  and  eensare  well  the  deed. 
And  I'll  provide  his  eseeutioner, — 
I  tender  so  the  safety  of  my  liege. 

8uf.  Here  is  ray  hand ;  the  deed  is  worthy  doing. 

Q.  Mar.  And  so  say  L 

York.  And  I  r  and  now  we  three  have  spoke  it. 
It  skills  not  greatly  who  impugns  our  doom. 
Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mesa.  Groat  lords,  from  Ireland  am  I  come  amain. 
To  signify  that  rebels  there  are  up. 
And  pat  the  Englishmen  unto  the  sword: 
Send  succors,  lords,  and  stop  the  rage  betirae. 
Before  the  wound  do  grow  incnrable ; 
For,  being  green,  there  is  great  hope  of  help. 

VnT.  A  breach  that  craves  a  qnick  expedient  stop  1 
What  counsel  give  you  in  this  weighty  cause) 

York.  That  Somerset  be  sent  as  regent  thither: 
'Tis  meet,  that  Incky  ruler  be  employ'd ; 
Witness  the  fortune  ho  hath  had  in  France. 

Som.  If  York,  with  all  his  far-fet  policy, 
Had  been  the  regent  there  instead  of  me. 
Ho  never  would  have  stay'd  in  France  bo  long. 

Yorh.  No,  not  to  lose  it  all  as  thou  hast  done : 
I  rather  would  have  lost  my  life  betimes, 
Than  bring  a  burden  of  dishonor  home. 
By  staying  there  so  long,  till  all  were  lost. 
Sliow  me  one  soar  cliaracter'd  on  thy  skin : 
Men's  flesh  preserv'd  so  whole  do  seldom  win. 

Q.  Mar.  Nay  then,  this  spark  will  prove  a  raging  fire. 
If  wind  and  foelbe  brought  to  feed  it  with: — 
N"o  more,  good  York ; — sweet  Somerset,  be  stil!  :— 
Thy  fortune,  York,  hadst  thou  been  regent  there. 
Might  happily  have  prov'd  far  worse  than  his. 

Yorh.  What,  worse  than  naught?  nay  then,  a  shame  take 
all. 

Som.   Aiul,  in  ths  n^iinb^r,  tlice,  that  wisliest  shame. 
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Car.  My  iord  of  York,  try  what  your  fortune  is. 
Tlie  uncivil  kernes  of  Ireland  are  in  arms, 
And  temper  clay  with  blood  of  Englishmen : 
To  Ireland  will  you  lead  a  band  of  men, 
Collected  choicely,  from  each  county  some, 
And  try  your  hap  against  the  Irishmen! 

Yorh.  I  will,  my  lord,  bo  please  hia  migesty. 

Suf.  Why,  onr  authority  is  his  consent, 
And  what  we  do  establish,  lie  confirms: 
Then,  noble  York,  take  thou  this  task  in  hand. 

Yorh.  I  am  content :  provide  me  soldiers,  lords, 
■Whiles  I  take  order  for  mine  own  affairs. 

Svf.  A  charge,  lord  York,  tliat  I  will  see  perform'd. 
But  now  return  we  to  the  false  duke  Humphrey. 

Car.  No  more  of  him ;  for  I  will  deal  with  him. 
That  henceforth,  he  shall  trouble  ua  no  more ; 
And  so  break  off;  the  day  is  almost  spent. 
Loi'd  Suffolk,  you  and  I  must  talk  of  that  event 

Yori.  My  lord  of  Suffolk,  within  fourteen  dava 
At  Bristol  I  expect  my  soldiers ; 
For  there  I'll  ship  them  all  for  Ireland. 

Svf.  I'll  see  it  truly  done,  my  lord  of  York, 

[Exeunt  all  except  YocK. 

YorK  Now,  York,  or  never,  steel  thy  fearful  thonghts. 
And  change  misdoubt  to  resolution: 
Be  that  thou  hop'st  to  be ;  or  what  thou  art 
Resign  to  death, — it  is  not  worth  the  enjoying. 
Whiles  I  in  Ireland  nourish  a  mighty  band, 
I  will  stir  up  in  England  some  black  storm ; 
And  tliis  fell  tempest  shall  not  cease  to  rago 
Until  the  goWen  ckcuit  on  my  head, 
Like  to  the  golden  sou's  transparent  beams. 
Do  calm  the  fury  of  this  mad-bred  li^w. 
And,  for  a  minister  of  my  intent, 
I  have  seduc'd  a  headstrong  Kentishman, 
John  Cade  of  Afford, 
To  make  commotion,  as  full  well  he  can. 
Under  the  title  of  John  Mortimer. 
That  fellow  here  shall  bo  my  subsdtute ; 
For  that  John  Mortimer,  which  now  is  dead, 
In  face,  in  gait,  in  speech,  he  doth  resemble: 
By  this  I  shall  perceive  the  commons'  mind. 
How  they  affect  the  house  and  claim  of  York. 
Sny,  he  be  taken,  rack'd,  and  tortured, 
I  know  no  pain  they  can  inflict  upon  him 
Will  make  him  say  I  mov'd  him  to  those  ai-ma. 
Say,  that  ho  thrive,  (as  'tis  great  like  he  will,) 
Wliy,  then  from  Ireland  como  I  with  my  strength, 
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And  reap  the  harvest  which  that  rascal  aow'd  ; 

For,  Humphrey  beiag  dead,  aa  he  shall  be, 

And  Henry  put  apart,  the  next  for  me.  [Exit. 

SCENE  lI.~Bary.     A  Eomn  in  the  Palace. 
Eater  certain  Murderei's,  hastily. 

1  Mar.  Eun  to  my  lord  of  Suffolk ;  let  him  know 
"We  liave  despateh'd  the  duke,  as  he  commanded. 

a  Mur.  O  that  it  were  to  dol— "What  have  we  done! 
Didst  ever  hear  a  man.  ho  penitent ! 

1  Mur.  Here  comes  my  lord. 

Enter  Sutfole, 

Suf.  Noiv,  sirs,  have  you  despatcli'd  this  thing  f 

1  Mur.  Aj,  my  good  lord,  he's  dead. 

Svf.  Why,  that's  well  said.     Go,  get  you  to  my  house ; 
I  will  reward  you  for  this  venturous  deed. 
The  king  and  all  the  peera  are  here  at  hand  :— 
Have  you  laid  fair  the  bed  i  are  all  things  well, 
According  aa  I  gave  directions ! 

1  Mur.  Tis,  my  good  lord. 

Suf.  Away  I  be  gone.  [Exeunt  Murderei-s, 

Trumpets  sounded.     Enter  KiSG  Henry,  Qiiekw  Maroarbt,  Cae- 
BiNAL  JJeakfokt,  Sombhsbt,  Lords,  and  others. 

ir.  Hen.  Go,  call  our  uncle  to  our  presence  straight ; 
Say,  we  intend  to  try  his  grace  to-day. 
If  he  be  guilty,  aa  'tis  published. 

Suf.  I'll  call  hira  presently,  imy  nohle  loril.  [Exit. 

K.  Sen,  Lords,  take  your  places;  and,  I  pray  you  all, 
Proceed  no  straiter  'gainst  our  uncle  Gioster, 
Than  from  true  evidence,  of  good  esteem. 
He  be  approv'd  in  practice  o5pable. 

Q.  Mar.  Heaven  forbid  any  malice  should  prevail. 
That  faultless  may  condemn  a  nobleman ! 
Pray  heaven  he  may  acquit  him  of  suspicion  I 

IC  lien.  I  thank  thee,    Margaret;  these  words  content   me 

Se-enter  Scffole, 
How  now  1  why  look'stthon  pale?  why  tremblest  thou ? 
■ffhere  is  our  uncle  ?  what's  the  matter,  Suffolk ! 
S'lf.  Dead  in  his  bed,  my  lord ;  Gioster  is  dead. 
Q.  Mar.  Marry,  heaven  forefecdl 

Oar,  Heaven's  secreli  .iudgment : — I  did  dream  to  njght 
The  duke  was  dumt»,  and  could  not  speak  a  word. 

[The  Ki:;a  siMons. 
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Q.  Mar.  How  fares  my  lord ! — Iloip,  lords  I  the  king  is  dead. 
Run,  go,  help,  helpl — O  Henry,  ope  thine  eyes! 

Suf.  He  doth  revive  again ;— Madam,  be  patient. 

K.  Hin.  O  heavenly  i'atherl 

Q.  Mar.  How  fares  my  graoioiia  lord ! 

Si^f.  Comfort,  my  sovereign  1  graciona  Henry,  comfort ! 

K.  Sen.  What  I  duth  my  lord  of  Suffolk  comfort  me  'i 
Came  he  right  now  to  sing  a  raven's  not«, 
Whose  dismal  tnne  bereft  my  vital  powers ; 
And  thinks  he,  that  the  ahirpi<ig  of  a  wren, 
By  crying  comfort  from  a  hollow  breast. 
Can  chase  away  the  first-conoeived  sonndf 
Hide  not  thy  poison  with  such  sugar'd  words : 
Lay  not  thy  hands  on  me ;  forbear,  1  say ; 
Their  touch  affrights  me  aa  a  serpent's  sting. 
Thou  baleful  messenger,  out  of  my  sight! 
Upon  thy  eye-balls  murderous  tyranny 
Sits  in  grim  mnjesty,  to  fright  the  world. 
Look  not  upon  me,  for  thine  eyes  are  wounding :  — 
Yet  do  not  go  away : — come,  basilisk, 
And  kill  the  mnocent  gazer  with  thy  sight ; 
Por  in  the  shade  of  death  I  shall  find  joy,— 
In  life,  but  double  death,  now  Gloster's  dead. 

Q.  Mar.  Why  do  you  rate  my  lord  of  Suffolk  thus  t 
Although  the  duke  was  enemy  to  him, 
Yet  he,  most  Christian-Jjke,  laments  bis  death. 

E.  Hen.  Ah,  woe  is  me  for  Gloster,  wretched  man  I 

Q,  Mar,  Be  woe  for  me,  more  wretched  than  ho  is. 
What  I  dost  thou  turn  away,  and  hide  thy  face? 
I  am  no  loatjisome  leper ;  look  on  me. 
What,  art  thou,  like  the  adder,  waxen  deaf? 
Be  poisonous  too,  and  kill  thy  forlorn  queen. 
Is  fdl  thy  comfort  shut  in  Gloster''s  tomb  ? 
J^oUe  within.    Enter  Wabwiok  anA  Samsbitiit.     The  Commons 
preti  to  the  door 

War.  It  is  reported,  mighty  sovereign, 
That  good  duke  Humphrey  traitorously  is  marder'd 
By  Snffolk  and  the  cardinal  Beaufort's  means. 
The  commons,  like  an  angry  hive  of  bees 
That  want  their  leader,  scatter  up  and  down. 
And  earo  not  who  they  sting  in  his  revenge. 
Myself  have  calm'd  their  spleenfiil  mutiny. 
Until  they  hear  the  order  of  his  death, 

K.  Hen.  That  he  is  dead,  good  Warwick,  'tis  too  true ; 
But  how  he  died,  heaven  knows,  not  Henry ; 
Enter  his  chamber,  view  his  breathless  corse, 
And  comment  then  upon  his  sudden  death. 
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w-ITTi:  '^^^}  "^"'J  ^  ^°'  ^^  liege.-Stay,  SalJabury, 
Wjth  the  rude  multitude,  till  I  return. 

Wabwick  goes  into  aninmr  chamier.     SitiSBTTET  retires   to  the 
Oommons  at  tke  door, 

My  tlioughta,  that  labor  to  persuade  my  soul 
borne  violent  hands  were  laid  on  Humphrey's  life  1 
If  my  Buapect  be  false,  forgive  me,  heaven  - 
For  judgment  only  doth  belong  to  thee 
Fain  would  I  go  to  chafe  his  paly  lipa 
With  twenty  thousand  kisses,  and  to  drain 
Upon  his  fate  an  ocean  of  salt  tears ; 
To  t«Il  my  love  unto  his  dumb  deaf  tmnk, 
And  witii  ray  fingers  feel  hia  hand  unfeeling: 
But  all  in  vain  are  these  mean  obsequies ; 
And  to  survey  his  dead  and  earthy  image. 
What  were  it  but  to  make  my  sorrow  greater  1 
Tke  dooTg  of  the  inner  ehainleT  are  thrown  open,  and  Glostee  m 
d^e^ered  dead  m  hi»ied;  Wabwick  an3otAer»  Handing 

War.  Oome  hither,  gracious  sovereign,  view  this  body. 

-«■  -?f».  That  IS  to  see  how  deep  my  grave  is  made ; 
ior  with  his  sou!  fled  all  my  worldly  solace 
For  seeing  him,  I  see  my  life  in  death. 

War.  As  surely  as  my  Boul  intends  to  Kva 
With  that  dread  King,  that  took  our  state  upon  him 
1  o  tree  ns  from  his  Father's  wrathful  curse, 
I  do  believe  tliat  violent  hands  were  laid 
Upon  the  life  of  this  thrjce-famed  duke. 

Sm/-.  -^  dreadful  oath,  sworn  with  a.  solemn  tongue  I 
What  matance  gives  lord  Warwick  for  his  vow  ? 

War.  See,  how  the  blood  is  settled  in  hia  fece. 
Mis  eye-bails  farther  out  thwi  when  he  Uv'd 
StAnu^  full  ghastly  like  a  strangled  man  ■ 
His  hair  uprear'd,  his  nostrils  stretch'd  with  struggling  ■ 
His  hands  abroad  display'd,  as  one  that  grasp'd 
And  tugg'd  for  life,  and  was  by  strength  subdued  ■ 
It  cannot  be  but  he  was  mui'der'd  here  - 
The  least  of  all  these  aigns  were  probable 

Stif  Wliy.  Warwick,  who  should  do  the  duke  to  death  ? 
Myself  and  Beaufort  had  him  in  protection  ■ 
And  we,  I  hope,  sir,  are  no  murderera. 

War.  But  both  of  you  were  vow'd  duke  Humphrey's  foes: 
And  you,  forsooth,  had  the  good  duke  to  keep  ■  ' 

lis  like,  you  would  not  feast  him  like  a  friend  ■ 
And  tis  well  seen  he  found  an  enemy. 
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Q.  Mar.  Tlien  yon,  belike,  anspeot  these  noblemea 
As  Ruilty  of  dnke  Hamphrey's  timeless  death. 

irar.  Who  finds  tlie  heifer  dead,  and  bleeding  fi-eah, 
And  sees  fast  by  a  butcher  with  an  axe, 
Kut  will  suspect  'twas  he  that  made  the  slaughter  i 
Who  finds  the  partridge  in  the  puttoek'a  *  nest. 
But  may  imagine  how  the  bird  was  dead, 
Although  the  kite  soar  with  unbloodied  beak  { 
Even  BO  suspicions  is  this  tragedy.  ^  „  ^     ^       ,  ,    .,  . 

Q  Mar.  Are  yoa  the  butcher,  Suffolk!  where's  your  kmfe? 
Is  Beaufort  termed  a  kite !  where  are  his  talons? 

Suf.  I  wear  no  knife,  to  slaughter  sleepmg  men ; 
But  here's  a  vengeful  sword,  rusted  with  ease. 
That  shall  be  scoured  in  his  rancorous  heart. 
That  slanders  mo  with  murder's  crimson  badge : — 
Say,  if  thou  dar'st,  proud  lord  of  Warwickshire, 
That  I  am  faulty  in  duke  Humphrey's  death. 

[Skeunt  Caeoinal,  Sombrsbt.  and  otlien. 
War.  What  dares  not  Warwick,  if  false  Suffolk  dare  hkn? 
Q.  Mar.  He  dares  not  calm  his  contumelious  spirit. 
Nor  cease  to  be  an  arrogant  controller. 
Though  Safl'olk  dare  him  twenty  thousand  times. 

War.  Madam,  be  still,— with  reverence  may  I  say; 
For  erery  word  you  speak  in  his  behalf 
Is  slander  to  your  royal  dignity. 
Suf.  Binnt-witted  lord,  ignoble  in  demeanor ! 
War.  But  that  the  guilt  of  murder  bucklers  thee, 
And  I  should  rob  the  deathsman  of  his  fee, 
And  that  my  sovereign's  presence  makes  me  mild, 
liwould,  false  murderous  coward,  on  thy  knoe 
Make  thee  beg  pai-don  for  thy  passed  speech. 
Pernicious  bloo^ucker  of  sleeping  men. 

Suf.  Thou  Shalt  be  waking  whUe  I  shed  thy  blood, 
If  from  this  presence  thou  dar'st  f;o  with  me, 

Far.  Away  even  now,  or  I  will  drag  thee  hence : 
"Unworthy  though  thou  art,  I'll  cope  with  thee, 
And  do  some  service  to  duke  Humphrey's  ghost. 

[Exmnt  Suffolk  and  W  aewiok. 
K.  Hen.  What  stronger  breast-plate  than  a  heart  untainted  1 
Thrice  is  be  arm'd  that  bath  his  quarrel  just ; 
And  he  but  naked,  though  look'd  up  in  steel,  _ 

Whose  conscience  with  mjastice  is  corrupted.     {A  noise  mtMn. 
Q.  Mar.  What  noise  is  this  i 

Be-enUr  Suffolk  and  Warwick,  teitk  their  teeapom  draien. 
K.  Hen,.  Why,  how  now,  loi-dsl  your  wrathful  weapons  drawn 
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Hero  In  our  presence  I  dare  yon  be  so  bold  ?— 
Why,  what  tumultnons  clamor  have  we  here  f 

>^f.  The  traitorobB  Warwick,  with  the  men  of  Bury, 
Set  all  upon  me,  mighty  sovereign. 

Sal.  [To  the  CommOBB  at  the  door.']  Sire,   stand  apart ;  the 
king  shall  know  your  mind.—  [Advancing. 

Dread  lord,  the  commons  send  you  word  by  me, 
Unless  false  Suffolk  straight  be  done  to  death, 
Or  banished  fair  England's  territories, 
They  will  by  violence  tear  him  from  yonr  palace, 
And  torture  him  with  grievous  lingering  death. 
They  say,  by  him  the  good  duke  Humphrey  died ; 
They  say,  in  him  they  fear  your  highness'  death ; 
And  mere  instinct  of  love  and  loyalty, — 
Free  from  a  stubborn  opposite  intent, 
As  being  thought  to  contradict  your  liking, — 
Makes  them  thas  forward  in  his  banishment. 

Commons,  [ffifftm.]  An  answer  from  the  king,  my  lord  of 
Salisbury  I 

Suf.  'Tia  like  the  commons,  rnde  unpolish'd  hinds. 
Could  send  such  message  to  their  sovereign : 
But  jou,  my  lord,  were  giad  to  be  employ'd. 
To  show  how  quaint  an  orator  you  are : 
But  all  the  honor  Salisbury  hath  won, 
Is,  that  he  was  the  lord  embassador. 
Sent  from  a  sort  of  tinkers  to  the  king. 

Commom.  [Within.]    An  answer  from  the  king  or  we  will 
all  break  in  I 

JT.  Ren.  Go,  Salisbury,  and  tell  them  all  from  me, 
I  thank  them  for  their  tender  loving  care ; 
And  had  I  not  been  cited  so  by  them. 
Yet  did  I  purpose  as  they  do  entreat; 
For,  sure,  my  thoughts  do  hourly  prophesy    . 
Mischance  nnto  my  state  by  Suffolk's  means ; 
And  therefore, — by  His  majesty  I  swear. 
Whose  fer  unworthy  deputy  I  am, — 
He  shall  not  breathe  infection  in  this  siv 
But  three  days  longer,  on  the  pain  of  death.      [Exit  Sausbtjet. 

Q.  Mar.  O  Henry,  let  me  plead  for  gentle  Suffolk  1 
JC  Sen.  Ungentle  queen,  to  call  him  gentle  Suffolk  1 
No  more,  I  say :  if  thou  dost  plead  for  him. 
Thou  wilt  but  add  increase  unto  my  wrath. 
Had  I  but  said,  I  would  have  kept  my  word ; 
But  when  I  swear,  it  is  irrevocable. — 
If  after  three  days'  space,  thou  here  bo'st  found 
On  any  groand  tliat  I  am  ruler  of, 
The  world  shall  not  bo  ransom  for  thy  Jife.— 
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Come,  Warwick,  come,  good  Warwick,  go  wili  me ; 
I  havo  great  matters  to  impart  to  thee. 

[Exeunt  King  Henkt,  Wahwice,  Lords,  (fo% 

Q.  Mar.  Mischance  aod  sorrow  go  along  with  joul 
Heart's  discontent,  and  soar  affliction. 
Be  playfdlows  to  keep  yon  company  I 
And  threefold  Tengeance  tend  upon  your  steps! 

Si'f.  Ceaae,  gentle  queen,  these  execrations. 
And  let  thy  Suffolk  take  hia  heavy  leave. 

Q.  Mar.  Fie,  coward  woman,  and  Boft-bearted  wretch  1 
Hast  thon  not  spirit  to  cufse  thine  eneinies  ? 

Stif.  A  plague  npoa  them  I  where&re  should  I  curse  them  ? 
Would  curses  kill,  as  doth  the  mandrake's  groan, 
I  would  invent  as  bitter- sesrehing  terms, 
As  curst,  as  harsh,  and  horrible  to  hear, 
Deliver'd  strongly  through  my  fised  teeth. 
With  full  as  many  signs  of  deadly  hate, 
As  lean-fac'd  Envy  in  her  loathsome  cave: 
My  tongue  should  stumble  in  mine  earnest  words ; 
Mine  eyes  should  sparkle  like  the  beaten  flint ; 
My  htur  be  £z'd  on  end,  as  one  distract ; 
Ay,  every  joint  should  seem  to  curse  and  ban : 
And  even  now  my  burden'd  heait  would  break. 
Should  I  not  curse  thefa.    Poison  be  their  drink ! 
Gall,  worse  than  gall,  the  daintiest  that  they  taste ! 
Their  sweetest  shade,  a  grove  of  cypress  trees  1 
Their  chiefest  prospect,  mnrdering  hasilisksl 
Their  softest  touch,  as  smart  as  lizards'  stings ! 
Their  music,  frightful  as  the  serpent's  hiss. 
And  boding  screech-owls  make  the  concert  fulll 

Q.  Mar.  Enough,  sweet  Suffolk  ;  thou  torment'at  thyself. 

Svf.  Tou  bade  me  ban,  and  will  you  bid  me  leave  ( 
Now,  by  the  ground  that  I  am  hanish'd  from. 
Well  could  I  curse  away  a  winter's  night, 
Tfiougb  standing  naked  on  a  mountain  top, 
Where  biting  cold  would  never  let  grass  grow, 
And  think  it  hut  a,  minute  spent  in  sport. 

Q.  Mar.  O,  let  me  entreat  thee,  cepae  I    Give  me  thy  hand. 
That  I  may  dew  it  with  my  mournful  tears ; 
Nor  let  the  rmu  of  heaven  wet  this  place. 
To  wash  away  my  woful  monuments, 

0,  could  this  kiss  be  printed  in  thy  hand  \Kisse»  hU  hand. 

That  thou  might'st  think  upon  these  by  the  seal. 
Through  whom  a  thousand  sighs  are  breath'd  for  thee  1 
So,  get  thee  gone,  that  I  may  know  my  grief; 
Go ;  speak  not  to  me ;  even  now  be  gone. 

Svf.  Thus  is  poor  Suffolk  ten  times  banished. 
Once  by  the  king,  and  three  times  thrice  \>j  thee. 
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Enter  ViCs. 

Q.  Mar.  Whither  goes  Vaus  so  fast  S  what  news,  I  rr'jtljee! 

Vaus.  To  signify  unto  his  msjesty 
That  cardinal  Beaufort  is  at  point  of  death  ; 
And  I  am  sent  to  tell  his  m^esty 
That  even  now  he  cries  aloud  for  him. 

Q.  Mar.  Go  tell  this  heavy  message  to  the  Iting.    [Exit  Vacs. 
Ah  TOO  1  what  is  this  world  I  what  news  are  these  I 
But  wherefore  grieve  I  at  an  hoar's  poor  loss, 
Omitting  Suffolk's  eiiJe,  my  soul's  treasure? 
Now  get  thee  hence :  the  king,  thou  know'st,  is  coming ; 
If  thoa  he  fonnd  by  me,  thou  art  but  dead- 
To  France,  sweet  Suffolk:  let  rae  hear  from  thee; 
For  wheresoe'or  thou  art  in  this  world's  globe, 
I'll  liave  an  Iris  that  shall  find  thee  but, 

Suf.  I  go. 

Q.  Mar.        And  take  my  heart  with  thee. 

Saf,  A  jewel,  lock'd  into  the  wofull'st  cask 
That  ever  did  contain  a  thing  of  worth. 
Even  as  a  spHtted  bark,  so'  sunder  we ; 
This  way  fall  I  to  death. 

6-  ^ar.  This  way  for  me.    [Exeunt,  severally. 


SCENE  III. — London.     CiEoiHAL  Beaofoet's  Bedchamber. 


K.  Ben._  How  fares  my  lord !  speak,  Beaufort,  to  thy  so 
ereign. 

Car.  If  thou  be'st  death,  I'll  pve  thee  England's  treasure, 
Enough  to  purchase  such  another  island. 
So  thou  wilt  let  rae  live,  and  feel  no  pain. 

K.  Sen.  Ah,  what  a  sign  it  is  of  evil  life. 
Where  death's  approach  is  seen  so  terrible  I 

Wiw.  Beaufort,  it  is  thy  sovereign  speaks  to  thee. 

Car,  Bring  me  unto  my  trial  when  yon  will. 
Died  he  not  in  his  bed  ?  wJiere  should  he  die  t 
Can  I  make  men  live,  whe'r  they  will  or  aoS 
O,  torture  me  no  morel  I  will  confess. — 
Alive  again?  then  show  me  where  he  is: 
I'll  give  a  thousand  pound  to  look  upon  him. — 
He  hath  no  eyes,  the  dust  hath  blinded  them. — 
Combdown  his  hair;  look,  look  I  it  stands  upright, 
Like  iimo-twigs  set  to  catch  my  winged  soul  I  — 
Give  me  some  drink;  end  bid  the  apothecary 
Bring  the  strong  poison  that  I  bought  of  hi?n. 
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K.  JTen.  O  thou  eternal  mover  of  the  heavens, 
Look  with  a  gentle  eje  upon  this  wreteh ! 
O,  heat  away  the  busy  meddling  fiend, 
That  lays  stroog  siege  unto  this  wretch's  soul, 
And  from  his  bosom  purge  this  black  deapiui-l 

War.  See  how  the  pangs  of  death  do  niaie  hun  grin  I 

Sal.  Disturb  him  not,  let  him  pass  peaceably. 

K.  Hen,  Peace  to  his  sonl,  if  heaven's  good  pleasure  be  !- 
Lord  cardinal,  if  thou  think'st  on  heaven's  bliss, 
Hold  np  thy  hand,  make  wgnal  of  thy  hope. — 
He  dies,  and  makes  no  sign;  O  heaven,  forgive  him  I 
War.  So  had  a  death  argues  a  monstrous  life. 

K.  Hen.  Forbear  to  judge,  for  we  are  sinners  all,^- 
Close  up  his  eyes,  and  draw  the  curtain  close ; 
And  let  us  nil  to  meditation.  \Ex> 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I.— Kent.     Tke  Sea-share  near  Dover. 

Mring  lieard  at  Sea.  Then  enter  from  a  "beat,  a  Captain,  a  Mas- 
ter, a  Master's-Mate,  "Waltkb  WHiTMonE,  and  others;  with 
tkem  Suffolk,  dieguised;  and  other  Gentlemen,  pritoners. 

In  this  scens  the  Duke  of  Suffolk  Is  murdered  by  Waller  TVhilinure  »nd  blB 

SCENE  IL— Blackheath. 
Enter  George  Betis  and  John  Holland. 

Geo.  Come,  and  get  thee  a  sword,  though  made  of  a  lath : 
they  have  been  up  these  two  days. 

John.  They  have  the  more  need  to  sleep  now,  then. 

Geo.  I  tell  thee.  Jack  Cade,  the  clothier,  means  to  dress  the 
coramonwealtli,  and  turn  it,  and  set  a  new  nap  upon  it. 

John.  So  he  had  need,  for  'tis  threadbare.  Well,  I  say,  it  was 
never  merry  world  in  England,  since  gentlemen  came  up. 

Geo.  O  miserable  age  1    Virtue  is  not  regarded  in  bandiorafts- 

John.  The  nobility  think  scorn  to  go  in  leather  aprons, 

Geo.  Say,  more,  the  king's  council  are  no  good  workmen. 

John.  True ;  and  yet  it  is  said, — labor  in  thy  vocation ;  which 
is  as  much  to  say,  as, — let  the  magistrates  be  laboring  men; 
and  therefore  should  we  be  magistrates. 

Geo.  Thou  hast  hit  it;  for  there's  no  better  sign  of  a  brave 
mind,  than  a  hard  hand. 
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John,  I  see  them !  I  see  them !  There's  Best's  sod,  the  tanner 
of  Wiiigham,— 

Geo.  He  shall  have  the  skins  of  our  enemies  to  make  dog's 
leather  of. 

John.  And  Diek  the  butcher, — 

Geo.  Then  is  sin  stracli  down  like  an  ox,  and  iniquity's  throat 
cut  like  a  calf. 

John.  And  Smith  the  weaver, — 

Geo.  Their  thread  of  life  is  spun. 

Jolm.  Come,  come,  let's  faU  in  with  them. 
Drum.     Enter  Oadb,  Dick  ihe  Bittcker,  Smith  the  Wea-oer,  and 
otken  ia  great  rttimber. 

Cade.  TVe  John  Cade,  bo  termed  of  our  supposed  father, — 

Dick,  rdsi'tfe.]  Or  rather,  of  stealing  a  cade  of  herrings. 

Cade.  For  our  enemies  sliall  fall  before  us, — inspired  with 
ilie  spirit  of  putting  down  kings  and  princes, — Command  si- 

Dieh  Silence  I 

Cade.  My  father  was  a  Mortimer, — 

Dich  [Aside.]  He  was  an  honest  man,  and  a  good  bricklayer. 

Oade.  My  mother  a  Plantagenet, — 

Dick.  [Aside.]  I  knew  her  well ;  she  was  a  nurse. 

Cade,  My  wife  descended  of  the  Lacies,"- 

Dich  [Aside.]  She  was,  indeed,  a  pedler's  tiaughtcr,  and  sold 
many  laees. 

Smith.  [Aside.]  Bnt  now  of  late,  not  able  to  travel  with  her 
fttrred  pad;,  she  washes  bucks  here  at  home. 

Cade.  Therefore  am  I  of  an  honorable  house. 

Dick.  [Aside.]  Aj,  by  my  faith,  the  field  is  honorable;  and 
there  waa  he  born,  under  a  hedge ;  for  his  father  had  never  a 
house,  bnt  the  cage. 

Cade.  Valiant  I  am. 

Smith.  [Aside.]  'A  must  needs ;  for  beggary  is  taliant. 

Cade.  1  am  able  to  endure  much. 

DicJe.  [Aside.]  No  qnestion  of  that;  for  I  have  seen  him 
whipped  three  market  days  together. 

Cade.  I  fear  neither  aword  nor  fire. 

Smith.  [Aside.]  He  need  not  feai'  the  sword ;  for  his  coat  is 
of  proof, 

Dich  [Aside.]  Bat  methinks  lie  should  stand  in  fear  of  fire, 
being  burnt  i'  the  hand  for  stealing  of  sheep. 

Cade.  Be  brave,  then ;  for  your  captain  is  brave,  and  vowb 
reformation.  There  shall  be  in  England  seven  half-penny  loaves 
sold  for  a  penny;  the  three-hooped  pot  shall  have  ten  hoops; 
and  I  will  make  it  felony,  to  drink  small  beer:  all  the  realm 
shall  he  in  common ;  and  in  Oheapside  shall  my  palfrey  go  to 
grass:  and,  when  I  am  king,  (as  king  I  will  be)— 
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All.  Heaven  save  yonr  m^'estyl 

Oade.  I  thank  you,  good  people :— ^there  ehall  be  no  money ; 
nil  shall  eat  and  drink  on  my  score ;  and  I  will  ^parel  them  all 
in  one  livery,  that  they  may  agree  like  brothers,  and  worship 
me  their  lord. 

J?ieh  The  first  thing  we  do,  let's  kill  all  the  lawyers. 

Cade.  Kay,  that  I  mean  to  do.  Is  not  this  a  lamentable 
thing,  that  of  the  skin  of  an  innocent  lamb  should  be  made 
parchment?  that  parchment,  being  scribbled  o'er,  should  nndo 
a  man?  Some  say,  the  bee  stings:  but  I  say, 'tis  the  bee's  was; 
for  I  did  but  seal  onoe  to  a  thing,  and  I  was  never  mine  own 
man  einco.^How  nowl  who's  there? 

Enter  soraB,  bringing  in  the  Clerk  of  Chatham. 

Smith.  The  clerk  of  Chatham:  he  can  write  and  read,  and 


Cide.  0  monstrous  I 

Smith.  "We  took  him  setting  of  boys'  copies. 

Gade.  Here's  a  villain  I 

Smith.  H'as  a  book  in  his  pocket,  with  red  letters  in't. 

Oade.  Nay,  then,  he  is  a  conjurer. 

Biek.  Kay,  he  can  make  ob%ations,  and  write  court-hand, 

Gad^.  I  am  sorry  for't:  the  man  is  a  proper  man,  of  mine 
honor;  unless  I  find  him  guilty,  he  shall  not  die.-^ome  hither, 
flirrah,  I  must  examine  thee:  what  is  thy  name? 

Gkrk.  Emmannel. 

Diek  They  use  to  write  it  on  the  top  of  letters.— 'Twill  go 
hard  with  you. 

Cade.  Let  mo  alone. — Dost  thou  nse  to  write  thy  name?  or 
hast  thou  a  mark  to  liiyself,  like  an  honest  pltun-dealing  man  f 

Clerk.  Sir,  I  thank  heaven,  I  have  been  so  well  bronght  «p, 
that  I  can  write  my  name. 

All.  He  hath  confessed :  away  with  him  I  he's  a  villain,  and  a 
traitor. 

Cade.  Away  with  him,  I  say  I  hanehim  with  his  pen  and  ink- 
horn  about  his  neck.  [Exeunt  some  mth  the  Clerk. 
filter  iSifiRAsiL. 

Mich.  "Where's  our  general? 

Gade.  Here  I  am,  thou  particular  fellow. 

Mich.  Fly,  fly,  fiy !  Sir  Humphrey  Stafford  and  his  brother 
are  hard  by,  with  the  king's  forces. 

Cade.  Stand,  villain,  stand,  or  I'll  fell  thee  down.  He  shall 
be  encountered  with  a  man  a&  good  as  himself:  ho  is  but  a 
kniglit,  b  'a  ! 

Mich.  No. 

Cade.  To  equ^  him,  I  will  make  myself  a  knight  presently, 
lKnedi.'\  Else  up  Sir  John  Mortimer.  [Biies.]  Now  have  at  him. 
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Enter  Sir  Humphrey  Stapzoed  and  William  hia  BrotJtcr,  with 
drum  andjbrcee. 

Staf.  Eebollious  hinds,  the  flith  and  scnm  of  Kent, 
Jfark'd  for  the  gallows,  lay  jour  weapons  down ; 
Home  to  your  cottages,  forsake  this  groom : — 
The  king  ia  merciful,  if  jou  revolt. 

W.  Stqf.  But  angry,  wrathful,  and  incJin'd  to  blood, 
If  yon  go  forward ;  tiierefore  yield,  or  die. 

Cade.  As  for  these  silken-coated  slaves,  I  pass  not : 
It  is  to  you,  good  people,  that  I  speak. 
O'er  whom,  in  time  to  come,  I  hope  to  reign; 
For  I  am  rightful  heir  unto  the  crown. 

Stnf.  Villain,  thy  father  was  a  plasterer; 
And  thon  thyself  a  shearman, — art  thou  not? 

Cade.  And  Adam  was  a  gardener. 

ir.  Slaf.  And  what  of  that? 

Cade.  Marry,  this: — Edmund  Mortimer,  earl  of  March, 
Married  the  duke  of  Clarence'  daughter,— did  he  not) 

Staf.  Ay,  air. 

Cade,  By  her  he  had  two  children  at  one  birth. 

W.  Slaf.  That's  false. 

Cade.  Ay,  there's  the  question ;  but  I  say,  'tis  true : 
The  elder  of  them,  being  put  to  nurse, 
Was  by  a  beggar-woman  storn  away ; 
And,  ignorant  of  his  birth  and  parentage, 
Became  a  bricklayer  when  be  came  to  age ; 
His  son  am  I ;  deny  it,  if  you  can. 

Dick.  Nay,  'tis  too  true ;  therefore  he  shall  be  king. 

Smith.  Sir,  he  made  a  chimney  in  my  father's  house,  and  the 
brioka  are  alive  at  this  day  to  testify  it ;  therefore  deny  it  not. 

Staf.  And  will  you  credit  this  base  drudge's  words. 
That  speaks  he  knows  not  what! 

All.  Ay,  marry,  will  we;  therefore  get  ye  gone. 

W.  Staf.  Jack  Oade,  the  duke  of  York  bath  taught  you  this. 

Cotfe.  [Aside.]  He  lies,  for  I  invented  it  myself.— Go  to,  sirrah : 
toll  the  king  from  me,  that,  for  bis  father's  sake,  Henry  the  fifth, 
I  am  content  he  shall  reign ;  but  I'll  be  protector  over  him, 

i>ici.  And  farthermore,  we'll  have  the  lord  Say's  head,  for 
selling  the  dukedom  of  Maine. 

Cade.  And  good  reason ;  for  thereby  is  England  maimed,  and  ■ 
fain  to  go  with  a  staff,  bnt  that  my  puissance  holds  it  up.     Fel- 
low kings,  I  tell  you  that  that  lord  Say  hath  injured  the  com- 
monwealth :  and  more  than  that,  bo  can  speak  French ;  and 
therefore  he  is  a  traitor. 

Staf.  O,  gross  and  miserable  ignorance  1 

Cade.  Nay,  answer,  if  yon  can; — the  Frenchmen   are   oni 
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enemies;  go  to,  then,  I  ask  but  this, — can  lie  tliat  speaks  with 
the  tongue  of  an  enemy  be  a  good  counsellor,  or  no  ? 
All.  No,  no ;  and  therefore  we'll  haye  Lis  head. 

W.  Staf.  Well,  seeing  gentJs  worda  will  not  prevail, 
Assail  them  with  the  army  of  the  kiiig. 

Slaf.  Herald,  away ;  and  throughont  every  town, 
Prwkim  them  traitors  that  ai-e  up  with  Cade; 
That  those  wlitch  fly  before  the  battle  ends. 
May,  even  ia  their  wives'  and  children's  sight, 
Be  hang'd  up  for  example  at  their  doors : — 
And  you,  that  be  the  king's  friends,  follow  me. 

{Exeunt  the  ttno  Staffobds  and  forces. 

Cade.  And  joti,  that  love  the  commons,  follow  me. 
Now  show  yourselves  men :  'tis  for  Jiberty. 
We  will  not  leave  one  lord,  one  gentleman : 
Spare  none  but  such  as  go  in  clouted  shoon ; 
For  they  are  thrifty  honest  men,  and  such 
As  ivould  (bnt  that  they  dare  not)  take  our  parta. 

Dich.  They  aro  aO  in  order,  and  march  toward  us. 

Cade.  Bnt  then  are  we  in  order,  when  we  aro  most  out  of  or- 
der.   Come,  march  forwai-d!  [Exeunt. 

SCESE  Hl.~A7U)th&rparl  ofBlackheafh. 

Gade.  Where's  Dick,  tho  butcher  of  Ashford? 

Dick.  Here,  sir. 

Gade.  They  fell  before  thee  like  sheep  and  osen,  and  thou  be- 
havedst  thyself  as  if  thou  hadst  been  in  thine  own  slaughtei-- 
house:  therefore,  thus  will  I  reward  thee,— the  Lent  shall  be 
as  long  again  as  it  is ;  and  thou  shalt  have  a  license  to  kill  for  a 
hundred  lacking  one. 

fficfc.  I  desire  no  more. 

Cade.  And,  to  speak  truth,  thou  deservest  no  less.  This  monu- 
ment of  the  victory  wiU  I  bear;  [PuU  on  Sir  H.  SrArronn's 
armor.']  and  the  bodies  shall  be  drap^ed  at  my  horse'  heels,  til! 
I  do  come  to  London,  where  we  will  have  the  major's  sword 
borne  before  ns. 

Dich.  If  we  mean  to  thrive  and  do  good,  break  open  the  jails, 
and  let  out  the  prisoners. 

Gad4!.  Fear  not  that,  I  warrant  thee.— Oomo,  let's  march  to- 
wards London.  [Eexunt. 
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SCENE  IV.— London.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  Hknet,  reading  a  Supplication  ;  the  Dukb  of  Bdck- 
iNonAM  andlxiKa  SA-Yicithhitn:  at  a  distance, Ques^  Mag- 
OABBT  m&urnins  oner  ScrpoLit'a  head. 

Q.  Mar.  Oft  have  I  heard  that  grief  softens  tlto  miml, 
And  makes  it  fearful  aud  degenerate  ; 
Think  therefore  on  revenge,  and  cease  to  weep. 
But  who  can  cease  to  weep,  and  look  on  tliis ! 
Here  may  bis  head  lie  on  my  throbbing  breast : 
But  where's  the  body  that  I  should  embrace? 

Buck.  "What  answer  makes  yonr  grace  to  the  rebels'  eupplica- 

K.  Ren.  I'll  send  some  holy  bishop  to  entreat; 
Tor  heaven  forbid  so  many  simple  souls 
Should  perish  by  the  sword  I  And  I  myself, 
Eather  than  bloody  war  shall  cut  theiu  short, 
"Will  parley  with  Jack  Cade  their  general : 
But  stay,  m  read  it  over  once  again. 

Q.  Mar.  Ah,  barbarous  villaJnsI  hath  tliis  lovely  face 
Eul'd,  like  a  wandering"  planet,  over  me, 
And  could  it  not  enforce  them  to  relent. 
That  were  unworthy  to  behold  the  same? 

K.  Ren..  Lord  Say,  Jack  Cade  hath  sworn  to  have  thy  head. 

Bay.  Ay,  but  I  hope  your  highness  shall  have  his. 

K.  Ren.  How  now,  madam! 
Still  lamenting  and  mourning  for  Suffolk's  death  ? 
I  fear  me,  love,  if  that  I  had  been  dead. 
Thou  wouldegt  not  have  monm'd  so  much  for  me. 

Q.  Mar.  No,  my  love ;  I  should  not  mourn,  but  die  for  thee. 

Sntcr  a  Messenger. 

K.  Ren.  How  now:  what  news?  why  com'st  thou  in  such 
haste? 

Meis.  The  rebels  are  in  Sonthwark  ;  fly,  my  lord! 
Jack  Cade  proclaims  himself  lord  Mortimer, 
Descended  from  the  duke  of  Clarence'  house; 
And  calls  your  grace  usurper  opealy, 
And  vows  to  crown  himself  in  Westminster. 
His  army  is  a  ragged  multitude 
Of  hinds  and  peasants,  rude  and  mercilesn : 
Sir  Humphrey  Stafford  and  his  brother's  death 
Hath  given  them  heart  and  coute^  to  proceed : 
All  scholars,  lawyers,  courtiers,  gentlemen. 
They  call  false  caterpillars,  and  intend  their  death. 

K.  Jlen.  O  graceless  men !  they  know  not  what  they  do. 
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Bwh.  My  graciona  lord,  retire  to  Killing  worth, 
Until  a  power  be  rms'd  to  put  them  down. 

Q.  Mar.  Ah,  were  the  duke  of  Suffolli  now  alive, 
These  Kentish  rebela  would  be  eocm  appeas'dl 

K.  Sen.  Lord  Say,  the  traitors  hate  thee ; 
Therefore  away  with  us  to  KilliDgworth. 

Sap.  So  might  yonr  grace's  person  be  in  danger; 
The  sight  of  me  ia  odious  ia  tlieir  eyes : 
And  therefore  in  this  city  will  I  atay, 
And  live  alone  as  secret  as  I  may. 

Eater  a  second  Messenger. 

2  Meag,  Jack  Cade  hath  gotten  London  bridge;  the  citizens 
Fly  and  forsake  their  houses: 
The  rascal  people,  thirsting  after  prey. 
Join  with  the  traitor;  and  they  jointiy  swear 
To  spoil  the  cit^,  and  your  royal  court. 

£uci:.  Then  linger  not,  my  lord ;  away,  taJte  horse. 

K.  Ben.  Oorae,  Margaret ;  heaven,  oar  hope,  will  succor  na. 

Q.  Mar.  My  hope  ia  gone,  now  Suffolk  is  deeeas'd. 

JC.  Sen.  [To  Lokd  Say.]  i"arewel],  my  lord:  trust  not  the 
Kentish  rebels. 

Buck.  Trust  nobody,  for  fear  you  be  betray'd. 

Say.  The  trust  I  have  is  in  mine  innocence, 
And  therefore  am  I  bold  and  resolute.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VL— London.     Cannon  Street. 


Cade.  ITow  ia  Mortimer  lord  of  this  city.  And  here,  sitting 
upon  London-stone,  I  charge  and  command,  that,  of  the  city's 
cost,  the  conduit  run  nothing  but  claret  wino  this  first  year  of 
onr  reign.  And  now,  henceforward,  it  shaO  be  treason  for  any 
that  calls  nie  other  than  lord  Mortimer. 

Enter  a  Soldier  running. 

Sold.  Jack  Cade  I  Jack  Cade  I 

Cade.  Knock  him  down  there.  f  They  MU  kirn. 

Smith.  If  this  fellow  be  wise,  he'll  never  eali  you  Jack  Cade 
more:  I  think  he  hath  a  very  fair  warning. 

Diek.  My  lord,  there's  an  army  gathered  together  in  Smith- 
field. 

Cade.  Come  then,  let's  go  fi^t  with  them:  hut  first,  go  and 
set  London-bridge  on  fire  ;  and,  if  yoii  can,  burn  down  the  Tower 
too.    Dome,  let's  away.  lExeunt. 
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SCENE  Vn.— LondoB.    &mitJ>field. 

Alarum,  £!nfer,  on  one  tide,  Cadb  and  hU  company;  on  the 
other,  Citizens,  and  the  King's  forces,  headed  by  Matthew 
Go  con,  ^  They  fight;  the  Citizens  are  routed,  and  "ULi-nn^yi 


Dick.  I  have  a  suit  unto  jour  lordship. 

Cade.  Be  it  a  lordship,  thou  shalt  Jiave  it  for  that  word, 

Dielc.  Only,  Oiat  the  laws  of  England  may  come  out  of  your 
mouth. 

John.  [Aaide.'l  Mass,  'twil!  he  spre  law,  then;  for  ho  was 
thrust  in  the  mouth  with  a  spear,  and  'tis  not  whole  yet. 

Cade.  I  liave  thought  upoa  it,  it  shall  be  ao.  Away,  burn  all 
the  records  of  the  realm  :  my  mouth  shall  be  the  parliament  of 
England, 

John.  {Atide.'\  Then  we  are  like  to  have  biting  statutes,  unless 
his  teeth  be  pulled  out 

Cade.  And  henceforward  all  things  shall  be  in 


Snter  a  Messenger. 

Mesa.  My  lord,  a  prize,  a  prize  1  here's  the  lord  Say,  which 
sold  the  towns  in  France ;  he  that  made  us  pay  one  and  twenty 
fifteens,  and  one  shilling  to  the  pound,  the  last  subsidy. 
Enter  Geobgb  Bevis,  vAth  the  Lobd  Sat. 

Cade.  "Well,  he  shall  be  beheaded  for  it  ten  times.— Ah,  tJiou 
Bay,  thou  serge,  nay,  thou  buckram  lord!  now  art  thou  within 
point-blank  of  our  jurisdiction  "regal.  What  canst  thou  answer 
to  my  majesty,  for  giving  up  of  Kormandy  unto  the  dauphin  of 
France)  Be  it  known  unto  thee,  by  these  presence,  even  the 
presence  of  lord  Mortimer,  that  I  am  the  besom  that  must  sweep 
the  court  clean  of  such  dirt  as  thou  art.  Thou  hast  most  traitor- 
ously corrupted  the  youth  of  the  realm  in  erecting  a  grammar- 
school:  and  whereas,  before,  our  fore-fathershad  no  other  books 
but  the  score  and  the  tally,  thou  hast  caused  printing  to  be  used , 
and,  contrary  to  the  king,  his  crown,  and  dignity,  thou  hast 
built  a  paper-mill.  It  will  be  proved  to  thy  face,  that  thou  hast 
men  about  thee,  that  usually  talk  of  a  noun,  and  a  verb,  and 
such  abominable  words,  as  no  Christian  ear  can  endure  to  hear. 
Thou  hast  appointed  justices  of  peace,  to  call  poor  men  before 
them  about  matters  they  were  not  able  to  answer.  Moreover, 
thou  hast  put  them  in  prison ;  and  because  they  could  not  road, 
thou  hast  hanged  them  ;  when,  indeed,  only  for  that  cause  they 
have  been  most  worthy  to  live.  Thou  dost  ride  on  a  footeioth, 
dost  thou  not? 
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Say.  Whatofthatf 

Cade.  Marry,  tliou  oughtest  not  to  let  tby  horso  wear  a  cloak, 
when  honeater  men  thau  thou  go  iu  their  hose  and  doublets. 

Say.  You  men  Of  Kent,— 

Bicli.  What  aay  you  of  Kent  "i 

Say.  Nothing  but  this, — 'tis  hona  t&ri-a,  mala  gene. 

Cade.  Away  with  Mm,  away  with  hiai  I  he  speaks  Latin. 

Say.  Great  men  have  reaching  hands ;  oft  have  I  struck 
Those  that  I  never  saw,  and  strnok  them  dead. 

Oeo.  O  monstrous  eowardl  what,  to  come  beliind  folkal 

Say.  These  cheeks  are  pale  for  watching  for  your  good. 

Cade.  Give  him  a  box  o'  tbe  eai-,  and  that  will  make  'em  red 

Say.  Long  sitting,  to  determine  poor  men's  causes, 
Hath  made  mo  full  of  sickness  and  diseases. 

Cade.  Ye  shall  have  a  hempen  caudle,  then,  and  tho  help  of 
hatchet. 

Pich  Why  dost  then  quiver,  manJ 

Say.  The  palsy,  and  not  fear,  provoketh  me. 

Cade.  Nay,  he  nods  at  us,  as  who  should  say,  I'll  bo  even  with 
your  ril  see  if  his  head  will  stand  steadier  on  a  pole,  or  no. 
Take  him  away,  and  behead  him. 

Say.  Tell  me,  wherein  have  I  offended  most? 
Have  I  atfeoted  wealth,  or  honor  ?  speak. 
Are  my  chests  fiU'd  up  with  extorted  gold  ? 
Is  my  apparel  sumptuons  to  behold? 
Whom  have  I  injur'd,  that  ye  seek  my  death  ? 
These  hands  are  free  from  guiltless  blood-shedding. 
This  breast  from  harboring  foul  deceitful  thoughts, 
O,  let  me  live  1 

Cade.  [Aside.]  I  feel  remorse,  in  myself  with  hb  words;  but 
ril  bridle  it:  be  shall  die,  an  it  be  but  for  pleading  so  well  for 
his  life. — Away  with  himi  he  baa  a  familiar  *  under  his  tongue. 
Go,  take  him  away,  I  say,  and  strike  off  his  head  presently ;  and 
then  break  into  his  sou-in-Iaw's  house,  Sir  James  Cromer,  and 
strike  off  his  head,  and  tiring  them  both  upon  two  poles  hither. 

AtL  It  shall  be  done. 

Stty.  All,  countrymen!  if  when  yon  make  your  prayers, 
Heaven  should  be  so  obdurate  as  yourselves. 
How  would  it  fare  with  your  departed  souls? 
And  therefore  yet  relent,  and  save  my  life. 

CadB.  Away  with  him  1  and  do  as  I  command  ye. 

[Ei^eunt  some,  with  Lord  Sat, 
The  proudest  peer  in  the  realm  shall  not  wear  a  head  on  hia 
shoulders,  unless  he  pay  me-tribute. 

Hid.  Ify  lord,  when  shall  we  go  to  Cheapside,  and  take  up 
commodities  upon  our  bills? 
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Se-enter  EeMt  with  ike  heads  ofLono  Say  and  his  Son^n-laic. 

Cade.  But  is  not  this  braver  f — Let  them  Was  one  anoder,  for 
they  loved  well,  when  they  were  alive.  Now  part  them  again, 
lest  they  consult  about  the  giving  up  of  some  more  towns  in 
France.  Soldiers,  defer  the  spoil  of  the  city  until  night :  for 
■with  these  borne  before  ns,  instead  of  maces,  will  we  ride  through 
the  streets ;  and  at  every  corner  have  them  kiss, — Away ! 

[£!xsvni. 

SCENE  Vm.— Sonthwark. 
Alarum.    Enter  Cade  am?  all  hU  rabblement. 

Cade.  Up  Fish  street!  down  Saint  Magnus' corner !  kill  and 
knock  down  I  throw  them  into  Thames  i—J^  parley  lourukd, 
then  a  retrmt.'l     What  noise  is  tliis  I  hear  f     Dare  any  be  so 
bold  to  sound  retreat  or  parley,  when,  I  command  them  kill  ? 
Enter  BccKiiJonAM  and  Old  Cliffobd,  with  forces. 
Buek,  Ay,  hero  they  he  that  dare,  and  will  disturb  thee. 
Know,  Cade,  we  come  embassadors  from  the  king 
Unto  the  commons  whom  thou  hast  misled : 
And  here  pronounce  free  pardon  to  them  all, 
That  will  forsake  thee,  and  go  home  in  peace. 

Clif.  What  say  ye,  countryioen  ?  will  ye  relent, 
And  yield  to  mercy,  whilst  'tis  offer'd  jou ; 
Or  let  a  rebel  lead  you  to  yonr  deaths! 
Who  loves  the  king,  and  will  embrace  his  pardon. 
Fling  np  his  cap,  and  say— God-  save  his  m^esty  I 
Who  hateth  him,  and  honors  not  his  father, 
Henry  the  fifth,  that  made  ail  France  to  quake. 
Shake  he  his  weapon  at  us,  and  pass  by. 

All  God  save  the  king  I  God  save  king  1 

Cade.  What,  Buckingham,  and  Clifford,  are  ye  so  brave  !— 
And  yon,  base  peasants,  do  ye  believe  him!  wUl  you  needs  be 
hanged  with  yonr  pardons  about  yonr  necks!  Hath  my  sword 
therefore  broke  through  London  Gates,  that  you  should  leave 
me  at  the  White  Hart  in  Southwark !  I  thought  ye  would  never 
have  given  out  these  arms,  till  yon  had  recovered  your  ancient 
freedom :  but  yon  are  all  recreants  and  dastards,  and  delight  to 
live  in  slavery  to  the  nobility.  Let  them  break  your  backs  with 
hardens,  take  your  houses  over  your  heads :  for  me,  I  wDl  make 
shift  for  one ;  and  so,  heaven's  curse  'light  npon  you  all ! 

All.  We'll  follow  Cade,  we'll  follow  Oade  1 

Clif.  Is  Cade  the  son  of  Henry  the  fifth. 
That  thus  yon  do  exclaim,  you'll  go  with  him  1 
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Win  he  conduct  you  tlirongh  the  heart  of  France, 
And  make  the  meanest  of  you  earls  and  dukea  ? 
Alas,  lie  hath  no  home,  no  place  to  fly  to ; 
Nor  knows  he  how  to  liyo,  but  by  the  spoil, 
Unless  by  robbing  of  yonr  friends,  and  us. 
Were't  not  a  shame,  that  whilst  you  live  at  jar, 
The  fearful  French,  whom  you  late  vanquished, 
Should  make  a  start  o'er  seas,  and  vamjuisJi  you  1 
Mcthinks  already  in  this  civil  broil, 
I  see  them  lording  it  in  London  streets. 
Better  ten  thousand  base-born  Cades  miscarry. 
Than  you  should  stoop  unto  a  Frenchman's  mercy. 
To  France,  to  France,  and  get  what  you  have  lost ; 
Spare  England,  for  it  is  your  native  coast : 
Henry  hath  money,  yon  are  strong  and  manly ; 
Heaven  on  our  aide,  doubt  not  of  victory. 

All.  A  Clifford  I  a  CliiTord  I  we'll  follow  the  king,  and  Clifford. 

Cade.  [Aside.]  Was  ever  feather  so  lightly  blown  to  and  fro, 
as  this  multitude?  the  name  of  Henry  the  fifth  hales  them  to  a 
hundred  mischiefs,  and  makes  them  leave  me  desolate.  I  see 
them  lay  their  heads  together,  to  surprise  me :  my  sword  make 
way  for  me,  for  here  is  no  staying.— Heavens  and  honor  be 
witness,  that  no  want  of  resolution  in  me,  but  only  ray  follow- 
ers' base  and  ignominious  treasons,  makes  me  betijie  me  to  my 
heels.  [Emit. 

Buck.  "What  I  is  he  fled  f  go  some,  and  follow  him ; 
And  he,  that  brings  his  head  nnto  the  king. 
Shall  have  a  thousand  crowns  for  his  reward. — 

[Exeunt  tome  of  them. 
Follow  me,  soldiers;  we'll  devise  a  mean 
To  reconcile  jou  all  unto  the  king,  [Exeunt. 

Cade's  rebellton  i»  EoppreBscfl  by  the  king-j  fotcej,  md  Cifie  ia  alfllo.  The  I>a6e 
of  Ynrli  gathers  Ml  army  in  Itflanil,  and  lands  lu  England,  expecting  to  be  uelstai 
bj-  CadQ  and  the  insnrgenla,  in  his  attempt  to  depose  KiDg  Henrr. 


ACT  V. 
SCENE  I.— Kent.    FUldi  Utween  Dartford  and  Blaekheatb. 

The  Kino's  Camp  on  one  tide :  on,  the  otfisr,  enter  Yoek  attended, 
mth  drum  and  color*  ;  his/oreei  at  gome  distance. 
Tori.  From  Ireland  thns  comes  York,  to  claim  his  right, 
And  plnck  the  crown  from  feeble  Henry's  head : 
Ehig,  bells,  aloud ;  burn,  bonfires,  clear  and  bright ; 
To  entertain  great  England's  lawful  king. 
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[Aaldc.]  Wliom  iiave  we  here !    BuGkingliam,  to  disturb  mc 
TJie  king  hath  sent  hiin,  8ure :  I  muat  dissemble. 

Back.  York,  if  thou  meanest  well,  I  greet  thee  welL 

York.  Humphroy  of  Buckingham,  I  accept  thy  greeting. 
Art  thou  a  messenger,  or  come  of  pleasure  J 

Tluch.  A  messenger  from  Henry,  our  dread  liege, 
To  know  t]ie  reason  of  these  arms  in  peace; 
Or  why  thou,— being  a  subject  as  I  am, — 
Against  thy  oath  and  tme  allegiance  sworn, 
Shonld'st  raise  so  great  a  power  without  his  leave, 
Or  dare  to  bring  thy  force  so  near  the  court. 

Tork.  [Aside.]  Scarce  can  I  speak,  ray  choler  is  bo  great : 
O,  I  could  hew  op  rocks,  and  fight  with  flint, 
I  am  so  angry  at  these  abject  terms ; 
I  am  far  better  born  than  is  the  king ; 
More  like  ft  king,  more  kingly  in  my  thonghta; 
But  I  must  make  fair  weather  yet  awhile. 
Till  Henry  be  more  weak,  and  I  more  strong.— 
\ Aloud.]  Buckingham,  I  pr'ythee,  pardon  me. 
That  I  have  given  no  answer  all  this  while ; 
My  mind  was  troubJed  with  deep  melandioly. 
The  cause  why  I  hare  brought  this  army  hither, 
Is,  to  remove  proud  Somerset  from  the  king, 
Seditions  to  his  grace,  and  to  the  state. 

Suek.  That  is  too  much  presumption  on  thy  part : 
But  if  thy  arms  be  to  no  other  end, 
Th«  king  hath  yielded  unto  thy  demand ; 
The  duke  of  Somerset  is  in  the  Tower. 

York.  TTpon  thine  honor,  is  he  prisoner) 

BucJ:.  Upon  mine  honor,  he  is  prisoner. 

York.  Then,  Buckingham,  I  do  dismiss  my  powers,— 
Soldiers,  I  thank  you  ril;  disperse  yourselves; 
Meet  me  to-morrow  in  St.  George's  field, 
You  shall  have  pay,  and  every  thing  yon  wish. — 
And  let  my  sovereign,  virtuous  Henry, 
Command  my  eldest  son, — nay,  all  my  sons, 
As  pledges  ofmy  fealty  and  love; 
I'll  send  them  all,  as  willing  as  I  live : 
Lands,  goods,  horse,  armor,  any  thing  I  have, 
Is  his  to  use,  so  Somerset  may  die. 

liucL  York,  I  commend  this  kind  submission : 
We  twain  will  go  into  his  highness'  tent. 

Snter  Kiko  Hbhht,  atteTided. 

K.  Hen.  Buckingham,  doth  York  intend  no  harm  to  us. 
That  thus  he  marcheth  with  thee  arm  in  arm  ? 
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Yvrh.  la  all  submisdon  and  hnmility, 
York  doth  present  liiiu self  unto  your  highness. 

if.  Sen.  Then  what  intend  these  forces  thou  dost  brmg? 

York.  To  heave  the  traitor  Somerset  from  hence; 
And  flglit  against  that  monstrona  rebel.  Code, 
Who  since  I  heard  to  be  discomfited. 

MiUr  Idek,  witTi  Cade's  head, 

Iden.  If  one  so  rude,  and  of  so  mean  condition, 
May  pass  into  the  presence  of  a  king, 
Lo,  I  present  your  grace  a  traitor's  head, ' 
ITio  head  of  Oade,  whom  I  in  combat  slew. 

K.  Sen.  Tiie  head  of  Cade  I — Great  heaven,  how  juet  art 

O,  let  me  yiew  his  visage,  being  dead, 

That  living  wrooght  me  such  exceeding  trouble. — 

Tell  me,  my  friend,  art  thou  the  man  that  slew  him ! 

Men,  I  was,  an't  like  your  migesty. 

Xl  Ben.  How  art  thou  call'd  ?  and  what  is  thy  degree  ? 

Iden.  AJesander  Iden,  that's  my  name; 
A  poor  esquire  of  Kent,  that  loves  his  king. 

Buck.  So  please  it  yon,  my  lord,  'twere  not  amiss 
He  were  created  knight  for  his  good  service. 

K.  Sen.  Iden,  kneel  down.    [Be  kneeU.]    Eise  np  a  knight. 
"We  ^ve  thee  for  reward  a  thoasand  marks; 
And  will,  that  thou  henceforth  attend  on  us. 

Iden.  itay  Iden  live  to  merit  such  a  bounty, 
And  never  live  but  true  unto  his  liegel 

K.  lien.  See,  Buckingham!  Somersetcomes  with  the  queen: 
Go,  bid  her  hide  him  qnickly  from  the  duke. 

Enter  Qdeut  MAEOAPJir  and  SowEitsBT, 

Q.  Mar.  Tor  thousand  Torks  he  shall  not  hide  his  head. 
But  boldly  stand,  and  front  him  to  his  face. 
York.  How  now  1  is  Somerset  at  liberty? 
Then,  York,  unloose  thy  long-imprison'd  thoughts, 
And  let  thy  ton^e  be  equal  with  thy  heart. 
Shall  I  endure  the  sight  of  Somerset  !^ 
False  king  I  why  hast  thou  broken  faith  with  me, 
Knowing  how  hardly  I  can  brook  abuse? 
King  did  I  call  thee  J  no,  thon  art  not  king ; 
Not  fit  to  govern  and  rule  multitudes, 
"Which  dar'st  not,  no,  nor  canst  not  rule  a  traitor. 
That  head  of  thine  doth  not  become  a  crown ; 
Thy  hand  is  made  to  grasp  a  palmer's  staff. 
And  not  to  grace  an  awful  princely  sceptre. 
That  gold  must  round  engirt  these  brows  of  mine ; 
Whose  smile  and  frown,  like  to  Achilles'  spear, 
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Is  able  with  the  change  to  till  and  cure. 
Here  is  a  hand  to  hold  a  sceptre  np. 
And  with  tliB  same  to  act  controlling  laws- 
Give  place  :  hy  heaven,  thoa  shalt  rule  no  more 
O'er  him  whom  heaven  created  for  thy  ruler. 

Som.  O  monstrous  traitor  I — I  arrest  thee,  York, 
Of  capital  treason  'gainst  the  king  and  crown: 
Obey,  audacious  traitor;  kneel  for  grace. 

York,  Would'st  have  me  kneel  E  first  let  me  ask  of  these, 
If  they  can  brook  I  bow  a  knee  to  man.— 
Sirrah,  call  in  my  sons  to  be  iny  bail :  [Exit  an  Attendant 

I  know,  ere  they  will  have  me  go  to  ward, 
They'll  pawn  their  Bwords  for  my  enfranchisement. 

Q.  Mar.  Call  hither  Clifford ;  bid  hun  come  amain, 
To  say,  if  that  the  base-born  eons  of  Tork 
Shall  be  the  surety  for  their  trdtor  father. 

YotJc.  O,  hlood-bespotted  Neapolitan, 
Outcast  of  Naples,  England's  bloody  aconite  I 
The  sons  of  York,  thy  betters  in  their  birth. 
Shall  be  their  fether's  hail ;  and  bane  to  those 
That  for  my  surety  will  refuse  the  boys  I 
See  where  they  come :  I'll  warrant  they'll  make  it  good. 

Q.  Mar.  And  here  comes  Clifford,  to  deny  their  bail. 
Enter  Ebwaed  and  Eiohabd  Plantagknet,  kUH  forcta  at  one 
side;  at  the  other,  with  forces  also,  Old  Cuffoed  and  his 

ClJf.  \Kneeling.'\    Health  and  all  happiness  to  my  lord  the 
king! 

York.  I  thank  iheo,  Clifford :  say,  what  news  with  thee! 
Nay,  do  not  fright  us  with  an  angry  look : 
We  are  thy  sovereign,  Clifford,  kneel  again  ; 
For  thy  mistaking  so,  we  pardon  thee. 

Glif.  This  is  my  king,  York,  I  do  not  mistake 
But  thou  mistak'st  me  much,  to  think  I  do  :— 
To  Bedlam  with  him!  is  the  man  grown  mad? 

K.  Em.  Ay,  Clifford ;  a  bedlam  and  ambitious  humor 
Makes  him  oppose  himself  agsunst  his  king. 

Clif.  He  is  a  trwtor ;  let  him  to  the  Tower, 
And  chop  away  that  factions  pale  of  his. 

Q.  Mar.  He  is  arrested,  but  will  not  obey; 
His  sons,  he  says,  shall  give  their  words  for  liim. 

York.  Will  yon  not,  sons? 

Edw.  Ay,  noble  father,  if  our  words  will  serve. 

Eieh.  And  if  words  will  not,  then  our  weapons  shall. 

Clif.  Why,  whatahroodoftraitors  have  we  here! 

York.  Look  in  a  glass,  and  call  thy  image  so ; 
I  am  thy  king,  and  thou  a  false-heart  traitor, — 
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Call  hither  to  tho  stake  my  two  brave  hears, 
That  with  the  very  shaking  of  their  chains 
Thej  may  astonish  these  fell  lurliing  cura ; 
Hid  Salisbury,  and  Warwick,  come  to  me. 

Drama.     Enter  "Waewiok  and  Salisbcby,  teith/orcei. 

(Jlif.  Are  these  thy  bears  %  we'll  bait  thy  bears  to  death, 
And  manacle  the  bear-ward  in  their  cbmns, 
If  thoa  dar'st  bring  them  to  tho  baiting-place. 

Rit^  Oft  have  I  seen  a  hot  o'erweening  cur 
Klin  back  and  bite,  because  he  was  withheld; 
Who,  being  suffer'd  with  the  bear's  fel!  paw, 
Hath  clapp'd  his  tai!  between  his  legs,  and  cried ; 
And  snoh  a  piece  of  service  will  you  do, 
If  yon  oppose  yoni-selves  to  match  lord  Warwick. 

Clif.  Hence,  heap  of  wrath,  foni  indigested  lump, 
As  crooked  in  tliy  manners  aa  thy  ahape  t 

YoTh.  Nay,  we  shall  heat  you  thoronghly  anon. 

Clif.  Take  heed,  lest  by  your  heat  you  burn  yourselves. 

K.  Hen.  Why,  Warwick,  hath  thy  knee  forgot  to  bow ! — 
Old  Salisbury, — shame  to  thy  silver  hmr. 
Thou  mad  misleader  of  thy  brdn-siek  sonl 
"What,  wilt  thou  on  thy  death-bed  play  the  ruffian, 
And  seek  for  sorrow  with  thy  spectacles  t — 
O,  where  is  faith  ?     0,  where  is  loyalty  1 
If  it  be  banish'd  from  the  frosty  head. 
Where  shall  it  find  a  harbor  in  the  earth  f — 
Wilt  thou  go  dig  a  grave  to  find  out  war, 
And  shame  thine  honorable  age  with  blood! 
Why  art  thou  old,  and  want'st  experience  ? 
Or  wherefore  dost  abuse  it,  if  thou  hast  it? 
For  sliamel  in  duty  bend  thy  knee  to  me. 
That  bows  unto  tho  grave  with  miokle  age. 

Sal.  My  lord,  I  have  conaider'd  with  myself 
The  title  of  this  most  renowned  duke; 
And  in  my  conscience  do  repute  his  grace 
The  righti'al  heir  to  England's  royal  seat. 

K.  Ben.  Hast  thou  not  sworn  allegiance  unto  mo  ? 

S/d.  I  have.  % 

K.  Hen.  Canst  thou  dispense  vrith  heaven  for  such  an  oath 

Sal.  It  is  great  sin  to  swear  nnto  a  sin ; 
Bat  greater  sin  to  keep  a  sinful  oath. 
Who  can  be  bound  by  any  solemn  ^ov 
To  do  a  murderous  deed,  to  rob  a  man. 
To  reave  the  orphan  of  his  patrimony. 
To  wring  the  widow  from  lier  cnstom'd  right; 
And  have  no  other  reason  for  this  wrong. 
But  that  lie  was  bound  by  a  solemn  oath  ? 
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Q.  Mar.  A  BTibtle  traitor  needs  no  sophlster. 

K.  Hen.  Call  Buckingham,  and  bill  liim  arm  himself. 

Yorh.  Call  Buekingliam,  and  all  the  friends  thou  hast ; 
I  am  resolv'd  for  death,  or  dignity. 

Giy.  The  first  I  warrant  thee,  if  dreams  prove  true. 

War.  You  were  best  to  go  lo  bod  and  dream  again, 
To  keep  thee  tcoja  the  tempest  of  the  iield. 

Glif,  I  am  resolv'd  to  bear  a  greater  storm, 
Than  any  thon  canst  conjure  up  to-day; 
And  that  I'll  writ*  upon  thy  burgonet, 
Might  I  but  know  thee  by  thy  household  badge. 

W(ir.  Now,  by  my  father's  badge,  old  Nevil's  ei-est, 
The  rampant  boar  chain'd  to  the  ra^ed  staff, 
This  day  I'll  wear  aloft  my  b^irgonet, 
(As  on  a  mountain-top  the  oedai'  shows. 
That  keeps  his  leaves  in  spite  of  any  storm) 
Even  to  affright  thee  with  the  view  thereof. 

Clif.  And  from  thy  burgonet  I'll  rend  thy  bear, 
And  tread  it  underfoot  with  all  contempt. 
Despite  the  bear-ward  that  protects  the  bear. 

Y.  Clif.  And  so  to  arms,  viclorions  father. 
To  qaell'tho  rebels,  and  their  'complices.  [Exeunt  severally. 

SCEITE  ir.— Saint  Albans. 
Alarums.    Exeuniora.    Enter  "Wabwick. 

War.  Clifford  of  Cumberland,  'tis  'Warwick  calls! 
And  if  thou  dost  not  hide  thee  from  the  bear, 
Now, — when  the  angry  trumpet  sounds  alarm, 
And  dead  men's  cries  do  fill  the  empty  air, — 
Clifford,  I  say,  come  forth  and  fight  with  me  1 
Proud  northern  lord,  Cliflbrd  of  Onmberlan^, 
Warwick  is  hoarse  with  calling  thee  to  arms. 

Eater  Yoek. 
How  now,  my  noble  lordl  what,  all  a-foot! 

Yori.  The  deadly-handed  Clifford  slew  my  steed 
But  match  to  match  I  have  encounter'd  him. 
And  made  a  prey  for  carrion  kites  and  crowa 
Even  of  the  bonny  beast  he  lov'd  so  well. 
Enter  Old  Ouffohd. 

War.  Of  one  or  both  of  us  the  time  ia  come. 

York.  Hold,  Warwick,  seek  thee  out  some  other  chace, 
Tor  I  myself  must  hunt  this  deer  to  death. 

War.  Then,  nobly,  York ;  'tis  for  a  crown  thou  fight'st— 
As  I  intend,  Clifford,  to  thrive  to-day. 
It  grieves  my  soul  to  leave  thee  iinassail'd.  [Exit. 
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CUf.  What  seest  thou  in  me,  York  S  why  dost  thou  pause ! 

York.  With  thy  brave  hearing  should  I  be  in  love, 
But  that  thoa  art  so  fast  mine  enemy. 

Glif.  Nor  should  thy  prowess  want  praise  and  esteem 
But  liat  'tis  shown  ignobly,  and  in  treason, 

York.  So  let  it  help  me  now  agmnst  thy  sword, 
As  I  in  justice  and  true  right  express  it. 

CUf.  My  soul  and  body  on  the  action  both  1 

York.  A  dreadful  lay  I — address  thee  instantly. 

\TheyJigkt,  and  CiAV£(XDfalU  and  dies. 

YorK  Thus  war  hath  given  thee  peace,  for  thou  art  still. 
Peace  with  his  soul,  heaven,  if  it  be  thy  willt  [Exit. 

Enter  Youtig  CurFonn. 

Y.  CUf.  Shame  and  confusion!  ail  is  on  the  ront; 
Pear  frames  disorder,  and  disorder  woimds 
Where  it  should  guard.'    0  war! 
Whom  angrj  heavens  do  maie  their  minister, 
Throw  in  the  frozen  bosoms  of  our  part 
Hot  coals  of  vengeancel — Let  no  soldier  fly : 
He  that  is  truly  delicate  to  war, 
Hath  no  self-love ;  nor  he,  that  loves  himself, 
Hath  not  essentially,  but  by  circumstance, 
The  name  of  valor.—  [Seeing  Ms  falTier'a  lody, 

0,  let  the  vile  world  end, 
And  the  premised  flames  of  the  last  day 
Knit  earth  and  heaven  together  1 
Now  let  the  genera!  trumpet  blow  his  blast, 
PBrticuIarities  and  petty  sounds 
To  cease  I — Wast  thou  ordain'd,  dear  father. 
To  lose  thy  youth  in  peace,  and  to  achieve 
The  silver  livery  of  advised  age. 
And,  in  thy  reverence,  and  thy  chair-days,  thus 
To  die  in  ruffian  battle? — Even  at  this  sight. 
My  heart  is  turn'd  to  stone ;  and  while  'tis  mine. 
It  shall  be  stony,    York  not  our  old  men  spares; 
No  more  will  I  their  babes:  tears  vii:ginaJ. 
Shall  be  to  me  even  as  the  dew  to  fire ; 
And  beauty,  that  the  tyrant  oft  reclaims, 
Shall  to  my  flaming  wrath  be  oil  and  flax. 
Come,  thou  new  ruin  of  old  Clifiord's  house : 

{Taking  iip  the  lody. 
As  did  jEneas  old  Anchises  bear. 
So  bear  I  thee  upon  my  manly  shoulders ; 
Bnt  then,  Ma&BS  bare  a  living  load, 
Nothing  so  heavy  as  these  woes  of  mine.  [Exit. 
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Ek^.  So,  lie  thou  there  ;— 
For  underneath  an  ale-house'  paltry  sign, 
The  Castle  in  Saint  Albans,  Somerset 
Hath  made  the  wizard  fknions  in  his  death. 
Sword,  hold  thy  temper ;  heart,  he  wrathful  still : 
Priests  praj  for  enemies,  but  princes  kill. 


Q.  Mar.  Away,  mj  lord  I  you  are  slow ;  for  shame,  away ! 

K.  Ben,  Can  we  outrun  the  heavens?  good  Margaret,  stay. 

Q.  Mar.  What  are  you  mode  of?  you'll  nor  fight,  nor  fly 
Now  is  it  manhood,  wisdom,  and  defence. 
To  give  the  enemy  way;  and  to  secure  us 
By  what  we  can,  which  can  no  more  but  fly.    {Alarum  qfar  off. 
If  yon  be  ta'en,  we  then  should  see  the  bottom 
Of  all  our  fortunes :  hut  if  we  hapiy  scape, 
(As  well  we  ffiay,  if  not  through  your  neglect) 
We  shall  to  London  getr  where  you  are  lov'd; 
And  where  this  breach,  now  in  onr  fortunes  made, 
May  readily  be  stcqip'd.  * 

Se-enter  Young  Clhtord. 

Y.  Clif.  Bat  that  my  heart's  on  future  mischief  set, 
I  would  speak  blasphemy  ere  hid  yoii  fly : 
But  fly  jon  mnst ;  nncuraWe  discomfit 
Eaigns  in  the  hearts  of  all  our  present  parts. 
Away,  for  your  relief  1  and  we  will  live 
To  see  their  day,  and  them  our  fortune  give : 
Away,  my  lord,  away  I  [Sceant. 


SCENE  \\l.— Field  near  Saint  Albans. 

Alarum:  Eelreat.     Flourish;  then  enter  Yoss,  RioaAiio 'Pi.kS' 
TAOBSKT,  Wabwice,  and  Soldiers,  with  drum  and  colors, 

Yorle.  Of  Salisbury,  who  can  report  of  him, — 
That  winter  lion,  who  in  rage  forgets 
AgM  Qimtu^ojis  and  all  brusli  of  time. 
And,  like  a  gallant  in  the  brow  of  youth, 
Repairs  him  with  occasion?  this  happy  day 
Is  not  itself,  nor  Lave  we  won  one  foot. 
If  Salisbury  be  lost. 

Eieh.  My  noble  father, 

Three  times  to-day  I  holp  him  to  liis  horse. 
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Three  times  bestrid  liim,  thrice  I  led  him  off, 
Persuaded  hira  from  any  farther  act: 
But  Btill,  where  danger  was,  still  there  I  met  him ; 
And  like  rich  hangings  in  a  homely  house, 
So  was  his  will  in  hig  old  feeble  body. 
But,  noble  as  he  is,  look  where  he  comes. 
Enter  SAiisBintY, 

Sal.  Now,  by  my  sword,  well  hast  thou  fought  to-day ; 
By  the  mass,  so  did  we  all.— I  thank  you,  Richard- 
Heaven  knows  how  long  it  is  I  have  to  live ; 
And  it  hath  pieaa'd  him,  that  three  times  to-day 
Yon  have  defended  me  from  imminent  death. — 
Well,  lords,  we  have  not  got  that  which  we  have; 
'Tis  not  enough  our  foes  are  this  time  fled, 
Being  opposites  of  such  repairing  nature. 

York.  I  know  our  safety  is  to  follow  them ; 
For,  as  I  hear,  the  king  has  fled  to  London, 
To  call  a  present  court  of  parliament. 
Let  us  pursue  him,  ere  the  writs  go  forth ; — 
What  says  lord  Warwick?  shall  we  after  them  ? 

WaT.  After  them  1  nay,  before  them,  if  we  can. 
Wow,  by  my  band,  lords,  'twas  a  glorious  day ; 
Saint  Alban's  battle,  won  by  famous  York, 
Shall  be  etemiz'd  in  all  age  to  come. — 
Sound,  drums  and  trumpets : — and  to  London  all ; 
And  more  such  days  as  these  to  us  befall '  [Exeunt. 
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KING  HENRY   VI. 

PAM  III, 


The  third  part  of  Henrj  TI.  lontinnea  the  series  of  events  InYolvBd  lo  (I* 
conlentiona  of  Uic  lousea  of  York  and  Lancaster,  with  cocseeotivB  eiMlneBS.  It 
opeosimmedlalelyiifter  the  first  battle  ofSt.  Albans  InllSS.jind  details  the  etrPKglea 
of  Iho  York  thotion  with  Henry;  the  death  of  Eichard,Duka  ofYort;  the  snbse- 
qnf  nt  oanrpaOon  of  the  crown  by  his  eWeat  son,  wlo  assumed  tho  throne  with  Iha 
""""""""""'  "        ■    ■  closes  with  the  murder  of  Henry  VI.,  1«1, 

.    Bbakspoare  has  painted  the  leading  eliar- 
Ih  great  power  and  fidelity.    King  Henry's 
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EDWiBD,  Earl  of  March,  afUraardt  Kikg  Edwabd  IV.,  1 
Bbkukd,  JiaH  of  Rutland,  liuS 

GsORQE.  afiencard)  Dvlt  of  Clarence, 
EiCHABD,  aftennardi  Duke  of  Glecester,  J 


E«RL  OF  Wahwici,  I  gf  fjig  2>u:6e  n'  yoi-faparij/. 

LoBD  Hastings, 

Loud  Staffobd, 

Sir  John  MonTiHitii,  I  p„„^,  (^  ,;ij  £^^5  ^y  yori. 

Sir  Hdgh  Morttmeh.  ) 

Henbt,  Birf  o/"  Siehmond,  a  Youth. 

Lonn  BiTBES,  Brother  to  Lady  Grey. 

Sir  William  Stanley. 

Sir  John  Montgobeet, 

Sir  JOBN  SOMEBVILLE. 

Tul«r  to  Rutland. 

Mnyor  of  York. 

Lieulenant  to  the  Tower. 

XNobleman.     Two  Keepers.    A  Huntsman. 

A  Son  that  hiie  killed  hi*  Fatlur. 

A  Father  that  hat  killed  hit  Son. 


Bona,  Sitter  to  the  French  <}ueei 

idantso     .       „  , 

gera,  Watchmen,  d 
SCESE.—DuringparloftAe  Third  Act,  in  "Bixasce;  during  the  rea  of  the 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I,— London.     T!ie  Parliament  Eouse. 

IMtint.  Some  Soidiera  0/  Toss's  party  Ireai  in.  Then,  enter 
the  Ddkb  or  York,  Edwabd,  EiCHiHD,  Nokfolk,  Monta- 
orG,  Wakwick,  and  others,  with  white  roses  in  tJteir  hats. 

War.  I  wonder  how  the  king  eacap'd  our  hands. 

York.  While  we  pnraued  the  horsemen  of  the  north, 
He  slily  stole  away,  and  left  his  men :  ■ 
"Whereat  the  great  lord  of  Northumberland, 
Whose  warlike  ears  could  never  brook  retreat, 
Oheer'd  up  the  drooping  army ;  and  himself, 
Lord  Clifford,  and  lord  Stafford,  all  a-breast, 
Chai^'d  our  main  battle's  front,  and,  breaking  in, 
Were  by  the  sworda  of  common  soldiers  slain.  • 

Ma.  Lord  Stafford'a  father,  dake  of  Buekingbam, 
Is  either  slain,  or  wounded  dangerous ; 
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I  cleft  Lis  bearer  with  a  downriglit  blow : 
That  this  is  true,  father,  behold  Lis  blood. 

[A'iowijiy  kia  hloody  eword. 

Mont.  And  brother,  here's  the  ewl  of  Wiltahire's  blood, 

[To  Yoke,  showing  Ms. 
Whom  I  eneounter'd  as  the  battles  join'd. 

Mich.  Speak  thou  for  nie,  and  tell  them  what  I  did. 

{Throwmg  down  the  Duke  of  Somerset's  head. 

Yorli.  Eichard  hath  best  deserv'd  of  all  my  sons. — 
But,  is  your  grace  dead,  my  lord  of  Somerset  f 

Norf.  Such  hope  have  all  the  lino  of  John  of  Gaimtl 

Jiieh.  Thus  do  I  hope  to  shake  king  Henry's  head. 

War.  And  bo  do  I. — Victorious  prince  of  York, 
Before  I  see  thee  seated  in  that  throne 
Which  now  the  house  of  Lancaster  usurps, 
I  vow  by  heaven  these  eyes  shall  never  closet 
This  is  the  palace  of  the  fearful  king, 
And  this  tiie  regal  seat :  possess  it,  York ; 
For  this  is  thine,  and  not  king  Henry's  heirs'. 

Yorlc.  Assist  me,  then,  sweet  Warwick,  and  I  wiB; 
For  hither  we  have  broken  in  bjforce. 

Mr/.  We'll  all  assist  yon,  he  that  flies  shall  die. 

York.  Thanks,  gentle  Norfolk:— stay  by  me,  my  loi-da ; — 
And,  soldiers,  stay,  and  lodge  by  me  this  night. 

War.  And  when  the  king  comes,  offer  him  no  violence. 
Unless  he  seek  to  thrust  you  out  by  force.     [Tke  Soldiers  retire. 

Yori:.  The  queen,  this  day,  here  holds  her  parliament, 
But  little  thinks  we  shall  be  of  her  council : 
By  words  or  blows  here  let  us  win  our  right. 

Sich.  Ann'd  as  we  are,  let's  stay  within  this  house. 

War.  The  bloody  parliament  shall  this  be  cali'd, 
Unless  Plantftgenet,  duke  of  York,  be  king. 
And  bashful  Henry  depos'd,  whose  cowardice 
Hath  made  us  by-words  to  our  enemies. 

Yori:.  Then  leave  me  not,  my  lords ;  be  resolute ; 
I  mean  to  take  possession  of  my  right. 

War.  Neither  the  king,  nor  he  that  loves  him  best, 
The  proudest  he  that  holds  up  Lancaster, 
Dare  stir  a  wing,  if  Warwick  shake  his  bells. 
I'll  plant  Plautagenet,  root  him  up  who  dares : — 
Ecsolve  thee,  Richard ;  claim  the  English  crown. 

[Waewiok  leads  Yoek  to  the  throne,  who  seats  himself. 

Flourish.     Enter   Kniq  Henet,   Cliffoed,   Nobthumbeelakd, 

Westmobelasd,  Exetee,  and  others,  irdth  red  rosea  in  their 
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(Baek'd  by  the  power  of  Warwick,  that  falge  peer) 

To  aspire  unto  tlie  crown,  and  reign  as  king. — 

Earl  of  Nortlininberland,  he  slew  thy  father ; 

And  thine,  lord  Cliflbrd ;  and  you  both  bave  vow'd  revenge 

On  him,  his  sons,  his  favorites,  and  Lis  friends. 

North.  If  I  be  not,  heayens  be  reveng'd  on  me! 

Clif.  The  hope  thereof  makes  Clifford  mourn  in  steel. 

We»t.  What,  shall  we  suffer  this !  let's  plnck  him  down : 
My  heart  for  anger  bnms ;  1  cannot  brook  it. 

K.  Hen.  Be  patient,  gentle  earl  of  Westmoreland. 

GUf.  Patience  is  for  poltroons,  such  as  he : 
He  durst  not  sit  there,  fiaS  yonr  father  liv'd. 
My  gradous  lord,  here  in  the  parliament 
Let  us  assail  the  family  of  York. 

NoTtHl  Well  hast  thon  spoken,  couan :  be  it  so. 

K.  Hen.  Ah,  know  you  not  the  city  favors  them, 
And  they  have  tro'ops  of  soldiers  at  (heir  beck) 

Exel  But  when  the  duke  is  slain,  they'll  qniekly  fly, 

K.  Hen.  Far  be  the  thought  of  this  from  Henry's  heart, 
To  make  a  shambles  of  the  parliament-house  I 
Cousin  of  Eseter,  frowns,  words,  and  threats, 
Shall  be  the  war  that  Henry  means  to  use. 

[They  advance  to  the  Dtjke. 
Thou  factious  duke  of  York,  descend  my  throne, 
And  kneel  for  grace  and  mercy  at  my  feet ; 
I  am  thy  sovereign. 

VorL  I  am  thine. 

Hxe.  For  shame,  come  down :  he  made  (hee  dnke  of  York. 

Tori.  'Twas  my  inheritance,  as  the  earldom  was. 

Mxe.  Thy  father  was  a  trmtor  to  the  crown. 

War.  Eseter,  thou  art  a  traitor  to  the  crown 
In  following  this  usugiing  Henry. 

Gl'f.  Whom  shonld  he  follow  but  his  natnTnl  king  1 

War.  True,  Clifford ;  and  tliat's  Richard,  duke  of  York. 

K.  Hen.  And  shall  I  stand,  and  thou  sit  in  my  throne! 

Yori.  It  mnat  and  shall  be  so  :  content  thyself. 
War.  Be  dnke  of  Lancaster ;  let  him  be  king. 

West.  He  is  both  king  and  dnke  of  Lancaster ; 
And  that  the  lord  of  Westmoreland  shall  maintdn. 

War.  And  Warwick  shall  disprove  it.     Yon  forget 
That  we  are  those  which  chas'd  you  from  the  field. 
And  slew  your  fathers,  and  with  colors  spread, 
March'd  through  the  city  to  the  palace  gates. 

jfortJt.  Yes,  Warwick,  I  remember  it  to  my  grief; 
And,  by  his  soul,  tiou  and  thy  honse  shall  rue  it. 
Wett.  Plantagenet,  of  thee,  and  these  thy  sons, 
Thy  kinsmen,  and  thy  friends,  I'll  have  more  lives 
Than  drops  of  blood  were  in  my  father's  veins. 
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OUf.  Urge  it  no  more:  lest  tliat,  instead  of  words, 
I  send  thee,  Warwicl;,  such  a  mesaenger 
As  eliall  revenge  his  death  before  I  stir. 

War.  PoorCliflbrdI  how  I  ecorn  his  worthless  tliroats. 

York.  Will  yon  we  show  our  title  to  the  crown ! 
If  not,  our  swords  shall  plead  it  in  the  field. 

K.  ffen.  What  title  hast  thou,  traitor,  to  the  crownj 
Thy  f&ther  was,  as  thou  art,  duke  of  York ; 
Thy  grandfather,  Roger  Mortimer,  earl  of  March : 
I  am  the  soa  of  Henry  the  Mh, 
Who  made  the  Dauphin  and  the  French  to  stoop, 
And  seiz'd  upon  their  towns  and  provinces. 

Wa/r.  Talk  not  of  France,  eith  thou  hast  lost  it  all. 

K.  lien.  Tlie  lord  protector  lost  it,  and  not  I : 
When  I  was  crown 'd,  I  was  but  nine  months  old. 

Rich.  You  are  old  enough  now, 'and  yet,  methinka,  you  lose.— 
Father,  tear  the  crown  from  the  usurper's  head. 

Edv>.  Sweet  father,  do  so ;  set  it  on  your  head. 

Mont.  [To  YoEK,]  Good  brother,  as  thou  lov'st  and  honor'sl 

Let's  fight  it  out,  and  not  stand  cavilling  thus. 

Rich.  Sound  drums  and  trumpets,  and  the  king  will  fly. 

Tori.  Son3,peacel 

K.  Ren.  Peace  thou !  and  give  king  Henry  leave  to  speak. 

War.  Plantagenet  shall  speak  first;  hoar  him,  lords ; 
And  be  you  silent  and  attentive  too. 
For  he  that  interrupts  him  shall  not  live. 

K.  Hen.  Think'st  thou,  that  I  wiU  leave  my  kingly  throne, 
Wherein  my  grandsire  and  my  father  sat  ? 
No ;  first  shall  war  unpeople  this  my  realm ; 
Ay,  and  tlieir  colors, — often  borne  in  France, 
And  now  in  England,  to  our  heart's  great  sorrow, — 
Shall  be  -my  winding-sheet. — Why  fwnt  you,  lords  J 
My  title's  good,  and  better  far  than  his. 

Far.  Prove  it,  Henry,  and  thou  shait  be  kmg. 

JT.  Sen.  Henry  the  fourth  by  conquest  got  the  crown, 

York.  'Twas  by  rebellion  against  his  king, 

K.  Sen.  [Aiide.'\  I  know  not  wiiat  to  say ;  my  title's  weak. 

\Aloud,.'\  Toll  me,  may  not  a  king  adopt  an  heir? 

YorK  What  then? 

K.  Hen.  An  if  he  may,  then  am  I  lawful  king ; 
For  Richard,  in  the  view  of  many  lords, 
Eeaign'd  the  crown  to  Heory  the  fourth. 
Whose  heir  my  father  was,  and  I  am  his. 

Yorlc.  He  rose  against  him,  being  his  sovereing, 
And  made  him  to  resign  his  crown  perforce. 
Henry  of  Lancaster,  resign  thy  crown. — 
What  mutter  you,  or  what  conspire  you,  lords  ? 
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'War.  Do  right  unto  tliis  princely  duke  of  York ; 
Or  I  will  fill  the  liouse  with  ai-raed  men, 
And  o'er  the  chtur  of  state,  where  now  he  sits, 
Write  up  his  title  with  usm-piug  blood. 

[Me  etampa,  arid  the  Soldiera  aJiom  tTiemielccs. 

K.  Hm,.  My  lord  of  Warwick,  hear  mo  hut  one  word : — 
Let  me  for  this  my  life-tune  reign  as  king. 

York.  Conflnn  the  crown  to  me,  and  to  mino  heirs, 
And  thoa  shalt  reign  in  quiet  while  tliou  liv'st. 

K.  Hen.  I  am  content :  Eiohard  Plantagonet, 
Enjoy  the  kingdom  after  my  decease, 

Oiif.  What  wrong  is  this  onto  the  prince  your  son ! 

War.  What  good  ia  this  to  England,  and  himself  I 

Weit,  Base,  fearful,  and  despairing  Henry! 

Cllf.  How  hast  thou  injur'd  both  thyself  and  us! 

WeU.  I  cannot  stay  to  hear  these  articles. 

NoTth.  Nor  I. 

Clif.  Come,  cousin,  let  ns  tell  the  queen  these  news. 

Weat.  FareweJi,  faint-hearted  and  degenerate  king, 
In  whose  cold  blood  no  spark  of  honor  bides. 

North.  Be  thou  a  prey  unto  the  house  of  York, 
And  die  in  bands,  for  this  unmanly  deed ! 

Clif.  In  dreadful  war  may'st  thou  be  overcome; 
Or  live  in  peace,  abandon'd,  and  despis'd ! 

\Exeunt  NoBTHOMBEELAUn,  Clifpoud,  and 

WnSTMOliBLAND. 

War.  Tarn  tliis  way,  Henry,  and  regard  them  not. 
Exe.  They  seek  revenge,  and  therefore  will  not  yield. 
K.  Hen.  Ah,  Exeter! 

War.  Why  should  you  sigh,  my  lord? 

K.  Hen.  Not  for  myself,  lord  Warwick,  but  my  son. 
Whom  I  unnaturally  shall  disinherit. 
But,  be  it  Ha  it  may ; — I  here  entail 
Tlie  criTwn  to  thee,  and  to  thine  heirs  for  ever ; 
Conditionally,  that  here  thou  take  an  oath 
To  cease  this  civil  war,  and,  whilst  I  live. 
To  honor  me  as  thy  king  and  sovereign, 
And  neither  by  treason,  nor  hostility. 
To  seek  to  put  me  down,  and  reign  tiyself. 

Yorh  This  oath  I  willingly  take,  and  will  perform. 

[Coming  friytn  the  throne. 
War.  Long  live  king  Henry  I — Plantagenet,  embrace  him, 
K.  Hen.  And  long  live  thoa,  and  these  thy  forward  sons  1 
Yorli.  Now  York  and  Lancaster  are  reconoil'd, 
Exe.  Accnrs'd  be  he  that  seeks  to  make  them  foes  I 

[Sennet.*     The  Lords  comef'trward, 
Torh.  Farewell,  my  gracious  lord;  I'll  to  my  castle. 
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War.  And  I'll  keep  London  with  my  soldiers. 

JiV/.  Afld  I  to  Norfolk  with  my  followers. 

Mont.  And  I  unto  the  sea,  from  whence  I  came. 

lExeutit  York  and  Ms  sons,  WiiiwicE,  Nobfolk, 
MoNTAGUK,  Soldiers,  and  Attendants. 

jr.  Ben.  And  I,  with  grief  and  sorrow,  to  the  court. 

Mre.  Hero  comes  the  queen,  whose  looks  bewray  her  anger : 
I'll  steal  away.  [Ooinff. 

K.  Hen.  Exeter,  so  will  I.  [Going. 

Enter  Quebs  Maeoaekt  and  tlte  Pkinck  of  Wales. 

Q.  Mar.  Nay,  go  not  from  me ;  I  will  follow  thee. 

K.  Ilea.  Be  patient,  gentle  queen,  and  I  will  stay. 
Q,  Mar.  "Who  can  be  patient  in  such  extremes? 
Ah,  wretched  man    would  I  had  died  a  maid, 
And  never  seen  thee,  never  home  thee  son. 
Seeing  thou  hast  prov'd  so  unnatural  a  father ! 
Hath  he  deserv'd  to  lose  his  birth-right  thus  ? 
Hadst  thou  but  lov'd  him  half  bo  well  as  I, 
Thou  wonldst  have  left  thy  dearest  hearHilood  there, 
Eather  than  have  made  that  savage  duke  thine  heir, 
And  disinherited  thine  only  son. 

Prijite,  Father,  you  cannot  disinherit  me  ■ 
If  you  be  kmg,  why  should  not  I  succeed ! 

K.  Hen.  PMflon  me,  Margaret ; — pardon  me,  sweet  son : — 
The  earl  of  Warwick,  and  the  duke,  enforc'd  me, 

Q.  Mar.  Enforc'd  tbee!  art  thou  king,  and  wilt  be  foro'd? 
I  shame  to  hear  thee  speak.     Ha,  timorous  wretch ! 
Thou  hast  undone  thyself,  thy  son,  and  me ; 
And  given  tinto  the  house  of  York  such  head. 
As  thou  shalt  reign  but  by  their  sufferance. 
To  entail  him  and  his  heirs  unto  the  crown, 
What  is  it,  but  to  make  thy  sepulchre. 
And  creep  info  it  far  before  thy  time  ? 
Warwick  is  chancellor,  and  the  lord  of  Calais ; 
Stern  Fanlconbridge  commands  the  narrow  seas; 
The  duke  is  made  protector  of  the  realm ; 
And  yet  shalt  thou  be  safe?  such  safety  finds 
The  toembling  lamb,  environed  with  wolves. 
Had  I  been  there,  which  am  a  ^y  woman, 
The  soldiers  should  Lave  toss'd  me  on  their  pikes, 
Before  I  would  have  granted  to  that  act. 
But  thon  preferr'st  thy  life  before  thine  honor- 
And  seeing  thou  dost,  I  here  divorce  myself. 
Until  that  act  of  parliament  be  repeal'd, 
Wkereby  my  son  is  disinherited. 
The  northern  lords,  that  have  forsworn  thy  colors, 
"Will  follow  mine,  if  once  they  see  them  spread ; 
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And  spread  they  shall  be,  to  thy  foul  disgrace, 
And  Htter  ruin  of  the  hoase  of  York.    . 
Thna  do  I  leave  thee, — Come,  son,  let'e  away; 
Our  army  is  ready ;  come,  we'll  after  them. 

K.  Sen.  Stay,  gentle  Margaret,  and  Jiear  me  speak. 

Q.  Mar.  Thou  hast  spoke  too  much  ah-eodj :  get  thee  gone. 

JE  Hen,.  Gentle  son  Edwai'd,  tliou  wilt  stay  with  me  ? 

Q.  Mar.  Ay,  to  be  murder'cl  by  liis  enemies. 

Prince.  When  I  return  with  victory  from  the  field, 
I'll  see  your  grace :  till  then,  I'll  follow  her. 

Q.  Mar.  Come,  son,  away ;  we  may  not  linger  thus. 

[JExeunt  Queen  Maeqackt  and  the  Pbinoe. 

-ff'.  JImi.  Poor  qaeen  I  how  love  to  me,  and  to  her  son, 
Hath  made  her  break  out  into  terms  of  rage  1 
Eeveng'd  may  she  be  on  that  hateful  duke. 
Whose  haughty  spirit,  wingfd  -with  desire, 
Will  cost  my  crown,  wid  like  an  empty  eagle, 
Tire  on  the  flesh  of  me,  and  of  my  son ! 
The  loss  of  those  three  lords  torments  mj  heart : 
I'll  write  unto  them,  and  entreat  them  fair; — 
Come,  cousin,  you  shall  be  the  messenger. 

JSxe,  And  I,  1  hope,  shall  reconcile  them  all.  [Exeunt. 

Urged  on  by  his  eons,  Edward  and  Richard,  the  Doko  of  York  dBterminte 
lo  call  In  tho  aid  of  Warwick  and  tie  leading  adhcreata  uf  Iho  Lanoaatrlan 
parly,  to  riee  against  King  Henry.  Queen  Margaret  with  an  anijj  of  20,000  man 


SCENE  IV.— r^e  Plains  near  Sandal  Castle. 
Alarum.    Enter  Tore. 
Yorh  The  army  of  the  queen  hath  got  the  fieid : 
My  uncles  both  are  slain  in  rescuing  me ; 
And  all  my  followers  to  the  eager  foe 
Turn  back,  and  fly,  like  ships  before  the  wind. 
Or  lambs  pnrsu'd  by  hunger-starved  wolves. 
My  sons,— heaven  knows  what  hath  bechanced  them. 
But  this  I  know, — they  have  demean'd  themselroB 
Like  men  horn  to  renown  by  life  or  death. 
Three  times  did  Bichard  m^e  a  Imio  to  me ; 
And  thrice  cried,—"  Courage,  father  I  fight  it  out  I" 
And  full  as  oft  came  Edwa^  to  my  side. 
With  purple  fanlchion,  pdnted  to  the  hilt 
In  blood  of  those  that  had  encounter'd  him : 
And  when  the  hardiest  warriors  did  retire, 
Eiohard  cried, — "Chaisel  and  give  no  foot  of  ground !  " 
And  cried,— "A  crown,  or  else  a  glorious  tomb  I 
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A  Bc«ptre,  or  an  earthly  sepulchre  1  " 

With,  this,  we  charg'd  agaiu ;  bat,  out,  alaa  I 

We  bodg'd  again:  aa  I  have  seea  e.  HwaJi 

With  bootless  labor  swim  ^wnst  the  tide, 

And  spend  her  strength  with  over-matching  wavea. 

[A  akorl  alarum  tuithin. 
Ail,  hark  I  the  fetai  followers  do  pursue ; 
And  I  am  faint,  and  cannot  fly  their  fury : 
And  were  I  strong,  I  would  not  shun  their  fury : 
The  sands  are  number'd  that  make  up  my  life ; 
Here  must  I  stay,  and  here  my  life  must  end, 

£lttCl'    QUEBH  MaBOAKET,    OLlFFOEn,    NoBTHUMBBKLiHIt,    and 

Soldiers. 
Come,  bloody  Clifford, — rough  Korthumberland, — 
I  dare  your  quenchless  fury  to  more  rage : 
1  am  yonr  butt,  and  I  abide  your  shot. 

IfoTth.  Yield  to  our  mercy,  proud  PlantageneL 

Cl'if.  Ay,  to  such  mercy  as  his  ruthless  arm, 
With  downright  payment,  show'd  unto  my  father. 

York.  My  ashes,  aa  the  phtenis,  may  bring  forth 
A  bird  that  will  revenge  upon  you  all : 
And  in  that  hope  I  throw  mine  eyes  to  heaven. 
Scorning  whate'er  you  can  afflict  me  witi. 
Why  come  you  not  ?  what !  multitudes,  and  fear  ? 

Clif.  So  cowards  fight  when  they  can  fiy  no  farther; 
So  doves  do  peck  the  falcon's  piercing  talons; 
So  desperate  thieves,  all  hopeless  of  their  lives, 
Breathe  out  invectives  'gainst  liie  ofBcers. 

Yorh.  O  Clifford,  hut  bethink  thee  once  agiwn, 
And  in  thy  thought  o'er-nm  my  former  time ; 
And,  if  thou  canst  for  blushing,  view  this  face, 
And  bite  thy  tongue,  that  Zanders  him  with  cowardice, 
"Whose  frown  hath  made  thee  faint  and  fly  ere  this. 

GM/.  I  will  not  bandy  with  thee  word  for  word, 
But  buckle  with  thee  blows,  twice  two  for  one.  [Draies. 

Q.  Mar.  Hold,  valiant  Clifford  I  for  a  thousand  causes 
I  would  prolong  awhile  the  traitor's  life. — 
Wrath  makes  him  deaf: — speak  thou,  Northumberland. 

North.  Hold,  Clifford  I  do  not  honor  him  so  much 
To  prick  tby  finger,  (iough  to  wound  his  heart. 

[They  lay  hjzjidson  YosK,  «>Ao  siruffgles. 

Clif.  Ay,  ay,  so  strives  the  woodcock  with  the  gin. 

North.  So  doth  tlie  coney  slruggle  in  the  net, 

[YoitK  h  taken  prisimer. 

TorJt.  So  triumph  thieves  upon  their  conqner'd  booty ; 
Bo  true  men  yield,  with  robbers  so  o'er-match'd. 

North.  What  would  your  grace  have  done  unto  him  now  ? 
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Q.  Mar.  Brave  warriors,  Clifford  and  Northnmberland, 
Come,  make  him  stand  upon  tliis  molehill  here, 
That  rauglit  at  mountains  with  outatretohfid  arms, 
Yet  parted  hat  the  ehadoiv  with  Iiis  hand. — 
What  I  waa  it  you  that  would  he  England's  king  ? 
Yorlt  cannot  speak,  imless  lie  wear  a  ci'own.— 
A  crown  for  Yorli! — and,  lords,  bow  low  to  him: — 
Hold  jou  liis  hands,  whilst  I  do  set  it  on. — 

[Putting  apafer  crown  on  Im  head. 
Ay,  marry,  sir,  noTf  looks  he  lite  a  kinj;. 
Ay,  this  is  Le  that  took  king  Henry's  chair ; 
And  this  is  ho  was  his  adopted  heir, — 
Off  with  the  crown ;  and,  with  the  crown,  his  head ; 
And,  whilst  we  breathe,  take  time  to  do  him  dead. 

Cbf.  That  is  my  office,  for  mj  father's  sake. 

Q.  Mar.  Nay,  stay ;  let's  hear  the  orisons  he  makes. 

York.   She-wolf  of  Prance,— but   worse    than    wolves    of 
France, — 
Wkose  tongne  more  poisons  than  the  adder's  tooth  1 
1  would  assay,  proud  qneen,  to  make  thee  blush ; 
To  tell  thee  whence  thou  cam'st,  of  whom  deriv'd. 
Were  shame  enough  to  shame  thee,  wert  thou  not  shameless. 
Thou  art  as  opposite  to  every  good, 
As  the  antipodes  are  unto  us. 
O  tiger's  heart,  wrapp'd  in  a  woman's  hide ! 
How  could'at  thou  drain  the  life-blood  of  the  child, 
To  bid  the  father  wipe  his  eyes  withal, 
And  yet  he  seen  to  hear  a  woman's  face? 
Women  are  soft,  mild,  pitifiil,  and  flexible ; 
Thou  stern,  obdurate,  flinty,  rough,  remorseless. 
Bidd'st  thou  me  rago  ?  why,  now  thou  hast  thy  wish : 
Would'st  have  ma  weep !  why,  now  thon  hast  thy  will : 
These  tears  are  my  sweet  Entland'fl  obsequies ; 
And  every  drop  cries  vengeance  for  his  death, 
'Gdast  thee,  fell  Clifl'ord,  and  thee,  false  Frencli-woman, 

North.  Beshrew  me,  bnt  hia  passions  move  me  so, 
That  hardly  can  I  check  my  eyes  from  tears. 

Yori.  That  face  of  his  the  hungry  cannibals 
Would  not  have  touch'd,  would  not  have  stain'd  with  blood : 
But  you  are  more  inhuman,  more  inexorable, — 
O,  ten  times  more, — than  tigers  of  Hyrcania. 
See,  ruthless  qneen,  a  hapless  father's  tears; 
This  cloth  thou  dipp'dst  in  blood  of  my  sweet  boy. 
And  I  with  tears  do  wash  the  blood  away. 
Keep  thon  the  napkin,  and  go  boast  of  this : 

[Oiving  Mck  the  handkerchief. 
And  if  thon  tell'st  the  heavy  story  right, 
Upon  my  soul,  the  hearers  will  slied  teiirs ; 
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Yea,  evea  my  foes  will  shed  fast-falliDg  tears, 
And  say, — "Alas,  it  was  a  piteous  deed!  " — 
Tliere,  take  the  crown,  and,  with  the  crown,  my  curse ; 

[Giving  lack  the  paper  ctomu. 
And,  in  thy  need,  snch  comfort  come  to  thee, 
As  now  I  reap  at  thy  too  cruel  hand  I— 
Hard-hearted  Clilibrd,  tate  me  from  the  world : 
Ky  soul  to  heaven,  my  blood  upon  your  head ! 

Morth.  Had  lie  been  daughter-man  to  all  my  kin, 
I  should  not,  for  my  life,  but  weep  with  liim, 
To  see  how  inly  sorrow  gripes  Lis  eouL 

Q.  Mar.  What,  weeping-ripe,  my  lord  Northumberland 
Think  hut  upon  the  wrong  he  did  us  all, 
And  that  will  quickly  dry  thy  melting  tears. 

Glif.  Here's  for  my  oath,  here's  for  my  father's  death. 

[Stabbing  him. 

Q.  Mar.  And  Iiere's  to  right  our  gentle-hearted  ting. 

[St<Ming  him. 

York.  Open  thy  gate  of  mercy,  gracious  heaven ! 
My  soul  flies  through  these  wounds  to  seek  out  thee.  [Pics. 

Q.  Mar.  Off  with  his  head,  and  set  it  on  York  gates; 
So  York  may  OTeriook  the  town  of  York.     [Flourish.    JSteunt. 


SCENE  II.— Before  York. 

Flourish.    Enter  Kino  Hekrt,  Queen  MaKOAJtET,  the  Pbejcb 
or  "Wales,  Cliffoed,  arid  NoETnuMBSEiAsn,  with,  forces. 

Q.  Mar.  Welcome,  my  lord,  to  this  hrave  town  of  York. 
Tender's  the  head  of  that  arch-enemy. 
That  sought  to  be  encompass'd  with  your  crowa ; 
Doth  not  the  ol:yeet  cheer  your  heart,  my  lojrd  ? 

K.Een.  Ay,' ae  the  rocka  cheer  them  tli&t  fear  their  wreck;— 
To  see  this  sight,  it  irks  my  very  soul.: — 
Withhold  revenge,  dear  heaven !  'Us  not  my  ftiult, 
Kor  wittingly  have  I  infring'd  my-  vow. 

Ol'f.-  JTy  gracious  liege,  this  too  much  lenity 
And  harmful  pity,  must  be  laid  aMde. 
Ambitious  York  did  level  at  thy  crown ; 
Thon  smiling,  while  he  knit  his  angry  brows; 
He,  but  a  dulte,  would  have  his  son  a  king, 
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And  raise  hh  issue  like  a  loving  sire ; 

Thou,  being  a  king,  bless'd  wili  a  goodly  son, 

Didst  yield  consent  to  dianherit  Lim, 

"Which  argued  thee  a  most  unloTing  father. 

Look  on  the  hoy ; 

And  let  his  manly  face,  whicli  promiseth 

Successful  fortune,  steel  thy  melting  heart 

To  bold  thine  own,  and  leave  thine  own  with  him. 

jr.  Ben.  Full  well  hath  Clifford  play'd  the  orator, 
Inferring  arguments  of  mighty  force. 
But,  Clifford,  tell  me,  didst  thou  never  hear 
That  things  ill  got  had  ever  had  success  ? 
I'll  leave  ray  son  my  virtuous  deeds  behind; 
And  would  my  father  had  left  me  no  more ! 
Fur  all  the  rest  is  held  nt  sudi  a  rate, 
As  brings  a  thousand-fold  more  care  to  keep, 
Than  in  possession  any  jot  of  pleasure. 
Ah,  cousin  York  I  woald  thy  best  friends  did  know, 
How  it  doth  grieve  me  that  thy  head  is  here  1 

Q.  Mar,  My  lord,  cheer  up  your  Miirits :  our  foes  are  nigh, 
And  this  soft  courage  makes  your  followera  faint. 
Ton  promis'd  knighthood  to  our  forward  son : 
Unsheathe  your  sword,  and  dub  him  presently. — 
Edward,  kneel  down. 

K.  Ben.  Edward  Plautagenet,  arise  a  knight ; 
And  learn  this  lesson, — Draw  thy  sword  in  right. 

I'rinee.  My  gracious  father,  by  your  kingly  leave, 
I'll  draw  it  as  apparent  to  the  crown, 
And  in  that  quarrel  use  it  to  the  death. 

Clif.  Why,  that  is  spoken  like  a  toward  prince. 
Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Eoyal  commnnders,  be  in  readiness : 
For  with  a  band  of  thirty  thousand  men 
Comes  Warwick,  backing  of  the  duke  of  York ; 
And  in  the  towns,  as  they  do  march  along, 
Proclaims  him  king,  and  many  fly  to  him. 

Clif.  I  would  your  highness  would  depart  the  Sold : 
The  queen  hath  best  success  when  yon  are  absent. 

Q.  Mar.  Ay,  good  my  lord,  and  leave  us  to  our  fortune. 

K.  Hen.  Why,  that's  my  fwlaine  too ;  therefore  I'll  stay, 

Mrth.  Be  it  with  resointion,  then,  to  fight. 

Prince.  My  royal  father,  cheer  these  noble  lords, 
And  hearten  those  that  fight  in  yonr  defence : 
Unslieathe  your  sword,  good  father;  cry,  "Saint  George!  " 
March.    i^fffj-EnwARD,  Gkorqe,  Ercniim,  Waewtoe,  Nosfole, 
MoNTAGCK,  and  Soldiers. 

Edw.  Now,  perjur'd  Henry!  wilt  thou  kneel  for  grace, 


Hosted  by  Google 


KING  HENKT  YI.  SI 

And  set  thy  diadem  upon  my  bead ; 
Or  bide  tlJO  mortal  fortune  of  the  field? 

Q.  Mar.  Go,  rate  thy  minions,  proud  icsiiltiag  boy  I 
Becomes  it  thee  to  be  thus  bold  ia  t«rms, 
Before  thy  sovereign,  and  thy  lawful  king? 

£dw.  I  am  his  king,  and  he  should  bow  his  knee; 
Iwas  adopted  heir  by  his  consent: 
Since  when,  his  oati  is  broke ;  for,  as  I  hear, 
You,  that  are  king,  though  he  do  wear  the  crown, 
Have  caus'd  him,  by  new  act  of  parliament. 
To  blot  out  me,  and  pnt  his  own  son  in 

Clif.  And  reason  too : 
Who  should  succeed  the  father,  bnt  the  eon  ? 
McA.  Are  you  there,  butcher  ?— O,  I  cannot  speai ! 
Clif.  Aj,  crook-back,  here  I  ataad  to  answer  thee. 
Or  any  he  the  proudest  of  thy  sort. 
£ieh.  'Twas  jou  that  kill'd  yonng  Entland,  was  it  not  ? 
Glif.  Ay,  and  old  York,  and  yet  not  satisfied. 
mh.  For  heaven's  s^e,  lords,  give  signal  to  the  fight 
War.  What  say'st  thou,  Henry,  wilt  thou  yield  the  crown? 
Q.  Mar.  Why,  how  now,  long-tongu'd  Ttarwickl  dare  yoi 
speak? 
When  you  and  I  met  at  Saint  Albans  last, 
Yonr  legs  did  better  service  than  your  hands. 

War.  Then  'twas  my  turn  to  fly,  and  now  'tis  thine. 
Clif.  You  said  so  much  before,  and  yet  you  fled. 
War.  'Twaa  not  your  vaior,  Clifford,  drove  me  thence. 
Jfortk.  No,  nor  jour  manhood,  that  durst  maie  yon  stay, 

Mch.  Northumberland,  I  hold  thee  reverently. 

Break  off  the  parley;  for  scarce  I  can  refrain 
The  execution  of  my  big-swoln  heart 
Upon  that  Clifford,  that  cruel  child-killer. 

Clif.  I  slew  thy  father,— call'st  thon  him  a  child? 
Siek.  Ay,  like  a  dastard,  and  a  treacherous  coward. 
As  thou  didst  kill  our  tender  brother  Rntland ; 
JJut  ere  snn-set  Til  make  tiiee  curse  the  deed, 
j;  Ben.  Have  done  with  words,  my  lords,  and  hear  me  tpeak. 
Q.  Mar.  Defy  them,  then,  or  else  hold  close  thy  lips. 
K.  Ben.  I  pr'jthec,  give  no  limits  to  my  tongne : 
I  am  a  king,  and  privil^'d  to  speak. 

Clif.  My  liege,  the  wonnd  that  bred  this  meeting  here, 
Cannot  be  cur'd  by  words ;  therefore  be  still. 

Mich.  Then,  eieontioner,  nnsheathe  ijiy  aword- 
By  him  that  made  us  all,  I  am  resolv'd. 
That  Clifford's  manhood  lies  upon  his  tongne. 

Edw.  Say,  Henry,  shall  I  have  my  right,  or  no ! 
A  thoDsand  men  have  broke  their  fasts  to-day. 
That  ne'er  shail  dine,  unless  thou  yield  the  crown. 
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War.  If  thou  deny,  tieir  blood  upon  thy  head ; 
For  York  in  justice  puts  hia  armor  on.  .     .  ■ 

PHnee.  If  that  be  right,  which  Warwick  aays  la  right, 
There  ia  no  WTong,  but  every  thing  ia  right. 
JJicA.  Well  I  wot,  thou  hast  thy  mother's  tongue. 

Q.  Mar.  But  thou  art  neither  like  thy  sire,  nor  dam ; 
But  like  a  foul  mis-shapen  stigmatick,* 
Mark'd  hy  the  destinies  to  be  avoided,  _ 
As  venom  toads,  or  lizards'  dreadful  stings. 

Bieh.  Iron  of  Naples,  hid  with'English  gilt, 
Whose  father  bears  the  title  of  a  king, 
(Aa  if  a  channel  should  he  call'd  the  sea) 
Sham'st  thou  not,  knowing  whence  thou  art  estranght, 
To  let  thy  tongue  detect  thy  baae-born  heart? 

Mw.  A  wisp  of  atraw  were  worth  a  thousand  crowns, 
To  make  this  shameless  callat  know  herself. — 

Geo.  Know  thou  [To  Queen.],  since  we  have  begun  to  strike. 
We'll  never  leave,  till  we  have  hewn  thee  down. 
Or  bath'd  thy  growing  with  oar  heated  bloods. 

Edw.  And  in  this  resolution  I  defy  thee ; 
Not  willing  any  longer  conference. 
Since  thou  deny'st  the  gentle  king  to  apeak. — 
Sound  trumpets ! —let  our  bloody  colors  wave! — 
And  either  victory,  or  else  a  grave. 

Q.  Mar.  Stay,  Edward. 

Mw.  No,  wrangling  woman,  we'll  no  longer  stay : 
These  words  will  cost  ten  thousand  lives  to-day.  [Exeunt 

The  rival  fMtloBS  meet  between  Towloti  and  Sistiin,  in  Torkahlrc 


Alarum.    Enter  Krao-  IIeket. 
K.  Jinn.  This  battle  fares  like  to  the  morning's  war, 
When  dying  clouds  contend  with  growing  light, 
What  time  the  shepherd,  biowmg  of  his  nails, 
Can  neither  call  it  perfect  day,  nor  n^ht. 
Uow  sways  it  this  way,  like  a  mighty  sea 
Torc'd  by  the  tide  to  combat  -with  the  wind ; 
Now  sways  it  that  way,  like  the  self-same  sea 
Forc'd  to  retire  by  fury  of  the  wind : 
Sometime  the  flood  prevmls,  and  then  the  wind ; 
Now  one  the  better,  then  another  best ; 
Both  tugging  to  be  victors,  breast  to  breast 
Tet  neither  conqueror,  nor  conquered; 
So  is  tlio  equal  poise  of  this  fell  war. 

»  Smiiiatldc  -one  ilcformcil,  ot  crlinlnsL 
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Here  on  thb  moleliill  will  I  sit  me  down. 
To  whom  heaven  will,  there  he  the  victory  1 
For  Margaret  my  queen,  and  Clifford  too, 
Have  chid  me  from  the  battle ;  swearing  both, 
They  prosper  beat  of  all  when  I  am  thence. 
Would  I  were  deadl  if  heaven's  good  will  were  so; 
For  what  is  in  this  world  hnt  grief  and  woe? 

0  heaven  I  methiuks  it  were  a  happy  life, 
To  be  no  better  than  a  homely  swain ; 

To  sit  apon  a  hill,  as  I  do  now. 
To  carve  out  dials  quaintly,  point  by  point, 
Thereby  to  see  the  minutes  how  they  mn; — 
How  many  make  the  hour  full  complete; 
How  many  hours  bring  about  the  day; 

1  low  many  days  will  finish  up  the  year ; 
How  many  years  a  mortal  man  may  live. 
When  this  is  known,  then  to  divide  the  times, — 
So  many  hours  must  I  tend  my  flock ; 

So  many  hoars  must  I  take  my  rest; 

So  many  hours  must  I  contemplate ; 

So  many  hours  must  I  sport  myself; 

So  many  days  my  ewes  have  been  with  young; 

So  many  weeks  ere  the  poor  fools  will  yean ; 

So  many  years  ere  I  shall  shear  the  fleece : 

So  minutes,  hours,  days,  months,  and  years, 

Pass'd  over  to  the  end  they  were  created. 

Would  bring  white  hairs  unto  a  quiet  grave. 

Ah,  what  a  life  were  this !  how  sweet  I  how  lovely  I 

Gives  not  the  hawthorn  bush  a  sweeter  shade 

To  shepherds,  looking  on  their  silly  sheep, 

Than  doth  a  rich  embroider'd  canopy 

To  kings,  that  fear  their  suhjecfs'  treachery? 

O,  yea,  it  doth ;  a  thousand  fold  it  doth. 

And  to  conclude, — the  shepherd's  homely  curds. 

His  cold  thin  drink  ont  of  his  leather  bottle, 

His  wonted  deep  nnder  a  fresh  tree's  shade, 

All  which  secure  and  sweetly  he  enjoys. 

Is  far  beyond  a  prince's  delieates. 

His  viands  sparkling  in  a  golden  cup. 

His  body  couched  in  a  curious  bed, 

When  care,  mistrust,  and  treason  wait  on  him. 

Alarum.    Enter  a  Son  that  ha»  lilled  Ma  Father,  with  tM  dead 

0  piteous  spectacle !     0  bloody  times ! 
While  lions  war,  and  battle  for  tlieir  dens, 
Poor  harmless  Jambs  abide  their  enmity. — 
Weep,  wretched  mm),  I'll  aid  thee,  tear  for  tear; 
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And  let  out  hearts  and  eyes,  like  civil  war, 
Be  blind  with  tears,  and  break  o'eroharg'd  with  grief. 
£nteT  a  Father  vtho  ha*  MUed  hU  Son,  mith  the  lody  in  hit  arsns. 
Woe  above  woe!  giief  more  than  common  grief  1 
O,  that  my  death  would  stay  these  rutiful  deeds! — 
0,  pity,  pity,  gentle  heaven,  pity ! — 
The  red  rose  and  the  white  are  on  his  face, 
The  fatal  colors  of  our  striving  houses : 
The  one  his  pui-ple  blood  right  well  resembles ; 
The  other  his  pale  cheeks,  methiaks,  presenteth: 
Wither  one  rose,  and  let  the  other  flourish ; 
If  you  contend,  a  thousand  lives  must  wither. 

Son.  How  will  my  mother,  fw  a  father's  death, 
Take  on  with  me,  and  ne'er  he  satisfied ! 

fath.  How  will  my  wife,  for  slaughter  of  my  son, 
Shed  seas  of  tears,  and  ne'er  be  satisfied  1 

K.  Men.  How  will  the  eounliy,  for  these  woful  chances, 
Misthink  the  king,  and  not  be  satisfied  1 
Son.  Was  ever  son  so  rued  a  father's  death  ? 
Falh.  Was  ever  father  so  bemoan'd  a  son! 
E.  Een.  Was  ever  king  so  griev'd  for  subjects'  woe ! 
Much  is  your  sorrow  ;  mine,  ten  times  so  much. 
Sm.  I'll  hear  thee  hence,  where  I  may  weep  my  fill. 

[Sjtt  mtk  the  ledy. 
FatJi.  These  arms  of  mine  shall  be  thy  windbg-sheet ; 
My  heart,  sweet  boy,  shail  be  thy  sepulchre, — 
For  from  my  heart  thine  image  ne'er  shall  go ; 
My  sighing  breast  shall  be  thy  funeral  bell ; 
And  so  obsequious  will  thy  father  be, 
E'en  for  the  loss  of  tliee.  Laving  no  more. 
As  Priam  was  for  all  his  valiant  sons. 
I'll  bear  thee  hence ;  and  let  them  fight  that  will, 
For  I  have  murdcr'd  where  I  should  not  kill, 

[Eiit  with  the  body. 
K.  Ren.  Sad-hearted  men,  much  overgone  with  csre. 
Here  sits  a  king  more  woful  than  you  are. 
Alarums  :  Fxcwstons.    Enter  Qceek  Maegaeet,  Priscb  op 

Waies,  and  Eskteh. 
Prince.  Fly,  fiither,  fly]  for  all  your  fi-iends  are  fled. 
And  Warwick  rages  like  a  chafed  hull : 
Away!  for  death  doth  hold  us  in  pursuit. 

Q.  Mar.  Mount  you,  my  lord ;  towards  Berwick  post  amain : 
Edward  and  Richard,  like  a  brace  of  greyhounds 
Having  the  fearful  flying  hare  in  sight, 
With  fiery  eyes  sparkling  for  very  wrath. 
And  bloody  steel  grasp'd  in  their  ireful  hands, 
Are  at  our  backs ;  and  therefore  hence  amain. 
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Exe,  Aw&y  I  for  vengeance  comes  along  with  tliem : 
Nay,  Btay  not  to  expostulate ;  make  speed ; 
Or  else  come  after:  I'll  away  before, 

K  Hen.  Nay,  take  ine  with  thee,  good  sweet  Exeter : 
Not  that  I  fear  to  stay,  but  love  to  go 
WJiither  the  queen  iuteuds.     Forward ;  away  I  lExeant. 

The  Torkiflls  am  rtolorious,  una  Edward  Is  declared  ting.  Hn  crealce  h!a 
brolhcra  George  and  Klchnrd.  dutng  of  Clarence  and  Gloater  ;  and  proecedB  Iq 
London  to  hie  ooroiiation.  King  Henry  escapes  to  ScoUnnd,  bat  in  roturnlijE  la 
Englana»madepri80Ber.  ^ 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I.— London,    A  Soom  in  the  Palace. 
-fi'/tf^fKiNoEDWAHD,  Glosteb,  Claeekce,  and  Lady  Gekt, 
K.  Mw.  Brother  of  Gloster,  at  Sdnt  Albaa's  field 

This  lady's  husband,  Sir  John  Grey,  was  slain, 

Hia  lands  then  seiz'd  on  hy  the  conqueror: 

Her  suit  is  now,  to  repossess  those  lands; 

Which  we  in  justice  cannot  well  deny. 

Because  in  quarrel  of  the  house  of  York 

The  worthy  gentleman  did  lose  his  life. 

Oh.  Your  highness  shall  do  well  togranthor  suit; 

It  were  dishonor  to  deny  it  her. 

K.  Edw.  It  were  no  less:  but  yet  I'll  make  a  pause. 

Olo.  [Atide  to  Clak.]  Tea,  is  it  ao  f 

K.  Edui.  Widow,  wo  will  consider  of  your  suit; 

And  come  some  other  time  to  know  our  mind, 
i.  Grey.  Eight  gracious  lord,  I  cannot  brook  delay 

May  It  please  your  highness  to  resolve  me  now ; 

And  what  your  pleasure  is,  shall  satisfy  me. 
JT  Mw.  How  many  children  hast  thou,  widowf  tell  me. 
L.  Grey.  Throe,  my  most  gracious  lord. 
JC  Edw.  'Twere  pity,  they  should  lose  their  father's  lands 
L.  Grey.  Be  pitiful,  dread  lord,  and  grant  it  then, 
K.Edw.  Lords,  give  us  leave:  I'll  try  this  widow's  wit, 
Glo.  [And^,  retiring  leith  Clabkncb.]  Ay,  good  leave  have 

yon;  for  yon  will  have  leave. 
K.  Edw.  Now  tell  me,  madam,  do  you  love  your  children  ? 
■^  <^?V-  Ay,  full  as  dearly  as  I  love  mysel£ 
K.Edw.  And  would  you  not  do  much,  to  do  themgoodt 
^  Grey.  To  do  them  good  I  would  sustam  some  hMm. 
E.  Edw.  Then,  get  your  husband's  lands  to  do  them  good. 
L.  Greij.  Therefore  I  carao  unto  your  miy'esty. 
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K.  Edvi.  I'Htell  jou  how  these  lands  are  to  begot. 

L.  Orey.  So  shall  you  bind  me  to  your  highaeas'  service. 

K.  Edw.  What  service  wilt  thou  do  me,  if  I  give  them? 

L.  Grey.  What  you  command,  that  rests  in  me  to  do. 

K.  Ed-a.  But  you  will  take  exceptions  to  my  boon. 

L.  Orey.  Ko,  gracious  lord,  except  I  cannot  do  it. 

K.  Edw.  Ay,  but  thou  canst  do  what  I  mean,  to  ask. 

L.  Grey.  Why  then,  I  will  do  what  your  grace  commands. 
Why  stops  my  lord?  shall  I  not  hear  my  task? 

K.  Edw.  An  easy  task :  'tis  but  to  love  a  king. 

L.  Q-rey.  That's  soon  perforra'd,  because  I  am  a  subject. 

K.  Edw.  Why  then,  thy  husband's  lands  I  freely  give  thee. 

Z.  Orey.  I  take  my  leave  with  many  thousand  thanks. 

Gh.  [Aiide^\  The  match  is  made ;  she  seals  it  with  a  court'sy. 

K.  EdiB.  But  stay  tiiee ;  'tis  the  fruits  of  love  I  mean. 

L.  Grey,  The  fruits  of  love  I  mean,  my  loving  liege, 

K.  Edv).  Ay,  but,  I  fear  me,  in  another  sense. 
What  love,  think'st  thou,  I  sue  so  much  to  get  ? 

L.  Grey.  My  love  till  death,  my  humble  Qianks,  my  prayers; 
That  love  which  virtue  begs,  and  virtue  grants. 

K.  Edw.  No,  by  my  troth,  I  did  not  mean  such  love. 

L.  Grey.  Why,  then  you  mean  not  as  I  thought  yoa  did, 

K.  Edw.  Bat  now  yon  partly  may  perceive  my  mind. 

L.  Grey.  My  mind  will  never  grant  what  I  perceive 
Tonr  highness  aims  at,  if  I  aim  aright. 

X  Edw.  Why  then,  thou  shalt  not  have  thy  hnshand's  lands. 

L.  Grey.  Why  then,  mine  honesty  shall  be  my  dower ; 
For  by  that  loss  I  will  not  purchase  them. 

JT.  Edw.  Therein  thou  wrong'st  thy  children  mightily. 

Ii.  Grey.  Herein  your  highness  wrongs  both  them  and  me. 
But,  mighty  lord,  this  merry  inclination 
Accords  not  with  the  sadness  of  my  suit: 
Please  yon  dismiss  mo,  either  with  ay,  or  no. 

E.  EdiB,  Ay,  if  thon  wilt  say  ay  to  my  request ; 
No,  if  thou  dost  say  no  to  my  demand. 

L.  Grey.  Then,  no,  my  lord.    My  suit  is  at  an  end. 

Gh.  [A^de  to  CtAE.]  The  widow  likes  him  not,  she  knits  her 

brows. 
Clar.  [Aside  to  Glo.]  He  is  the  bluntest  wooer  in  Christen- 

K.  Mit.  [Aside.']  Her  looks  do  argue  her  replete  with  mod- 

Her  words  do  show  her  wit  incomparable ; 
All  her  perfections  challenge  sovereignty : 
One  way  or  other,  she  is  for  a  king; 
And  she  shall  be  my  love,  or  else  my  queen. — 
Say,  that  king  Edward  take  thee  for  his  qneen! 
L.  Grey.  'Tis  better  said  than  done,  my  gracious  lord ; 
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K.  Edw,  Sweot  widow,  by  my  state  I  swear  to  thee, 
I  speak  no  more  than  what  my  Bonl  intends. 

L.  Grey.  I  know  I  am  too  mean  to  be  yam-  queen, 
And  yet  too  good  to  ho  your  mistress. 

K.  EdiB.  Yon  cavil,  widow:  I  did  mean,  my  qneen. 

L.  Grey.  'Twill  grieve  your  grace,  my  eons  sbould  call  yoa 
father. 

K.  Edw.  No  more,  than  when  my  daughters  call  tliee  mother. 
Answer  no  more,  for  thon  shalt  be  my  queen. 
Brothers,  you  muse  what  chat  we  two  have  had. 

Glo.  The  widow  likes  it  not,  for  she  looks  very  sad. 

K.  Edw.  You'd  think  it  strange  if  I  diouW  marry  her. 

Clar.  To  whom,  my  lord  f 

K.  Edw.  Why,  Clarence,  to  myself. 

Olo.  That  would  he  ten  days'  wonder,  at  the  least. 

Clar.  That's  a  day  longer  than  a  wonder  lasts. 

Glo.  Bj  so  much  is  the  wonder  in  extremes. 

JT.  Mw.  Well,  jest  on,  brothers :  I  can  tell  you  both, 
Her  suit  is  granted  for  her  husband's  lands. 
Enter  a  Nobleman, 

Woh.  Ify  gracious  lord,  Henry  your  foe  is  taken, 
And  brought  your  prisoner  to  your  palaee  gate. 

IC.  Edie.  See  that  ho  he  eonvey'd  unto  the  Tower: 
And  go  we,  brothers,  to  the  man  that  took  him. 
To  question  of  his  apprehension. — 
Widow,  go  you  along :— lords,  use  her  honorably. 

{Exeunt  Erso  Edwabd,  Lady  Geet,  Olabekcb,  ani 
Nobleman. 

Glo.  Ay,  Edward  will  use  women  honorably. — 
'Would  he  were  wasted,  marrow,  hones,  and  all, 
That  from  his  loins  no  hopeful  branch  may  spring. 
To  cross  me  from  the  golden  time  I  look  for ! 
And  yet,  between  my  soul's  desire  and  me. 
Is  Clarence,  Henry,  and  his  son  young  Edward, 
And  all  the  unlook'd-for  issue  of  their  bodies. 
To  take  their  rooms,  ere  I  can  place  myself: 
A  cold  premeditation  for  my  purpose ! 
Why  then,  I  do  but  dream  on  sovereignty ; 
Like  one  that  stands  upon  a  promontory, 
And  spies  a  far-offshore  where  he  would  tread. 
Wishing  his  foot  were  equal  with  his  eye  ; 
And  chides  the  sea  that  sunders  him  from  thence. 
Saying — he'll  lade  it  dry  to  have  his  way : 
So  do  I  wish  the  crown,  being  so  far  off; 
And  so  I  chide  the  meaos  that  keep  me  from  it; 
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Andao  I  say — I'll  out  the  causes  off, 

Flattering  mo  with  impossibilities. — 

My  eye's  too  quick,  my  heart  o'erweens  too  mach, 

Unless  my  hand  and  strength  could  equal  them. 

Well,  say  tici^  is  no  kingdom,  then,  for  Richard ; 

"What  other  pleasure  can  the  world  afford? 

I'll  make  my  heaven  in  a  lady's  lap, 

And  deck  my  hody  in  gay  ornaments. 

And  witch  sweet  ladies  with  my  words  and  loots. 

O  miserable  thought !  and  more  unlikely. 

Than  to  accomplish  twenty  golden  crowns! 

"Why,  love  forswore  me  ere  that  I  was  bom. 

Add,  for  I  should  not  deal  in  her  soft  laws, 

Slie  did  corrupt  frail  nature  with  some  bribe. 

To  shrink  mine  arm  up  like  a  wither'd  shrub  ; 

To  make  an  envious  mountain  on  my  back, 

Where  sits  deformity  to  mock  my  hody ; 

To  shape  ray  limbs  of  an  imequal  size; 

To  disproportion  me  in  every  part. 

And  am  I,  then,  a  man  to  he  belov'd  ? 

O  monstrous  fault,  to  harbor  such  a  thought 

Then,  since  this  earth  affords  no  joy  to  me. 

Bat  to  command,  to  cheek,  to  o'erbear  such 

As  are  of  better  person  than  myself, 

I'll  make  my  heaven  to  dream  upon  the  crown, 

Until  my  mis-shap'd  trunk  that  bears  this  head. 

Be  round  impaled  with  a  glorious  crown. 

Why,  I  can  smile,  and  murder  while  I  smile ; 

And  cry,  content,  to  that  which  grieves  my  heart ; 

And  wet  my  cheeks  with  artificial  tears, 

And  frame  my  face  to  all  occasions. 

Can  I  do  this,  and  cannot  get  a  crown  ? 

Tut !  were  it  farther  off,  I'll  pluck  it  down.  [Exit. 

Queen  Margaret  bpoSs  refii^e  at  the  court  nf  Franee.  Warwick  Is  empowered 
by  Kin;  Edward  to  crave  a  le^ne  of  junitj-  with  King  Lewis,  snfl  lo  sak  the  hand 
of  the  French  king's  (istet,  tha  Lnrtf  Bona,  for  his  sovereigD  Edward  IV.  The 
French  king  accedes  to  the  match — but  news  bavlng  arrived  at  the  French  king's 
court  that  Edward  has  married  the  Lady  Elisabeth  Grey,  he  iBdlgnsntlj  cnats  off 
allcgisnee  to  Edward,  and  offora  to  lead  any  fiirce  the  French  king  and  Queen  Mar- 
garet can  send  against  England. 
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SCESE  11.—^  Flam  in  ■Warwickshire. 

Eater  Waewick  and  Oxfohd,  mth  French  and  cth^/orees. 

War,  Trust  me,  my  lord,  all  hitherto  goes  well  ■ 
The  common  people  by  nmnbers  swarm  to  us. — 
But  see  where  Somerset  and  Clarence  come  I 

Enter  Olakkhck  and  Somebset. 
Speak  suddenly,  my  lords, — are  we  all  friends? 

Clar.  Fear  not  that,  my  lord. 

War.  Then,  genlle  Clarence,  welcome  unto  Warwiek ; — 
And  welcome,  Somerset; — I  hold  it  cowardice, 
To  rest  mistrustful  where  a  noble  heart 
Hath  pawn'd  an  open  hand  in  sign  of  love ; 
Else  might  I  think  that  Clarence,  Edward's  brother. 
Were  but  a  feigned  friend  to  our  proceedings ; 
But  welcome,  sweet  Clarence;  my  danghter  shall  be  thino. 
And  now  what  rests,  bat  in  night's  coverture. 
Thy  brother  being  carelessly  encamp'd. 
His  soldiers  lurking  in  the  towns  about, 
And  but  attended  by  a  simple  guard, 
"We  may  sni^prise  and  take  him  at  our  pleasure  ? 
Our  scouts  have  found  the  adventure  very  easy : 
You,  that  will  follow  me  to  this  attempt. 
Applaud  the  name  of  Henry  with  your  leader. 

[?Sey  all  cry,  "  Henry  I" 
Why,  then,  let's  on  our  way  in  silent  sort ; 
For  Warwick  and  his  friends,  God  and  Saint  George !     [Exevnt. 

SCENE  ni.— Edward's  Camp  Tvear  Warwick. 
Enter  certain  Watchmen,  (o  guard  the  King's  tent. 

1  Watch.  Come  on,  my  masters,  each  man  take  his  stand : 
The  king,  by  this,  is  set  him  down  to  sleep. 

2  Watch.  What,  will  he  not  to  bed ! 

1  Watch.  Why,  no;  for  he  hath  made  a  solemn  vow 
Never  to  lie  and  take  his  natural  rest, 
Till  Warwiek  oi-  hims?;If  bo  quite  suppressed. 
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2  Watch.  To-morrow  tlien,  belike,  shall  be  the  day, 
If  Warwick  be  so  near  as  men  repoit. 

3  Watch.  But  Bay,  I  pray,  what  uoblomau  is  that, 
That  with  the  king  here  resteth  in  his  tent? 

1  Watch.  'Tis  the  lord  Hastings,  the  king's  cluefest  friend. 
8  Watch.  O,  is  it  so  ?     But  why  commands  the  king. 

That  hia  chief  followers  lodge  in  towns  about  him, 
While  he  himself  keeps  in  ihe  cold  field? 

2  Watch.  'Tis  the  more  honor,  because  more  dangerous. 

3  Watcft.  Ay,  but  give  me  worship  and  quietness; 
I  like  it  better  than  a  dangerous  honor. 

If  Warwick  knew  in  what  estate  he  stands, 
'lis  to  be  doubted,  he  would  waken  him. 

1  Watch.  Unless  our  halberts  did  shut  up  his  passage. 

3  Wateh.  Ay,  wherefore  else  guard  we  his  royal  tent, 
But  to  defend  his  person  from  night^foes  ? 

filter  Wakwice,  Olaeescb,  Oxfobd,  Somerset,  and  Jorcei, 

War.  This  is  liis  tent ;  and  see,  where  stand  his  guard. 
Courage,  my  masters!  honor  now,  or  never 
But  follow  me,  and  Edward  shall  be  ours. 

1  Watch,  Who  goes  there? 

2  Watch,  Stay,  or  thou  diest. 

[Warwick,  arid  the  rest,  cry  oH— "Warwick!  War- 
wick!" and  eettipon  the  Guard;  whojly^cryi-ng 
— "Ann  I  Arm  I"  Warwick,  and  the  rest,  fol- 
lowing ihem. 

Drums  healing,  and  Trumpets  sounding,  re-enter  Warwick,  and 
the  resi,  bringing  the  Kisa  eat  in  Ma  gown,  sitting  in  a  eliair, 
Glostbe  atid  'Sabtoigb  Jly. 

Som.  What  are  they  that  fly  there? 

War.  Richard,  and  Hasting:  !et  them  go ;  here's  the  duke. 

ir.  Edv>.  The  dukel  why,  Warwick,  when  we  parted  last, 
Thou  call'dst  me  king! 

War.  Ay,  but  the  case  is  altet'd: 

When  yoa  disgrac'd  me  in  my  embassado, 
Then  I  degraded  you  from  being  king. 
And  come  now  to  create  you  duke  of  York. 
Alas,  how  should  yon  govern  any  kingdom, 
That  know  not  how  to  use  embassadors; 
Nor  how  to  be  contented  with  one  wife ; 
Nor  how  to  use  your  brothers  brotherly ; 
Nor  how  to  study  for  the  people's  welfere ; 
Nor  how  to  shroud  yourself  from  enemies  ? 

JT.  Edw.  Yea,  brother  of  Olareuee,  art  tliou  hero  too  E 
Nay,  then,  I  see  that  Edward  needs  must  down. — 
Yet,  Warwick,  in  despite  of  all  mischance, 
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Of  thee  thyself,  and  all  thy  complices, 
Edward  will  always  hear  himself  aa  king  .- 
Though  Fortune's  malic*  overthrow  my  state, 
My  mind  exceeds  the  compass  of  her  wheel. 

War.  Then,  for  his  miud,  be  Edward  England's  king : 

[Takes  off  hit  crown. 
But  Henry  now  shall  wear  the  English  crown, 
And  be  true  king  indeed  ;  thou  hut  the  shadow. — 
My  lord  of  Somerset^  at  my  request, 
See  that  forthwith  duke  Edward  be  convej'd 
Unto  my  brother,  archbishop  of  York. 
"When  I  have  fought  with  Pembroke  and  his  fellows, 
I'll  follow  you,  and  tell  what  answer 
Lewis,  and  the  lady  Bona,  send  to  him. — 
Now,  for  a  while  farewell,  good  duke  of  York. 

K.  Bdic.  What  fates  impose,  that  men  must  needs  abide ; 
It  boots  not  to  resist  both  wind  and  tide. 

{Exit,  led  out;  Somebset  with  him. 

Oxf.  What  now  remains,  my  lords,  for  ns  to  do, 
But  march  to  London  with  our  soldiers? 

War.  Ay,  that's  the  first  thing  that  we  have  to  do ; 
To  free  kiiig  Henry  from  imprisonment. 
And  see  him  seated  in  the  regal  throue,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  TI.— a  Room  in  the  Tiniicr. 

Eater  KisR  Henht,  CLiRESCE,  Warwick,  Somehset.  young 
EicHMOND,  Oxford,  Mostague,  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower, 
and  Attendants. 

K.  Hen.  Master  lieutenant,  now  that  heaven  and  friends 
Have  shaken  Edward  from  the  regai  seat. 
And  tnrn'd  my  captive  state  to  liberty. 
My  fear  to  hope,  my  sorrows  nnto  joys, — 
At  our  enlargement  what  are  thy  due  fees  f 

Lie'i.  Subjects  may  challenge  nothing  of  their  sovereigns ; 
But  if  a  humble  prayer  may  prevail, 
I  then  crave  pardon  of  your  majesty. 

K.  Heu.  For  what,  lieutenant  f  for  well  using  me) 
Nay,  be  thou  sure,  I'll  well  requite  thy  kindness. 
For  that  it  made  my  imprisonment  a  pleasure ; 
Ay,  snch  a  pleasure  as  incaged  birds 
Conceive,  when,  after  many  moody  thoughts, 
At  lajt,  by  notes  of  household  harmony. 
They  quite  forget  their  loss  of  liberty,— 
Warwick,  chiefly  I  thank  heaven  and  thee ; 
It  was  the  author,  thou  the  instrument. 
Therefore,  that  I  may  conquer  fortune's  spite. 
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By  living  low,  where  fortune  cannot  hurt  me. 

And  that  the  people  of  this  hiessed  land 

May  not  be  punish'd  with  my  thwarting  stars, — 

Warwiot,  although  my  head  still  wear  the  crown, 

I  here  resign  my  government  to  thee, 

For  thou  art  fortunate  in  all  thy  deeds. 

War.  Your  grace  hath  still  been  fam'd  for  virtuous; 
And  now  may  seem  aa  wise  as  virtuous, 
By  spying  and  avoiding  fortune's  malice, 
Eor  few  men  rightly  temper  with  the  stars  : 
Yet  in  this  one  thing  let  me  blame  your  grace, 
For  choosing  me  when  Clarence  is  in  place. 

Ciar.  Ko,  Warwick,  thou  art  worthy  of  the  sway, 
To  whom  the  heavens,  in  thy  nativity, 
Ac^udg'd  an  olive  branch,  aad  laurel  crown. 
As  likely  to  be  blest  in  peace,  and  war ; 
And  therefore  I  yield  thee  my  free  consent, 

War.  And  I  choose  Clarence  only  for  protector. 

K.  Sen.  Warwick  and  Clarence,  give  rae  both  your  hands: 
Now  join  your  hands,  and  with  your  hands  your  hearts, 
That  no  dissension  hinder  government : 
I  make  you  both  protectors  of  this  land ; 
While  I  myself  will  lead  a  private  life, 
And  in  devotion  spend  my  latter  days, 
To  sin's  rebuke,  and  my  Creator's  praise. 

War.  What  answers  Clarence  to  his  sovereign's  will ! 

Clar.  That  he  consents,  if  Warwick  yield  consent ; 
For  on  thy  fortune  I  repose  myself. 

War.  Why  then,  though  loth,  yet  mast  I  be  content : 
We'll  yoke  together,  like  a  double  shadow 
To  Henry's  body,  and  supply  his  place ; 
I  mean,  in  bearing  weight  of  government, 
While  he  enjoys  the  honor,  and  his  ease. 
And,  Clarence,  now  then,  it  is  more  than  needful, 
Forthwith  that  Edward  be  pronounc'd  a  traitor, 
And  all  his  lands  and  goods  be  confiscate. 

Clar.  What  else)  and  that  succession  be  determin'd. 

War.  Ay,  therein  Clarence  shall  not  want  his  part. 

K.  Sen.  But,  with  the  first  of  all  your  chief  affairs, 
Let  me  entreat,  (for  I  command  no  more) 
That  Margaret  your  queen,  and  my  son  ikiward, 
Be  sent  for,  to  return  from  France  with  speed ; 
For,  till  I  see  them  here,  by  donbtful  fear 
My  joy  of  lil>erty  is  half  ecfips'd. 

Clar.  it  shall  be  done,  my  sovereign,  with  all  speed. 

K.  Hrni.  My  lord  of  Somerset,  what  yonth  is  that. 
Of  whom  you  seem  to  have  so  tender  care? 

Som.  My  liege,  it  is  young  Henry,  earl  of  Eichmond, 
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K.  Hen.  Come  liither,  England's  hope.    Jf  secret  powers 

\_Laya  Ms  hand  on  his  head 
Suggest  but  truth  to  my  diviDing  thoughts, 
This  pretty  lad  will  prove  our  country's  bliss. 
His  looks  are  fall  of  peaceful  m^esty ; 
His  head  by  nature  fram'd  to  wear  a  crown, 
His  band  to  wield  a  sceptre ;  and  himself 
Likely  in  time  to  bless  a  regal  throne. 
Make  much  of  him,  my  lords ;  for  tiiia  is  he. 
Must  help  jou  more  than  you  are  hurt  bj  me. 
£titer  a  Messenger. 

War.  What  news,  my  friend! 

Mess.  That  Edward  is  escaped  fi'om  your  brother, 
And  fled,  as  he  hears  since,  to  Buigundy, 

War.  Unsavory  news  I  but  how  made  he  escape! 

Mess.  He  was  convey 'd  by  Eiehard  duke  of  Gloster, 
And  the  lord  Hastings,  who  attended  him 
In  secret  ambnsb  on  the  forest  side, 
And  from  the  bishop's  huntsmen  rescued  him; 
Foi'  hunting  was  his  daily  exercise. 

War.  My  brother  was  too  careless  of  his  charge.— 
But  let  ns  hence,  my  sovereign,  to  provide 
A  salve  for  any  sore  that  may  betide. 

[Eamint  KrsG  Henbt,  Warwick,  Ci.AEKtiCE, 
Lieutenant,  and  Attendants. 

Som.  My  lord,  I  like  not  of  this  flight  of  Edward's; 
For  doubtless  Burgundy  will  yield  him  help. 
And  we  shall  have  more  wars  hefore't  be  long. 
As  Henry's  late  presa^ng  prophecy 
Did  glad  my  heart  with  hope  of  this  young  Richmond, 
So  doth  my  heart  misgive  me,  in  these  conflicts 
What  may  befal  him,  to  hia  harm  and  onrs ; 
Therefore,  lord  Oxford,  to  prevent  the  worst. 
Forthwith  we'll  send  him  hence  to  Brittany, 
Till  storms  be  past  of  civil  enmity. 

Orf.  Ay,  for  if  Edward  repossess  the  crown, 
'Tis  like  that  Richmond  with  the  rest  shall  down. 

Som.  It  shall  be  GO ;  he  shall  to  Brittany. 
Come,  therefore,  let's  about  it  speedily.  {Exeunt, 

SCEKE  MH.— Before  York. 
Enter  Kiso  Edwaub,  Glostee,  Hastings,  and  force*. 
K.  Edw.  Kow,  brother  Richard,  lord  Hastings,  and  the  rest, 
Yet  thus  far  fortune  maketh  ns  amends, 
And  says,  that  once  more  I  shall  interchange 
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My  wan^il  state  for  Henry's  regal  crown. 

Well  have  we  pass'd,  and  now  repass'd  the  seas, 

And  brought  desired  help  from  Burgundy ; 

What  then  remwns,  we  being  thus  arriv'd 

From  Kflvenspurg  haven  before  the  gates  ot  1  orS, 

Bat  that  we  enter,  aa  into  our  dakedom) 

Glo.  The  gates  made  fast! —Brother,  I  like  not  this ; 
For  many  men  that  stumble  at  the  threshold, 
Are  well  foretold  that  danger  lurks  within.  _ 

K.  Edw.  Tush,  man  1  abodements  must  not  now  attright  m : 
By  fair  or  foul  means  we  muat  enter  in, 
For  hiUier  will  our  friends  repair  to  v?- 

Hast.  My  hege,  I'll  knock  once  more  to  summon  Iheni, 

EnUT  on  the  walU,  ike  Mayor  of  York  an<?  Aldermen. 
May.  My  lords,  we  were  forewarned  of  your  commg, 
And  shut  the  gates  for  safety  of  ourselves ; 
For  now  we  owe  allegianoe  unto  Henry. 

K.  Edie.  But,  master  mayor,  if  Henry  be  yonr  king. 
Yet  Edward,  at  the  least,  is  duke  of  Yoric. 
Mav.  True,  my  good  lord ;  I  know.you  for  no  leas. 
K.  Edie.  Why,  and  I  challenge  nothing  but  my  dnkedom, 
As  being  well  content  with  that  alone, 

Gh.  {Adde:\  But  when  the  fos  hath  once  got  m  hia  nose, 
He'll  soon  find  means  to  make  the  body  follow. 

Sa^t.  Wliy,  master  mayor,  why  stand  yon  m  a  doubt? 
Open  the  gates ;  we  are  king  Henry's  friends. 
May.  Ay,  say  you  so  *  the  gates  shall  then  be  open  d. 

[Exit  teith  Aldermen,  ahoTe. 
Olo.  A  wise  stout  captain,  and  soon  persuaded. 
Eait.  The  good  old  man  would  fam  that  all  were  well. 
So  'twere  not  'long  of  him ;  but,  being  enter'd, 
I  doubt  not,  I,  but  we  shall  soon  persuade 
Both  him  and  all  his  brothers  unto  reason. 

Re-enter  the  Mayor  and  Aldermen,  below. 
K.  Edv!.  So,  mast«r  mayor :  these  gates  must  not  be  shut, 

Butintlie  night,  or  in  the  time  of  war.  ,     ,.   , 

What!  fear  not,  man,  but  yield  me  up  the  keys;  [Takes  hu  keys. 
For  Edward  will  defend  the  town  and  thee, 
And  all  those  friends  that  deign  to  follow  me. 

Smm.    Ent€r  Montoomery  and  forces,  marching. 
Glo.  Brother,  this  is  Sir  John  Montgomery, 
Our  trasty  friend,  unless  I  bedeceiv'd. 
E.  Edw.  Welcome,  Sir  John  1  but  why  come  you  m  arms ! 
Mont.  To  help  king  Edward  in  hia  time  of  storm, 
Aa  every  loyal  sal^oct  pught  to  do. 
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K.  Ed,w.  Thanks,  good  Montgomery;  but  we  now  forget 
Our  title  to  the  crown,  and  only  claim 
Our  dukedom,  till  heaven  pleaae  to  send  the  rest. 

Mont.  Then  fare  you  well,  for  I  will  hence  again : 
I  came  to  serve  a,  king,  and  not  &  duke. — 
Drummer,  strike  np,  and  let  us  march  away.      [A  march  begun. 

K.  EdiB.  Nay,  stay,  Sir  John,  a  while ;  and  we'll  debate, 
By  what  H.ife  means  the  crown  may  he  rec«ver'd. 

Mont  What  talk  yon  of  debating?  in  few  words, — 
If  you'll  not  here  proclaim  yourself  our  king, 
I'll  leave  yon  to  your  fortune,  and  be  gone 
To  keep  them  hack  that  come  to  snecor  yon 
Why  shall  we  flght,  if  you  pretend  no  title! 

Olo.  Why,  brother,  wherefore  stand  you  on  nice  points  f 

K.  Edw.  When  we  grow  stronger,  then  we'll  miAe  our  claim: 
Till  tlien,  'tis  wisdom  to  conceal  our  meaning. 

Mmst.  Away  withscrnpulous  witi  now  arms  must  rule. 

Glo.  And  fearless  minds  climb  soonest  nnto  crowns. 
Brother,  we  will  proclaim  you  ont  of  hand ; 
The  hmit  thereof  will  bring  you  many  friends. 

K.  Edw,  Then  be  it  as  you  will ;  for  'tis  niy  right. 
And  Henry  but  nsurps  the  diadem, 

Mont.  Ay,  now  my  sovereign  speaketh  like  himself; 
And  now  will  I  be  Edward's  champion. 

Ilast.  Sound,  trumpet;  Edward  shall  be  here  proclaim'd. — 
Come,  fellow-sold iei",  make  thou  proclamation. 

\GivetMm  apaper.     Flourish. 

Sold.  [Iteads.'}  "Edward  the  fourth,  bythe  grace  of  God   king 
of  England  and  France,  and  lord  of  Ireland,"  &c. 

Monl.  And  whosoe'er  gainsays  king  Edward's  right, 
By  this  I  challenge  him  to  single  fight. 

[ITiroiM  down  his  gauntlet. 

All.  Long  live  Edward  the  fourth  I 

K.  Edw.  Thanks,  brave  Montgomery ; — and  thanks  unto  you 
all: 
If  fortune  serve  me,  I'll  requite  this  kindness. 
Now,  for  this  night,  let's  harbor  here  in  York 
And  when  the  morning  snn  shall  raise  his  car 
Above  the  border  of  this  horizon. 
We'll  forward  towards  Warwick,  and  his  mates. 
Come  on,  brave  soldiers;  doubt  not  of  the  day; 
And,  that  once  gotten,  doubt  not  of  lai^  pay.  \Eimnt. 


b?  Edward,  GloBter,  sad  fgro 
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SCENE  I.— Coventry. 

E-atcr,  upon  the  walh,  Waewiok,  the  Mayor  of  Coventry,  too 
Messengers,  and  others. 
War.  Where  ia  the  post  that  came  from  valiant  Oxford  1 
IIow  far  hence  is  thy  lord,  mine  honest  fellow  t 

1  Mess.  By  this  at  Dunamore,  marching  hitherward. 
Wo.}-.  How  far  off  is  our  brother  Montague ! 

"Wliere  is  the  post  that  came  from  Montague? 

2  Mess.  By  this  at  Daintry,  with  a  puissant  troop. 

Enter  Sir  Jonu  Someetille. 

War.  Say,  Somerville,  what  says  my  loving  son  ? 
And,  by  thy  guess,  how  nigh  is  Clarence  now? 

Som.  At  Southara  I  did  leave  him  with  his  forces, 
And  do  expect  him  here  some  two  hours  hence.     [Dnint  heard. 

War.  Then  Clarence  is  at  hand,  I  hear  his  drum, 

Simi,  It  is  not  his,  my  lord ;  here  Southam  lies : 
The  drum  yonr  honor  hears  marcheth  from  Warwiclt. 

War.  Who  should  that  be?  belike,  unlook'd-for  friends, 

Som.  They  are  at  hand,  and  you  shall  quickly  know. 
March.    Flovrith,.    EnterKrsa  Edwaud,  Glosteb,  and  forces. 

K.  Edw.  Go,  trumpet,  to  the  walls,  and  sound  a  parle. 

Olo.  See  how  the  surly  Warwick  mans  the  wall  I 

War.  O,  unbid  spite  1  is  sportful  Edward  come  i 
Where  slept  our  scouts,  or  how  are  they  seduc'd. 
That  we  could  hear  no  news  of  his  repair? 

K.  Edw.  Now,  "Warwick,  wilt  thou  ope  the  city  gates 
Speak  gentle  worJs,  and  humbly  bend  thy  knee! 
Call  Edward  king,  and  at  his  hands  beg  mercy, 
And  he  shall  pardon  thee  these  outrages. 

War.  N"ay,  rather,  wilt  thou  draw  thy  forces  hence, 
Confess  who  set  thee  up  and  pluck'd  thee  down  S 
Call  Warwick  patron,  and  be  penitent. 
And  thou  Shalt  still  remain  the  duke  of  York. 

Olo.  I  thought,  at  least,  he  would  have  said  the  king ; 
Or  did  he  make  the  jest  against  his  will ! 

War.  Is  not  a  dukedom,  sir,  a  goodly  gift  ? 

Olo.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  for  a  poor  earl  to  give : 
ni  do  thee  service  for  so  good  a  gift. 

War.  'Twas  I  that  gave  the  kinpdom  to  thy  brother. 

K.  Edw.  Why  then, 'tis  mine,  if  but  by  Warwick's  gift. 

War.  Thou  art  no  Atlas  for  so  ;;reat  a  weight: 
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And,  wealiling,  Warwick  takes  Lis  gift  again ; 
And  Henry  is  my  king,  "Warwick  his  suljject. 

£'.  Edw.  But  Warwick's  king  is  Edward's  prisoner : 
And,  gallant  Warwick,  do  but  answer  tliia, — 
What  is  the  hody,  when  the  head  is  off? 

Glo.  Alas,  that  Warwick  had  no  more  forecast, 
Bnt,  Tphiles  he  thought  to  steal  the  single  ten, 
The  king  was  slUj  finger'd  from  the  deck  I 
You  left  poor  Henry  at  the  bishop's  palace, 
And  ten.  to  one,  you'll  meet  him  in  the  Tower. 

K.  £dw.  'Tis  even  bo  ;  yet  you  are  Warwick  still. 

Glo.  Come,  Warwick,  take  the  time ;  kneel  down,  kneel  down : 
Nay,  when!  strike  now,  or  else  the  iron  cools. 

War.  I  had  rather  chop  this  hand  off  at  a  blow, 
And  with  the  other  fling  it  at  thy  face, 
Than  bear  so  low  a  sail,  to  strike  to  thee. 

K.  Edv}.  Sail  how  thou  canst,  have  wind  and  tide  thy  friend; 
This  band,  fast  wound  about  thy  coal-black  hair, 
Shall,  whiles  thy  Lead  is  warm,  and  new  cut  off, 
Write  in  the  dnst  thia  sentence  with  thy  blood, — 
"  Wind-changing  Warwick  now  can  change  no  more." 
£n.ter  Oxfoed,  witA/oreei,  drum,  and  eolora. 

War.  0  cheerful  colors  I  see  where  Oxford  comes. 

Ot/.  Oxford,  Oxford,  for  Lancaster! 

[He  and  hiaforceg  enier  the  city, 

Glo.  The  gates  are  open,  let  ns  ent«r  too, 

K.  Edit.  So  other  foea  may  set  upon  oar  backs. 
Stand  we  in  good  array ;  for  they,  no  doubt, 
Will  issue  out  again  and  bid  us  battle : 
If  not,  the  city  being  but  of  small  defence,' 
We'll  quickly  rouse  the  traitora  in  the  same. 

WaT.  0,  welcome,  Oxford  I  for  we  want  thy  help. 
Enter  MosTAGTJS,  icith/creet,  drum,  and  colors, 

Mont.  Montague,  Montague,  for  Lanoasterl 

[He  and  hu/oreea  enter  the  city. 

Glo.  Thon  and  thy  brother  both  shall  buy  this  treason, 
Even  with  the  dearest  blood  yonr  bodies  bear. 

K.  Edw.  The  harder  matcb'd,  the  greater  victory : 
Mj  mind  presageth  happy  gain,  and  conqnest. 

Enter  Somerset,  vjith  forces,  drum,  andeolors. 

Sam.  Somerset,  Somerset,  for  Lancaster  1 

SHe  and  his  forces  enter  the  city. 
ukes  of  Somerset 
Have  sold  their  lives  unto  the  house  of  York; 
And  tbou  shalt  be  the  third,  if  this  sword  hold. 
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Enter  Clarence,  mih  forces,  drum,  and  coIotb. 

War.  And  lo,  where  George  of  Clarence  sweeps  along. 
Of  force  enongh.  to  bid  liia  brother  battle ; 
"With  whom  an  upright  zeal  to  right  prevails, 
More  than  the  nature  of  a  brother's  love  i — 

[Glosteh  and  Claeesce  Khisper. 
Come,  Clarence,  come ;  thon  wDt,  if  Warwick  call. 

Clar.  Father  of  Warwick,  know  yon  what  tJiis  means  t 

[Taking  the  red  rote  out  <if  hia  hat. 
Looit  here,  I  throw  my  infamy  at  thee : 
I  will  not  ruinate  my  father's  honse, 
Who  gave  his  blood  to  lime  the  atones  together. 
And  set  up  Lancaster.    Why,  trow'st  thou,  Warwick, 
That  Clarence  ia  so  harsh,  so  blunt,  unnatural, 
To  head  the  fatal  inatrumeats  of  war 
Against  his  brother,  and  his  lawful  king? 
And  BO,  proad-liearted  Warwick,  I  defy  thee, 
And  to  my  brother  turn  my  blushing  cheeks. — 
Pardon  me,  Edward,  1  will  make  amends; — 
And,  Richard,  do  not  frown  upon  my  faults, 
]?or  I  will  henceforth  be  no  more  nnconstant. 

K.  Edvs.  How  welcome  more,  and  ten  times  more  belov'd. 
Than  if  thou  never  hadat  deserv'd  our  hate. 

Glf>.  Welcome,  good  Clarence;  this  is  brother-like. 

War.  0  passing  traitor,  perjnr'd,  and  unjnsti 

K.  Ed/te.  What,  Warwick,  wilt  thou  leave  the  town,  and  fight? 
Or  shall  we  beat  tlie  stones  about  thine  ears  ? 

War.  AJas,  I  am  not  coop'd  here  for  defence! 
I  will  away  towards  Barnet  presently, 
Ajid  bid  thoe  battle,  Edward,  if  tiiou  dar'st. 

K.  Ed-w.  Yes,  Warwick,  Edward  dares,  and  leads  the  w^ay. — 
Lords,  to  the  field;  Saint  George,  and  victory  1  [MaTck.  Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL—A  FieU  of  Battle  mearBamet. 
Alarums  an 


IT.  EdiD.  So,  lie  thon  there :  die  thon,  and  die  onr  fear ; 
Uow,  Mo_ntagne,  sit  fast ;  I  seek  for  thee. 
That  Warwick's  bones  may  keep  thioe  company.  [ 

Wa/r.  Ah,  who  is  nigh !  come  to  me,  friend  or  foe, 
And  tell  me  who  is  victor,  York  or  Warwick! 
Why  ask  I  that!  my  mangled  body  shows, 
My  blood,  my  want  of  strength,  my  sick  heart  shows, 
That  I  must  yield  my  body  to  the  earth, 
And,  by  my  fall,  the  conquest  to  ray  foe. 
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Theae  eyea,  that  now  are  (limm'd  with  death's  black  veil, 

Have  been  as  piercing  as  the  mid-day  sun, 

To  search  the  secret  treaeona  of  the  world : 

Tlie  wrinkles  in  my  brows,  now  flll'd  with  blood. 

Were  liken 'd  oft  to  kinglj  sepnlchres ; 

For  who  liv'd  king,  but  I  eonid  dig  his  grave ! 

And  who  durst  smile  when  Warwick  bent  his  brow  ! 

Lo,  now  my  glory  smear'd  in  dust  and  blood ! 

My  parks,  my  walks,  my  manors  that  I  had. 

Even  now  forsake  me ;  and,  of  all  my  lands, 

Is  nothing  left  me,  but  my  body's  length  I 

"Why,  what  is  pomp,  rule,  reign,  but  earth  and  duett 

And,  live  we  how  we  can,  yet  die  we  must. 

Fnt^  OsFOED  and  Somekskt. 

Som.  Ah,  Wai-wick,  "Warwick  I  wert  thou  as  we  are. 
Wo  might  recover  all  our  loss  again: 
The  qneen  from  France  hath  brought  a  pnissant  power ; 
Even  now  we  heard  the  news;  ah,  conld'st  thou  flyl 

War.  Why,  then  I  would  not  fly. — Ah,  Montague 
If  thou  be  there,  sweet  brother,  take  my  hand, 
And  with  thy  lips  keep  in  my  soul  awhile ! 
Thou  lov'st  me  not ;  for,  brother,  if  thou  didst, 
Thy  tears  wonld  wash  this  cold  congealed  blood. 
That  glues  my  lips,  and  will  not  let  me  speak. 
Come  quickly,  Montague,  or  I  am  dead. 

Snm.  Ah,  Warwick!  Montague  hath  breath'd  his  last; 
And  to  the  last  gasp,  cried  ont  for  Warwick, 
And  said — "  Commend  me  to  my  valiMit  brother." 

War.  Sweet  rest  his  soul  I — Fly,  lords,  and  save  yourselves ; 
For  Warwick  bids  you  all  farewell,  to  meet  in  heaven.       [Dies. 

Oxf.  Away,  away,  to  meet  the  queen's  great  power. 

Exeunt,  bearing  off  Wae^ic^'b  lody. 

SCENE  Tf.— Plain*  near  Tewksbury. 


Q.  Mar.  Great  lords,  wise  men  ne'er  sit  and  wail  theii 
Bnt  cheerly  seek  how  to  redress  their  harms. 
Say,  Warwick  was  our  anchor;  what  of  that! 
And  Montague  our  top-mast ;  what  of  him  ? 
Our  slaughter'd  friends  the  tackles;  what  of  these! 
Why,  is  not  Oxford  here  another  anchor ! 
And  Somerset  another  goodly  mastt 
The  friends  of  France  onr  shrouds  and  tacklings ! 
And,  though  unskilful,  why  not  Ned  and  I 
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For  once  ollow'd  tlie  sliilfiil  pilot's  charge? 

We  will  not  from  the  helm  to  sit  and  weep ; 

But  keep  our  course,  though  tlie  rough  wind  say  no, 

From  shelves  and  roci;s  that  threatea  us  with  wi-eck. 

Why,  coarage,  then  t  what  cannot  be  avoideii, 

'Twere  childish  wealcness  to  lament,  or  fear. 

Prince.  Methinks  a  woman  of  this  valiant  spirit, 
Shoald,  if  a  coward  heard  her  speak  these  words, 
Infuse  his  breast  with  magnanimity. 

Oxf.  Women  ajid  ohildrea  of  so  high  a  coarage. 
And  warriors  faint  I  why,  'twere  perpetual  shame. — 

0  brave  yonng  prince  I  thy  famous  grandfather 
Doth  live  again  in  thee :  long  raay'st  then  live 
To  boar  his  imago,  and  renew  hia  glories! 

Som.  And  he,  that  will  not  fight  for  such  a  hope, 
Gj  home  to  bed,  and,  like  the  owl  by  day, 
I:'  he  arise,  be  mock'd  and  wonder'd  at. 

Q.  Mar.  Thanks,  gentle  Somerset ;— sweet  Oxford,  thanks. 

Prines.  And  takeTiis  thanks,  that  yet  hath  nothing  else. 
EnUr  a  Messenger. 

Mesi.  Prepare  you,  lords,  for  Edwai-d  is  at  hand, 
Eeadytoflght;  therefore  be  resolute. 

0^/.  I  thought  no  less:  it  is  his  policy 
To  haste  thus  fast,  to  find  us  unprovided. 

Som.  But  he's  deoeiv'd;  we  are  in  readiness. 

Q.  Mar.  This  cheers  my  heart,  to  see  your  forn-ardness. 

Oif.  Here  pitch  our  battle ;  hence  we  will  not  budge. 
Flonrith  and  ma/rch.    Enter,  at  a  dutance,  Kiho  Edward,  Olar- 
ESOE,  Glostbb,  aTidforcei. 

K.  EdiB.  Brave  followers,  yonder  stands  the  thorny  wood. 
Which,  by  the  heavens'  assistance,  and  your  strength. 
Must  by  the  roots  he  hewn  up  yet  ere  night. 

1  need  not  add  more  fuel  to  your  fire. 
For  well  I  wot  ye  blaze  to  burn  them  out : 
Give  signal  to  the  fight,  and  to  it,  lords. 

Q.  Mar.  Lords,  knights,  and  gentlemen,  what  I  should  eay. 
My  tears  gainsay ;  for  every  word  I  speak. 
Ye  see,  I  drink  the  water  of  mine  eyes. 
Thei-efbre,  no  more  but  this : — Henry,  your  sovereign, 
la  prisoner  to  the  foe ;  his  state  usurp'd. 
His  realm  a  slanghterhouse,  his  subjects  skin. 
His  statutes  cancell'd,  and  his  treasure  spent ; 
And  yonder  is  the  wolf  that  makes  this  spoU, 
Yon  fight  in  justice :  then,  in  lieaven's  name,  lords. 
Be  vdiant,  and  give  signal  to  the  fight         [Esceunt  hotk  armiet. 
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SCENE  Y .—Another  iiart  of  the  Plains. 

Alarums:  Ejxunwns:  and  afUnearda  a  retreat.  Then  enter 
Kisa  Edwahd,  Olakenci!,  Glosteb,  and  forces;  with 
QcBEH  Maegaebt,  Osfobd,  and  Sombbbet,  pTisonera. 

K.  Edv).  Now,  here  a.  period  of  tumiiltnoua  broils. 
Away  with  Oaford  to  Hammes'  castle  straigtit ; 
For  Somerset,  off  with  his  guilty  head. 
Go,  bear  them  hence;  I  will  not  hear  them  speak. 

Orf.  Eor  my  part,  Til  not  trouhle  thee  with  words, 

^om.  Nor  I,  hut  stoop  with  patience  to  my  fortune. 

[Exeunt  OxFOED  and  Sombbsbt,  guarded. 

Q.  Mar.  So  part  we  sadly  iu  this  troublous  world, 
To  meet  with  joy  in  swoet  Jerusalem. 

K.  Edw.  Is  proclamation  made,  that  who  finds  Edwai-d 
Shall  have  a  high  reward,  and  he  his  hfe ! 

Olo.  It  is ;  and  lo,  where  youthful  Edward  comes. 
Enter  Soldiers,  with  Peutce  Edwaed. 

K.  Edw.  Bring  forth  the  gallant,  let  us  hear  him  speak. 
Edward,  what  satisfaction  canst  thou  make, 
For  bearing  arms,  for  stirring  up  my  subjects, 
And  all  the  trouble  thou  hast  tura'd  me  to  ? 

Prince.  Speak  like  a  subject,  proud  ambitious  York! 
Suppose,  that  I  am  now  my  father's  mouth ; 
Resim  thy  chair,  and  where  I  stand  kneel  thou, 
Whi&t  1  propose  the  self-same  words  to  thee, 
Which,  traitor,  thou  would'st  have  me  answer  to. 

K.  Edw.  Peace,  wilful  hoy,  or  I  wiE  charm  your  tongue. 

Glar.  Untutor'd  lad,  thou  art  too  malapert. 

PHnce.  I  know  my  duty ;  you  are  all  undutiful ; 
Lascivious  Edward, — and  thon  perjur'd  George, — 
And  thou  mis-shapen  Dick, — ^I  tell  ye  all, 
I  am  your  better,  traitors  as  ye  are ; — 
And  tiiou  nsurp'at  my  father's  right  and  mine. 

K.  Edw,  Take  that,  tho  likeness  of  this  railer  here. 

{Stabt  him, 

6lf>.  Sprawl'st  thou?  take  that,  to  end  thy  agony. 

[Stala  Mm. 

Clar.  And  there's  for  twitting  me  with  peijnry.      [Stabs  him. 

Q.  Mar.  O,  kUl  me  too  I 

Gh.  Marry,  and  shall.  [Offers  to  UUher. 

K.  Edw.  Hold,  Eichard,  hold !  for  we  haye  done  too  much. 

Glo.  Why  should  she  lire,  to  fill  the  worJd  with  words? 

K.  Edw.  What,  doth  she  swoon !  use  means  for  her  recovery. 

Olo.  Clarence,  excuse  me  to  tJic  king,  my  brother; 
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I'll  hence  to  London  on  a  serious  matter ; 
Ere  ye  come  there,  be  sure  to  hear  some  news, 
Clar.  "What!  what? 

Sb.  The  Tower,  the  Tower!  [Ent. 

Q.  Mar.  0,  Ned,  aweet  Ned !  speak  to  thy  mother,  boy ! 
Canst  thou  not  speak?— 0  traitors !  murderers  I— 
They  that  stabb'd  Cseaar  shed  no  blood  at  all. 
Did  not  oflend,  nor  were  not  worthy  blame. 
If  this  foul  deed  were  by  to  equal  it : 
He  was  a  man ;  this,  in  respect,  a  child, — 
And  men  ne'er  spend  their  fnry  on  a  child. 
Butchers  and  villains  1  bloody  cannibals! 
How  aweet  a  plant  have  you  untimely  cropp'd . 
You  have  no  children,  hutcherel  if  yon  had, 
The  thought  of  them  would  sure  have  stirr'd  remorse. 
£.  Edw.  Away  with  her ;  go,  bear  ier  hence  perforce. 
Q.  Ma/r.  Kay,  never  bear  me  hence,  despatch  me  here ; 
Here  sheathe  thy  sword,  I'll  pardon  thee  my  death. 
"What,  wilt  thou  not?— then,  Clarence,  do  it  thou. 
Clar.  By  heaven,  I  will  not  do  thee  so  much  ease. 
Q.  Mar.  Good  Clarence,  do ;  sweet  Clarence,  do  thou  do  it, 
Glar.  Didst  thou  not  hear  me  swear  I  would  not  do  it? 
Q.  M(tr,  Ay,  but  thou  usest  to  forswear  thyself : 
'Twas  sin  before,  but  now  'tis  charity. 
What,  wUt  thou  not?    Where  is  that  fiendish  butcher, 
Hard-favor'd  Richai-d !    Richard,  where  art  tUou  ? 
Thou  art  not  here :  murder  is  thy  alms-deed ; 
Petitioners  for  blood  tliou  ne'er  put'st  back, 
K.  Edw.  Away,  I  say ;  I  charge  ye,  bear  her  hence. 
Q.  Mar.  So  come  to  yon  and  yours,  as  to  this  princel 

[Exit,  led  out  foreihly. 
K.  Edw.  Where's  Richard  gone  f 
Clar.  To  London,  all  in  post;  and,  as  I  guess, 
To  mate  a  bloody  supper  in  the  Tower. 

E.  Edw.  He's  sudden,  if  a  thing  comes  in  his  head. 
Now  march  we  hence ;  discharge  the  common  sort 
With  pay  and  thanks,  and  let's  away  to  London, 
And  see  our  gentle  queen  how  well  she  fares; 
By  this,  I  hope,  she  hath  a  son  for  me.  [Exetrnf. 

SCENE  VI,— London.    A  Boom  ia  the  Tower. 

Keno  Hesey  is  ditawered  sitting  with  a  Booi  in  his  hajiil,  thi 
Lieutenant  attending.    Enter  Glostbb, 

Glo.  Good  day,  my  lord.    What,  at  your  hook  so  hard? 

E.  Hen.  Ay,  my  good  lord :— my  lord,  I  should  say,  rather ; 
'Tis  sin  to  flatter,  good  was  little  better : 
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Good  Gloster  and  good  evil  one  were  like, 

And  both  preposterous;  therefore.  Dot  good  lord. 

Glo.  Sirr^,  leave  us  to  ourselves:  we  must  confer. 

[Exit  Lieutenant. 

K.  Hen.  So  flies  the  reckleaa  shepherd  from  the  wolf; 
So  first  the  harmleas  sheep  doth  yield  his  fleece, 
And  nest  his  throat  unto  the  butcher's  knife. — 
What  scene  of  death  hath  Roscius  now  to  act  ? 

Qlo.  Suspicion  always  haunts  the  gnilty  mind ; 
The  thief  doth  fear  each  bush  an  officer. 

K.  Hen.  The  bird  that  hath  been  lim^d  in  a  bosh, 
With  trembling  wings  misdonbteth  every  bush ; 
And  I,  the  hapless  male  to  one  sweet  bird, 
Hiive  now  the  fatal  object  in  my  eye. 
Where  my  poor  young  was  lim'd,  was  canght,  and  kill'd. 

Qlo.  "Why,  what  a  peevish  fool  was  that  of  Crete, 
.    That  tanght  his  son  the  office  of  a  fowl  I 

And  yet,  for  all  his  wings,  the  foo!  was  drowa'd. 

K.  Hen.  I,  Disdains;  my  poor  boy,  Icarus; 
Thy  father,  IDnos,  that  denied  onr  coarse ; 
The  sun,  that  sear'd  the  wings  of  my  sweet  boy. 
Thy  brother  Edward ;  and  thyself,  the  sea, 
Whose  envious  gulf  did  swallow  up  his  life. 
Ah,  kill  me  with  thy  weapon,  not  with  wordsl 
My  breast  can  better  brook  thy  da^er's  point, 
Than  can  my  ears  that  tr^ic  history. 
Bnt  wherefore  dost  thou  come  ?  is'fc  for  my  life  ? 

Olo,  Ttiink'st  thou  I  am  an  executioner  ? 

K.  Hen.  A  persecutor,  I  am  sure,  thou  art : 
If  murdering  innocents  be  executing, 
Wly,  then  thon  art  an  execntioner. 

Glo.  Thy  son  I  Itill'd  for  his  presumption. 

K.  Hen.  Hadst  thou  been  kill'd,  when  first  tion  didst  presume, 
Thou  hadst  not  liv'd  to  kill  a  son  of  mine. 
And  thus  I  prophesy, — that  many  a  thousand. 
Which  now  mistrust  no  parcel  of  my  fear, 
And  many  an.  old  man's  sigh,  and  many  a  widow's, 
And  many  an  orphan's  water-standing  eye, — 
Men  for  their  sons',  wives  for  their  husbands'  fate, 
And  orphans  for  their  parents'  timeless  death, — 
Shall  rue  the  hoar  that  ever  thou  wast  bom. 
The  owl  shriek'd  at  thy  birth, — an  evil  sign ; 
The  night-crow  cried,  atoding  luckless  time ; 
Dogs  howl'd,  and  hideous  tempest  shook  down  trees; 
The  raven  rook'd  her  on.  the  chimney's  top, 
And  chattering  pies  in  dismal  discord  sung. 
Teeth  hadst  tJiou  in  thy  head  when  thou  waat  bom, 
To  siijnify,  thou  cam'st  to  hite  the  world : 
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And,  if  the  rest  be  true  whicb  I  have  heard, 
Tliou  cam'st— 

6lo.  I'Jl  hear  no  more : — Die,  prophet,  in  thy  speech : 

[Stabs  him. 
For  this,  amongst  tie  rest,  was  I  ordain'd. 

K.  Hen.  Ay,  and  for  much  more  slaughter  after  tiis, 
O,  heaven  forgive  my  sins,  and  pardon  thee  I  [Dies. 

Olo.  What,  will  the  aapiring  hlood  of  Lancaster 
Sink  in  the  ground?     I  thought  it  would  have  mounted. 
See  how  my  awcrd  weeps  for  the  poor  king's  death  1 
0,  may  such  pui-ple  tears  he  always  shed 
Prom  those  that  wish  the  downfall  of  our  house  ! — 

[Stals  him  again. 
For  I  have  neither  pity,  love,  nor  fear. — 
Indeed,  'tis  true,  that  Henry  told  me  of; 
That  I  was  born  with  teeth, 
And  so  1  was;  which  plainly  signified 
That  I  should  snar],  and  bite,  and  play  the  dog. 
Then,  since  the  heavens  have  shap'd  my  body  so, 
Let  fiends  make  crook'd  my  mind  to  answer  it. 
I  have  no  brother,  I  am  like  no  brother; 
And  this  word  ''  love,"  which  greybeards  call  dirinc, 
Be  resident  m  men  like  one  another, 
And  not  in  me :  I  am  myself  alone.— 
Clarence,  beware ;  thou  keep'st  me  from  the  light : 
But  1  will  sort  a  pitchy  day  for  thee ; 
For  I  will  buz  abroad  such  prophecies. 
That  Edward  shall  be  fearful  of  his  life ; 
And  then,  to  purge  his  fear,  I'll  be  thy  death. 
King  Henry,  and  the  prince  his  son,  are  gone: 
Clarence,  thy  turn  is  next,  and  then  the  rest; 
Counting  myself  but  bad,  till  I  be  best. — 
I'll  throw  thy  body  in  another  room. 
And  triumph,  Henry,  in  thy  day  of  doom.    [Exit  with  the  lody. 


SCElfE  Vn.— London.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

King  Edwabp  m  discovered  dtting  on  kis  throne  ;  Qitees'  Eliza- 
beth with  the  ififant  Prince,  Claebsce,  Glostbk,  Hastings, 
ajid  others,  near  him. 

K.  Edw.  Once  more  we  sit  in  England's  royal  throne, 
Ee-purchas'd  with  the  blood  of  enemies. 
Come  hither,  Bess,  and  let  me  kiss  my  boy. — 
Young  Ned,  for  thee,  thine  uncles  and  myself. 
Have  in  our  armors  watch 'd  the  winter's  night ; 
Went  all  a-foot  in  summer's  scalding  heat, 
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That  tliou  miglit'st  repossess  tho  crown  in  peace ; 
And  of  our  labors  thon  sbalt  reap  the  gain. 

Gto.  \Aaid£.}  I'll  blast  his  hari'est,  if  your  head  were  laid ; 
For  yet  I  am  not  look'd  on  in  the  world. 
This  shoulder  was  ordain'd  ao  thick,  to  heave ; 
And  heave  it  shall  some  weight,  or  break  mj  back : — 
Work  thou  the  way,  and  that  shall  execate. 

K.  Edie.  Clarence,  and  Gloster,  love  my  lovcJy  queen; 
And  kiss  your  princely  nephew,  brothers  both. 

Glar.  The  duty,  that  I  owe  unto  your  majesty, 
I  seal  upon  the  lips  of  this  sweet  babe. 

K.  Edw.  Tbanka,  noble  Clarence;  worthy  brother,  thanks. 

Oh.  And,  that  I  love  the  tree  from  whence  thon  sprang'st, 
Witness  the  loving  kiss  I  ^ve  the  fruit.— 
[Aside.]  To  say  the  truth,  so  Judas  kiss'd  his  master. 
And  cried — all  hail  I  when  as  he  meant — alt  harm, 

K.  Edw.  Now  am  I  seated  as  my  soul  delights, 
Having.my  eonntry's  peace,  and  brothers'  loves. 

Glar,  "What  will  yonr  grace  have  done  with  Margaret? 
Eeignier,  her  father,  to  the  king  of  France 
Hath  pBwn'd  the  SicUs  and  Jerusalem, 
And  hither  have  they  sent  it  for  her  ransom, 

K.  Edm.  Away  with  her,  and  waft  her  hence  to  France. — 
And  now  what  rests,  but  that  we  spend  the  time 
With  stately  triumphs,  mirthful  comic  shows, 
Sueh  as  beflt  the  pleasure  of  the  court? 
Sound  drums  and  trumpets  I — farewell,  sour  annoy ! 
For  here,  I  hope,  begins  our  lasting  joy,  \Evey.nt. 
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UFE  ASD  DEATH  OF 

KING    RICHARD   III. 


TJWDEB  the  tltla  -nt  "The  Lifs  »nd  De»th  of  King  RLckard  III.."  Shufcspeiro 
has  given  the  leaflins  fnel.lenta  In  the  lust  («oH*en  jean  ef  the  lite  <rf  Rlehard, 
Sufee  of  Gloster,  <n  almost  cantlDnmiB  nKceaakm.  Irora  the  elOHi  <rt  the  Third  Fact 
nf  Henry  VI.  In  the  fuller  ntd  mote  perfect  development  of  Elchird's  lAnracter 
In  Ibis  dmmatlo  obronicle,  the  poat  rises  to  his  greatest  powers  of  original  bus- 
lained  concepUoo.  The  Eiohart  of  Shatspearo  Is  IncorporBted  In  our  minda,  as  a 
real  picture  of  the  man,  DOtwithstaDdiag  the  sceptiei!  donbta,  thrown  by  later  his- 
torlins  and  eommenUtom,  u  to  the  fiilOifulneBi  of  the  poefa  deltneaUon.  From 
this  vivid  indiviauillsm  ot  cJuraetw  may  be  aaeri^d  the  great  popnliritj  of  thia 
Play,  during  a  period  of  two  hundred  Mdflftjjears.  It  has  been,  and  slill  la,  the 
most  in  favor,  in  the  representatioB,  of  nil  hta  series  of  Historical  Dnunaa ;  and  that 

the  adoption  of  that  compiled  alteration  of  Richard  III.,  tbo  Play,  as  originally 
given  by  Shakspeare,  bold  poBsesdon  of  Iho  staic.  when  most  of  the  poel'a  other 


PERSONS  EEPEESENTED. 

King  Edwahd  the  Fourth, 

Eovr^BD,  Frince  of  Waist;  afla^ai'ds]  ,     ,    „ 

KiKO  Edw*hd  v.,  }   SoistolheKiso. 

RiCHABB,  D«te  of  Yori,  ) 

GEoaOB,  Duie  of  Clarence,  ) 

RiCKiRD,  J>ii6e  of  Oloattr  ;  afUrmarik  \  Urothere  to  (Tie  Kino. 

KlHQ  RlCKARD  III..  ) 

A  ysuitg  Son  of  Clahemck.  ^         ^  ^ 

'at.sv.Y,  EnTl  of  Siehmond;  a/ferwonfo  Edjo  Hekut  VII. 
Cardinii.  BouCHiEB,  ArcJUiisJutp  of  CanUi-bia-j/. 
Thomas  Rothbeham,  Archbislu^  y'  Fork, 
John  Mobton,  Mihop  of  My. 
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Eaal  Rivbrs,  Srother  to  King  Edward's  Quten  :  Mahscess  Of  Dokset,  and 

LOHDGnET,  A«rSoM. 

Eabl  or  0:iroBi>.    Lobd  HAsnNas. 
Lord  Staklky.    Lord  Lovel. 

Sir  Thohas  Vaooham.     SirRlCBAHD  RATCLirF. 
SirWiLLlAllCATESBT.     Sir  Jahes  Tybrel. 
Sir  JAME3  Bloont.    Sir  Waitkb  Uebbert, 
Sir  Robert  Bhakkkeuky,  JAeaUnant  iifche  Toutr. 
Christofheb  Ubswick,  a  Frieet.    Another  Priest. 
LordMH^orofLondoii.    Sbcrilf  of  Wiltshire. 
Elizabetb,  ^eeKofKiva  Edward  IV. 

ilARQAEET,    TFidotO  o/'KlKS  HebrT  VI. 

DiicHEsa  OF  York,  Mother  to  Kibq  Edward  IV.,  Clarence,  and  Olosteh. 
Lady  Akne,  Widow  o/Edwarb,  lYince  of  Wal(s,  Hon  to  Kmo  Hekev  VI. ; 

oftervtardi  itiamed  to  the  Duer  of  Glostbo. 
Ladv  JlAHOAHttx  Plantageset,  a  yoang  Daaghitr  i)f  Clabbnce. 
Lords,  and  other  Atfendonts;  (wo  Gentlemen,  a  PnraoiraEt,  Scrivener, 
CiliieDE,  Murderers,  Messengers,  Gbosts.  Soldiers,  i£c. 
SCENE,— Ekqlasd. 


SCENE  I.— London.    A  Street. 
Enter  Glostek, 
Olo.  Kow  is  the  winter  of  our  discontent 
Made  (dorioua  summer  by  this  snn  of  York ; 
And  bB  the  clonds,  that  lower'd  npon  onr  house, 
In  the  deep  hosom  of  the  ocean  buried. 
Now  are  our  brows  hound  with  vietorions  wreaths; 
Our  bruised  arms  hong  up  for  monuments ; 
Our  stem  alanuns  chang'd  to  merry  meetings, 
Our  dreadful  marches  to  delightful  measures, 
Grim-viaag'd  war  hath  amooth'd  his  wrinkled  front; 
And  now, — instead  of  mounting  barbed  steeds, 
To  fright  the  souls  of  fearful  adversaries,— 
He  capers  nimbly  in  a  lady's  chamber, 
To  the  lascivious  pleasing  of  a  lute. 
But  I, — that  am  not  shap'd  for  sportive  tricks, 
Nor  made  to  court  an  amorous  looking-glass; 
I,  that  am  rudely  stamp'd,  and  want  love's  majesty, 
To  strut  before  a  wanton  wnbling  nymph ; 
I,  that  am  onrtail'd  of  this  fair  proportion, 
Cheated  of  feature  by  dissembling  nature, 
Deform'd,  unfiniah'd,  sent  before  ray  time 
Into  this  breathing  world,  scarce  half  made  up, 
And  tliat  so  lamely  and  unfashionable. 
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That  dogs  bark  at  me,  aa  I  lialt  by  them  ;— 

"Why  I,  in  this  weak  piping  time  of  peace, 

Havo  no  delight  to  pass  away  tlie  time, 

TJnlesa  to  see  my  shadow  in  the  sun, 

And  descant  on  mine  own  deformity : 

And  therefore,— since  I  cannot  prove  a  Jover, 

To  entertain  these  fair  weU-spokea  days, — 

I  am  determined  to  prove  a  villain, 

And  hate  the  idle  pleasures  of  these  days. 

Plots  have  I  laid,  inductiona  dangerons, 

By  drnnken  prophecies,  libels,  and  dreams, 

To  set  my  brother  Clarence  and  the  king 

In  deadly  bate  the  one  against  the  other: 

And,  if  king  Edward  be  as  true  and  just, 

As  I  am  subtle,  false,  and  treacherons. 

This  day  should  Clarence  elosely  be  mew'd  up, 

About  a  prophecy,  which  says — that  G 

Of  Edward's  heirs  the  murderer  shall  be. 

Dive,  thoughts,  down  to  my  eonl;  here  Olarenoo  comes. 

Miter  Clabekoe,  guarded,  and  BnAKBKBiritir. 
Brother,  good  day :  what  means  this  armed  guard. 
That  waits  upon  yonr  grace  S 

Chr.  His  majesty, 

Tendering  my  person's  safety,  hath  appointed 
This  conduct  to  convey  me  to  the  Tower. 

Olo,  Upon  what  cause  ? 

Clar.  Because  my  name  is  George. 

Olo.  Alacfc,  my  lord,  that  fault  is  none  of  yours  ■ 
He  should,  for  that,  commit  your  godfathers : 
0,  belike  hb  m^esty  hath  some  intent 
That  yon  should  be  new  christen'd  in  the  Tower. 
But  what's  the  matter,  Clarence  9  may  I  know  9 

Clar.  Tea,  Eichard,  when  I  know ;  for  I  protest 
As  yet  I  do  not :  but,  as  I  can  learn. 
He  hearkens  after  prophecies  and  dreams; 
And  from  the  cross-row  plucks  the  letter  G, 
And  says  a  wizard  told  him,  that  by  G 
His  issue  disinherited  should  be; 
And,  for  my  name  of  George  begins  with  G-, 
It  follows  in  his  thought  that  I  am  he. 
These,  as  I  leam,  and  such  like  toys  as  these. 
Have  mov'd  his  highness  to  commit  me  now. 

Glo.  Why,  this  it  is,  when  men  are  ml'd  by  women : 
'Tis  not  the  ting  that  sends  you  to  the  Tower; 
My  Lady  Grey,  hia  wife,  Clarence,  'tis  she 
That  tempers  him  to  this  extremity. 
We  are  not  safe,  Clarence ;  we  are  not  safe. 
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Clar.  Bj  heaven,  I  think  thero  is  no  man  secure, 
But  tlie  queen's  kindred,  and  night-wfjking  heralds 
That  trudge  betwist  the  iting  and  mistress  Shore. 
Heard  yon  not,  what  a  humble  suppliant 
Lord  Hastings  was  to  lier  for  his  delivery  1 

Glo.  Humbly  complainhig  to  her  deity 
Got  my  lord  chamberlain  his  liberty. 
I'll  tell  yoa  what, — I  think  it  is  our  way, 
If  we  will  keep  in  fkvor  with  the  king. 
To  be  her  men,  and  wear  her  livery : 
The  jealous  o'er-worn  widow  and  herself, 
Since  that  our  brother  dnbb'd  them  gentlewomen, 
Are  mighty  gossips  in  this  monarchy, 

Brak.  I  beseech  your  graces  both  to  pardon  me : 
His  majesty  hath  straitly  given  in  charge 
That  no  man  shall  have  private  eonfereuee, 
Ol'  what  degree  soever,  with  your  brother. 

&lo.  Even  so;  an  please  your  worship,  Brakenbury, 
You  may  partake  of  anything  we  say. 

Brak.  I  beseech  your  grace  to  pardon  me ;  and  withal. 
Forbear  your  conferenc*  with  the  noble  dake. 

Clar.  We  know  thy  charge,  Brakenbury,  and  will  obey. 
6lo.  We  are  the  queen's  abjeets,  and  mnst  obey. — 
Brother,  farewell:  I  will  unto  the  king ; 
And  whatsoe'er  you  will  employ  me  in, — 
Were  it  to  call  king  Edward's  widow,  sister,— 
I  will  perform,  it  to  enfranchise  you. 
Meantuue,  this  deep  disgrace  in  brotherhood 
Touches  me  deeper  than,  you  can  imagine. 
Clar.  I  know  it  pleaseth  neither  of  us  well. 
Glo   Wei!,  your  imprisonment  shall  not  be  long ; 
I  will  deliver  yon,  or  else  lie  for  you : 
Meanfirae,  have  patience, 

Clur  I  must  perforce :  farewell. 

[Eieunf  Olakbnob,  BnAKENBURy,  and  Guard. 
Oli>   Go,  tread  the  path  that  thou  sbalt  ne'er  return, 
Simple,  plaLu  Clarence  I — I  do  love  thee  so, 
That  I  will  shortly  send  tliy  soul  to  heaven, 
If  heaven  will  take  the  present  at  our  hands. — 
But  who  comes  here?  the  new-deliver'dllastmgs! 
Enter  Hastings, 
Host.  Good  time  of  day  nnto  my  gracious  lord ! 
Glo.  As  much  unto  my  good  lord  chamberlain! 
Well  are  you  welcome  to  this  open  air. 
How  hath  your  lordship  brook'd  imprisonment? 
Ilrnt.  With  patience,  noble  lord,  as  prisoners  must: 
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But  I  shall  live,  my  lord,  to  give  them  thanks, 
That  were  the  cause  of  my  imprisonment, 

6h.  'So  doubt,  no  doubt ;  and  so  Bhall  Clarence  too ; 
For  thoy  that  wore  your  enemies  are  his, 
And  have  prevail'd  as  much  on  him,  na  you. 

Hast.  More  pity,  that  the  e^lea  should  he  mew'O, 
WhUe  kites  and  buzzards  prey  at  liberty. 

Gh.  "What  news  abroad  ? 

East.  No  news  so  had  abroad,  as  this  at  home ; — 
The  king  is  sickly,  weak,  and  melancholy, 
And  his  physicians  fear  him  mightily. 

Oh.  Sow,  by  Saint  Paul,  this  news  is  bad  mdeed. 
O,  he  hath  kept  an  evil  diet  long. 
And  over-much  conaum'd  his  royal  person : 
'Tis  very  grievous  to  be  thought  upon, 
"wiat,  is  he  ia  bis  bed? 

East.  He  is.  „ 

Glo.  Go  yon  before,  and  I  will  follow  yon.      [Exit  HASTisGa, 
He  cannot  live,  I  hope ;  and  must  not  die, 
Till  George  be  paek'd  with  posthorse  up  to  heaven. 
I'll  in  to  urge  his  hatred  more  to  Clarence, 
With  lies  well  steel'd  with  weighty  arguments ; 
And,  if  I  fai!  not  in  my  deep  intent, 
Clarence  hath  not  another  day  to  live: 
Which  done,  heaven  take  kiog  Edward  to  his  mercy, 
And  leave  the  world  for  me  to  bnstle  in  I 
For  then  I'll  marry  Warwick's  yonngest  daughter : 
What  though  I  kill'd  her  husband,  and  her  father? 
The  readiest  way  to  make  the  wench  amends, 
Is  to  become  her  husband,  and  her  father : 
The  which  will  I ;  not  all  ao  much  for  love, 
As  for  another  secret  close  intent, 
By  marrying  her,  which  I  must  reach  unto. 
But  yet  I  run  before  my  horse  to  market : 
Clarence  still  breathes ;  Edward  still  lives  and  reigns : 
When  they  are  gone,  then  must  I  count  my  gains.  [Exit. 

SCENE  n.— London.    Aiwiher  Street. 
Enter  theeorae  of  King  Een-ey  the  Sixth,  iorrw  in  an  open  coffin, 
Geiit\eiuen  bearing  halb^^  to  guard  it;  and  Ijdy  Ankb 


Anne.  Set  down,  set  down  your  honorable  load,— 
Whilst  I  awhile  obsequiously  lament 
Th'  untimely  fall  of  virtuous  Lancaster.— 
Thou  bloodless  remnant  of  that  royal  blood  1 
Be  it  lawful  that  I  i^vocate  thy  ghost, 
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To  hear  tho  lamentations  of  poor  Anne. 
Lo,  in  these  windows,  tliat  let  forth  thy  life, 
I  pour  the  helpless  balm  of  my  poor  eyes:— 
O,  cursed  be  the  hand  that  made  these  holes  I 
Cursed  the  heart,  that  had  the  heart  to  do  it! 
Cursed  the  blood,  that  let  this  hlood  from  hence ! 
If  ever  he  haye  child,  abortive  he  it. 
And  ho  it  heir  to  his  unhappiness  I 
If  ever  he  have  wife,  let  her  im  made 
More  miserable  by  the  death  of  Lim, 
Than  I  am  ma^e  by  my  young  ford,  and  thee  I — 
Come,  now  toward  Cliertsey  with  your  hoiy  load, 

[The  bearers  takevp  the  corse  and  adtance. 
Enter  Glosteb, 

Glo.  Stay,  you  that  hear  the  corse,  and  set  it  down. 

Anne.  What  blaclt  magiciaii  conjures  up  this  fiend. 
To  stop  devoted  charitable  deeds  f 

Qlo.  ViUdns,  set  down  the  corse ;  or,  by  Sdnt  Paul, 
I'll  make  a  corse  of  him  that  disobeys ! 

1  Gent.  My  lord,  stand  back,  and  let  the  cofli  n  pass. 

Glo.  Umnanner'd  dog  I  stand  thon,  when  1  command : 
Advance  thy  halberd  higher  than  my  breast, 
Or,  by  Saint  Paul,  I'll  strike  thee  to  my  foot, 
And  spurn  upon  thee,  beggar,  for  thy  holdness. 

\The  iewrere  tet  down  the  coffin. 

Anne.  Avaunt,  thou  dreadful  minister  of  wrath! 
Thou  hadst  hut  power  over  his  mortal  body, — 
His  soul  thou  canst  not  have ;  therefore,  begone. 

Glo.  Sweet  saint,  for  charity,  be  not  so  curst. 

Anne.  Foul  devil,  for  heaven's  sake  hence,  and  trouble  us  not. 

Glo.  Lady,  you  know  no  ruies  of  charity. 

Anne.  VUlain,  thou  know'st  no  law  of  God  nor  man : 
ITo  beast  so  fierce  hut  knows  some  touch  of  pity. 

Glo.  But  I  know  none,  and  therefore  am  no  beast, 

Anne.  0  wonderful,  when  devils  tell  the  truth ! 

Glo.  More  wonderful,  when  angels  are  so  angry. — 
Youchsafe,  divine  perfection  of  a  woman. 
Of  these  supposed  evils,  to  give  me  leave, 
By  circumstance,  but  to  acquit  myself, 

Anne.  Vouchsafe,  diffus'd  infection  of  a  man, 
For  these  known  evils,  but  to  give  me  leave, 
By  circumstance,  to  curse  thy  cursed  self. 

Glo.  Fairer  than  tongue  can  name  thee,  let  me  haye 
Some  patient  leisure  to  excuse  myself. 

Anne.  Fouler  than  heart  can  think  thee,  tiion  canet  make 
No  excuse  current,  but  to  hang  thyself. 

Gh.  By  such  despair,  I  should  accuse  myself. 
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Ann^.  And  by  deap^ring,  shall  thou  stand  escua'd ; 
For  doing  worthy  vengeance  on  thyself, 
That  didat  unworthy  slaughter  upon  otliera. 

Glo.  Say,  that  1  slew  them  not  f 

Anne,  Then  say  they  were  not  sla 

Qlo.  I  did  not  kill  your  husband. 

Anne.  ^hy,  then  he  is  alive. 

Glo.  Nay,  he  is  dead ;  and  slain  by  Edward's  hand. 

Anne.  In  thy  foul  throat  thon  liest :  queen  Margaret  saw 
Thy  murderoas  faulchion  smoking  in  his  blood ; 
The  which  thou  onoe  didst  bend  against  her  breast. 
But  that  thy  brothers  beat  aside  the  point. 

G-h.  I  was  provoked  by  her  aland'roua  tongue. 
That  laid  their  guilt  upon  my  guiltless  shoulders. 

Anne.  Thou  wast  provoked  by  thy  bloody  mind, 
That  never  dreamt  on  aught  but  butcheries: 
Didst  thou  not  kill  this  king? 

Gh.  I  grant  ye. 

Anne.  0,  he  was  gentle,  mild,  and  virtuous! 

Glo.  The  fitter  for  the  King  of  heaven,  that  hath  him. 

Anne.  He  ia  in  heaven,  where  thou  shalt  never  come. 

Qh.  Let  him  thank  me,  that  holp  to  send  him  thither ; 
For  he  was  fitter  for  that  place  than  earth. 

Anne.  And  thou  unfit  for  any  place. 

Olo.  Tea,  one  place  elae,  if  you  will  hear  me  nauie  it. 

Anne.  Some  dungeon. 

Glo.  Tour  bed-chamber. 

Anne.  Ill  rest  betide  the  chamber  whore  thou  liest. 

Glo.  So  will  it,  madam,  till  I  lie  in  yours. 

Anne.  I  hope  so. 

Glo.  I  know  so. — But,  gentle  lady  Anne,— 

To  leave  this  teen  encountor  of  our  wits. 
And  fall  somewhat  into  a  slower  method,— 
Is  not  the  causer  of  the  timeless  deaths 
Of  these  Plantagenets,  Henry  and  Edward, 
As  blameful  as  the  executioner  3 

Anne.  Thou  wast  the  cause,  and  most  accura'd  efieot. 

Glo.  Tour  beauty  was  the  cause  of  that  effect ; 
.  Tour  beauty,  that  did  haunt  me  in  my  sleep, 
To  undertake  the  death  of  all  the  world, 
8o  I  might  ]ive  one  hour  in  your  sweet  boaom. 

Anne.  If  I  thought  that,  I  tell  thee,  homicide. 
These  nails  should  rend  that  beauty  from  my  cheeks. 

Glo.  These  eyea  could  not  endure  that  beauty's  wreck ; 
Tou  should  not  blemish  it,  if  I  stood  by  ■ 
As  all  the  world  is  cheered  by  the  sun. 
So  I  by  that ;  it  is  my  day,  my  life. 

Anne.  Black  night  o'ershade  thy  day,  and  death  l.by  life ! 
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6lo.  Curse  not  thyself;  fair  creature ;  thou  art  loth. 

Anne.  I  would  I  were,  to  be  reveng'il  on  thee. 

Oh.  It  13  a  quarrel  most  unnatural, 
To  be  reveng'd  on  him  that  loveth  thee. 

Anne.  It  is  a  quarrel  just  and  reasonable. 
To  be  reyeng'd  on  him  that  kill'dmj  husband. 

Glo.  He  that  bereft  thee,  lady,  of  thy  husband, 
Did  it  to  help  thee  to  a  better  husband. 

Anne.  His  better  doth  not  breathe  upon  the  earth. 

Glo.  He  lives  that  loves  thee  better  than  he  could. 

Anne.  Name  him. 

6lo,  Plantagenet. 

Anne.  Why,  that  was  he. 

Oh.  The  Balf-same  name,  but  one  of  better  nature. 

Anne.  Where  is  he  ? 

Glo.  Here. 

Anne.  Out  of  my  sight  I  thou  dost  infect  mine  eyes, 

Glo.  Thine  eyes,  sweet  lady,  have  infected  mine. 

Anne.  Would  they  were  baaitiBta,  to  strike  thee  dead  I 

Glo.  I  would  they  were,  that  I  might  die  at  once; 
For  now  they  kil!  me  with  a  hving  death. 
I  never  sued  to  friend,  nor  enemy ; 
My  tongne  could  never  learn  sweet  smoothing  worijs ; 
But,  now  thy  beauty  is  propos'd  my  fee. 
My  proud  heart  sues,  and  prompts  my  tongue  to  speak. 

[She  looks  gcorvfully  at  Aim. 
If  thy  revengeful  heart  cannot  forgive, 
Lo,  here  I  lend  thee  this  sharp-pointed  sword; 
Which  if  thou  please  lo  hide  in  this  true  breast, 
And  let  the  som  forth  that  adoreth  thee, 
I  lay  it  naked  to  the  deadly  stroke. 
And  humbly  beg  the  death  upon  my  knee. 

[ffe  lays  Ais  hreast  open. 
Nay,  do  not  panse ;  for  I  did  kill  king  Henry, — 

[She  offers  at  it  mth  Ais  sword. 
But  'twas  thy  beauty  that  provoked  me. 
Nay,  now  despatch;  'twas  I  that  stabb'd  yonng  Edward, — 

[She  again  offers  at  Ms  Ireast. 
But  'twas  thy  heavenly  face  that  set  me  on, 

[She  lets  fa-U  the  svx»-r!. 
Take  up  the  sword  i^in,  or  take  up  me. 

Anne.  Arise,  dissembler :  though  I  wish  thy  death, 
I  will  not  he  thy  esecntioner. 

Glo.  Then  bid  me  kill  myself,  and  I  will  do  it. 

Anne.  I  have  already. 

Glo.  That  was  in  thy  rage: 

Speak  it  Rgain,  and,  even  with  the  word, 
This  hand,  which  for  tliy  love,  did  kill  thy  love, 
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Shall,  for  thj  lo^e,  kill  a  fat  truer  love : 
To  both  tlieir  deaths  shftlt  thou  be  accessary. 

Anne.  I  would  I  knew  thy  heart. 

Gh.  'Tia  figur'd  in  my  tongue, 

Anne.  I  fear  me  both  are  false. 

Olo.  Then  never  man  was  true. 

Anne.  Well,  well,  put  up  your  sword. 

6lo.  Say,  then,  my  peace  ia  made. 

Anne.  Ihatsholt  thou  know  hereafter. 

6lo.  But  shall  I  live  in  hope  i 

Anne.  All  men,  I  hope,  live  so. 

Olo.  Vouchsafe  to  wear  this  ring. 

Anne.  To  take,  is  not  to  ^ve.  [Shepitts  on  the  ring. 

Olo.  Look,  how  my  ring  encompassetli  thy  finger, 
Even  BO  thy  breast  encloseth  my  poor  heart ; 
Wear  both  of  them,  for  both  of  them  are  thine. 
And  if  thy  poor  devoted  servant  may 
But  beg  one  favor  at  thy  gracious  hand, 
Thou  dost  confirm  his  happiness  for  ever. 

Anne.  What  is  it  J 

Glo.  That  it  may  please  yon  leave  these  sad  designs 
To  him  that  hath  most  cause  to  be  a  mourner. 
And  presently  repair  to  Orosby*place  ; 
"Wliere, — after  I  have  solemnly  interr'd 
At  Chertsey  monastery,  this  noble  king, 
And  wet  his  grave  with  my  repentant  tears, — 
I  will  with  all  expedient  duty  see  you  : 
For  divers  unknown  reasons,  I  beseech  you, 
Grant  me  this  boon. 

Anne.  With  all  my  heart ;  and  much  it  Joys  me  too. 
To  see  you  are  become  so  penitent. — 
Tressel,  and  Berkley,  go  along  with  me. 

Olo.  Bid  me  farewell. 

Anne.  'Tis  more  than  you  deserve ; 

But  since  yon  teacli  me  how  to  flatter  jou, 
Imagine  I  have  said  farewell  already. 

[Exeunt  Lady  Anne,  Teessel,  and  Beeelkt. 

Etch.  Sirs,  take  up  the  corse. 

Oeat.  Towards  Ohertsey,  noble  lord? 

Glo.  No,  to  White-Friars ;  there  attend  my  coming. 

[Ereunt  the  rest  with  the  corse. 
Was  ever  woman  in  thiahnmor  woo'd3 
Was  ever  woman  in  this  humor  won  ? 
I'll  have  her;-— but  I  wi]l  not  keep  her  long. 
What !  I,  that  kill'd  her  husbaud,  andhis  father. 
To  take  her  in  her  heart's  extremest  hate ; 
With  curses  in  her  month,  tears  in  her  eyes, 
The  bleeding  witness  of  her  hatred  by ; 
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Having  heaven,  hep  conscience,  and  thefie  bara  agaiast  me, 

And  I  no  friends  to  back  my  suit  withal, 

But  the  plain  devil,  and  dissembling  looks. 

And  yet  to  win  her, — all  the  world  to  nothing ! 

Hal 

Hath  she  forgot  already  that  braTe  prince, 

Edward,  her  lord,  whom  I,  some  three  months  since, 

Stabb'd  in  my  angry  raood  at  TewksburyJ 

And  will  she  yet  abase  her  eyes  on  me, 

On  me,  whose  all  not  equals  Edward's  moietj  ? 

On  mo,  that  halt,  and  am  mis-shapen  thus? 

My  dukedom  to  a  be^arly  denier, 

I  do  mistake  my  person  all  this  while : 

Upon  my  life,  she  finds,  although  I  cannot, 

Myself  to  be  a  marvellous  proper  man, 

ril  be  at  charges  for  a  looking-glass ; 

And  entertain  a  score  or  two  of  tailors, 

To  study  toshions  to  adorn  my  body : 

Since  I  am  crept  in  favor  with  myself, 

I  will  maintain  it  with  some  little  cost. 

Bat,  first,  I'll  tarn  yon  fellow  to  his  grave; 

And  then  return  lamenting  to  my  love. — 

Shine  out,  fair  sun,  till  I  have  bought  a  glass, 

That  I  may  see  my  shadow  as  I  pass.  [J 


SCENE  III.— London.    A  Boom  in.  the  Palate. 
Enter  Qcees  Euiabbth,  Eivees,  and  Gket.    . 

Biv.  Have  patience,  madam :  there's  no  doubt,  his  mjyesty 
"Will  soon  recover  bis  accustom'd  health. 

6i~ey.  In  that  you  brook  it  ill,  it  mates  him  worse: 
Therefore,  for  heaven's  sake,  ent«rtaiQ  good  comfort, 
And  cheer  his  grace  with  quick  and  merry  words. 

Q.EIM.  If  be  were  dead,  what  would  betide  on  me? 

OTey.  No  other  harm,  but  loss  of  such  a  lord. 

Q.  mia:  The  loss  of  such  a  lord  includes  all  harms. 

Grey.  The  heavens  have  bless'd  you  with  a  goodly  son, 
To  be  your  comfortor  whea  he  is  gone. 

Q.  Bliz,  Ah,  he  is  young ;  and  his  minority 
Is  put  onto  the  trust  of  Eiohard  Gloster, 
A  manthat  loves  not  me,  nor  none  of  yon. 

Bin.  Is  it  concluded  he  shall  bo  protector! 

Q,  ElU.  It  is  detennin'd,  not  concluded  yet : 
But  so  it  must  be,  if  the  king  miscarry. 

Grey.  Here  come  the  lords  of  Buclangham  and  Stanley. 
Enter  Buckikoham  and,  Stakley. 

-Buet.  Good  time  of  day  unto  your  royal  grace! 
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Stan.  Heaven  make  yonr  m^esty  joyful  as  you  have  been ! 

Q.  Mii.  Saw  you  the  king  to-day,  my  lord  of  Stanley  f 

SCati.  But  now,  the  dake  of  Buckingham,  and  I, 
Are  come  from  visiting  his  majcBty, 

Q.  Elia.  What  likeliliood  of  his  amendment,  lords? 

Buek.  Madam,  good  hope ;  his  grace  speaks  cheerfully. 

Q.  ElU.  Heaven  grant  kim  health  I  Did  you  confer  with  him  ? 

Buch.  Ay,  madam;  he  desires  to  make  atonement 
Between  the  doke  of  Gloster  and  your  brothers. 
And  between  them  and  my  lord  ciiamberlain ; 
And  sent  to  warn  them  to  his  royal  presenee. 

Q.  Eliz.  Wonld  all  were  well !— But  that  will  never  be : 
I  fear  our  happiness  is  at  the  height. 

Enter  Globtbk,  Habuxgs,  and  Doeset. 

Glo.  They  do  me  wrong,  and  I  will  not  endure  it : — 
"Who  arc  they,  that  complain  unto  the  king. 
That  I,  forsooth,  am  stern,  and  love  tliem  not ! 
By  holy  Pan),  thej  love  his  ^ace  but  lightly, 
That  fill  his  ears  with  such  dissentious  rumors. 
Because  I  cannot  flatter,  and  speak  fair. 
Smile  in  men's  faces,  smooth,  deceive,  and  cog. 
Duck  with  French  nods  and  apish  coarteay, 
I  must  be  held  a  rancorous  enemy. 
Cannot  a  plwn  man  live,  and  think  no  harm. 
But  thus  his  simple  truth  must  be  abus'd 
By  silken,  sly,  insinuating  Jacks? 

Grey., To  whom  in  all  this  presence  speaks  your  gracel 

Qlo.  To  thee,  that  hast  nor  honesty,  nor  grace. 
When  have  I  injur'd  thee?  when  done  thee  wrong?— 
Or  Uieef— or  thee?— or  any  of  your  faction? 
A  plague  npon  you  all  I  His  royal  grace, 
(Whom  heaven  preserve  better  than  you  would  wish !) 
Cannot  be  quiet  scarce  a  breathing-while, 
But  you  must  trouble  him  with  lewd  eompldnts. 
Q.  Elit.  Brother  of  Gloster,  you  mistake  the  matter. 
Glo.  I  cannot  tell:— the  world  is  grown  so  bad. 
That  wrens  make  prey  where  eagles  dare  not  perch : 
Since  every  Jack  became  a  gentleman, 
There's  many  a  gentle  person  made  a  Jack, 

Q.  Elin.  Come,  come,  we  know  your  meaning,  brother  Glos- 

Tou  envy  my  advancement,  and  my  friends' : 
God  grant,'we  never  may  have  need  of  you ! 

Glo,  Meantime,  heaven  grants  that  we  have  need  of  you : 
Our  brother  is  impriaon'd  by  your  means. 
Myself  disgrac'd,  and  the  nobility 
Held  in  contempt ;  while  great  pramofions 
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Are  daily  given,  to  ennotle  those 
That  scarce.  Borne  two  days  since,  werewortL  a  noble. 
Q.  Ehz.  By  Him  that  rais'd  me  to  this  eareful  height 
J)rom  that  contented  hap  which  I  enjoj'd, 
I  never  did  incenae  his  miy'esty 
Against  the  duke  of  Clarence,  hut  have  been 
An  earnest  advocate  to  plead  for  him 

Glo.  You  may  deny  that  you  were  not  the  mean 
or  my  Jord  Ilastinga'  late  imprisonment. 
Eiv.  She  may,  my  lord ;  for— 

Gh.  She  may,  lord  Rivers,— why,  who  knowa  not  sof 
bhe  may  do  more,  sir,  than  denying  that : 
bhe  may  help  you  to  many  fair  preferments ; 
And  then  deny  her  aiding  hand  therein, 
And  lay  those  honors  on  jour  high  desert. 

n?  ""S  ^'^^  ""*  ■     ^^^  may,— ay,  marry,  may  she,- 
Jivu.  What,  marry,  may  she  ? 
Glo.  What,  marry,  may  she  1  marry  with  a  king 
A  bachelor,  a  handsome  stripling  too ; 
I  wis,  your  grandam  had  a  worser  match. 

Q.  Mu.  My  lord  of  Gloster,  I  have  too  long  home 
Yoar  blunt  uphraidings,  and  yonr  hitter  scoffs : 
iJy  heaven,  I  will  aeqnaint  his  majesty 
Of  those  gross  taunts  that  oft  I  have  endur'd. 
I  had  rather  he  a  country  servant-maid, 
Than  a  great  queen,  with  this  condition,— 
To  be  so  baited,  scom'd,  and  stormed  at : 

Enter  Qceen  Maegabet,  Miind. 
Small  joy  have  I  in  being  EngJand's  queen. 

Q.  Mar.  UpaTt.]  And  lessen'd  be  that  small,  heaven    I  be- 
seech him ! — 
Thy  honor,  state,  and  seat,  i^  due  to  me. 

Glo.  Whatl  threat  you  me  with  telling  of  the  king? 
Tell  him,  and  spare  not :  look,  what  I  have  said 
I  will  avouch  in  presence  of  the  ting: 
I  dare  adventure  to  be  sent  to  the  Tower. 
'Tis  time  to  speak,— my  pains  are  quite  forgot. 
fS'  ¥!^t-^  [■^P'^t.]  Out,  false  one  I  I  remember  them  too  well  ■ 
1  hou  till  dst  my  husband  Henry  in  the  Tower 
And  Edward,  my  poor  son,  at  Tewksbury. 

Glo.  Ere  yon  were  queen,  ay,  or  your  husband  king, 
1  was  a  pack-horse  in  his  great  affairs; 
A  weeder-ont  of  his  proud  adversaries, 
A  liberal  rewarder  of  his  friends : 
To  royalize  hia  hlood,  I  spilt  mine  own. 

Q.  Mar.   [Aparf.J  Ay,  and  much  better  blood  than  his,  or 
thme.  ' 
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GU.  In  all  which  time,  yon,  and  your  husband  Grey, 
Were  factions  for  the  house  of  Lancaster;— 
And  Rivers,  so  were  yoa :— was  not  your  imabantl 
In  Margaret's  battle  at  St.  Albans  slain! 
Let  me  put  in  your  minds,  if  you  forget. 
What  you  have  been  ere  this,  wid  what  yoa  are ; 
Withal,  what  I  have  been,  and  what  I  am.  .,„  ,,       „,, 

0  Mar.  \Avart.-\  A  raurd'rous  vmain,  and  so  BtUl  thou  art. 
GU   Poor  Clarence  did  foraiAe  hia  father,  Warwick ; 
Ay  and  forswore  himself;— which  heavea  pardon!— 
0  Mar.  \Avart.'\  Which  heaven  revenge  1 
Glo   To  fight  on  Edward's  party,  for  the  crown ; 
And  for  his  meed,  poor  lord,  he  is  mew'd  up. 
I  wonld  to  heaven  my  heart  were  flmt,  like  Edward  9 , 
Or  Edward's  soft  and  pitiful,  Lke  mine : 
I  am  too  childish-foolish  for  this  world. 

Eii>.  My  lord  of  Gloster,  in  those  busy  days, 
Which  here  you  m^e  to  prove  us  eoeraies. 
We  follow'd  then  our  lord,  our  sovereign  kmg: 
So  should  we  you,  if  you  ghonld  be  our  krag. 

Qh.  If  I  should  be !— I  had  rather  be  a  pedler. 
Far  be  it  from  my  heart,  the  thought  thereot ! 

Q.  Elia.  As  little  joy,  my  lord,  as  you  suppose 
You  should  enjoy,  were  you  this  country  s  kmg,— 
As  little  joy  you  may  suppose  in  me. 
That  I  etyoy,  being  the  queen  thoreot. 

Q.  Mar.  iApar€\  As  litflojoy  enjoys  the  queen  thereot. 
For  I  am  she,  and  altogether  joyless. 

I  can  no  longer  hold  me  patient.—  lAdx,aMing, 

Hear  me,  you  wrangling  pirates,  that  fall  out 
In  sharing  that  which  you  have  pill'd*  from  me ! 
Wliioh  of  you  trembles  not,  that  looks  on  me? 
If  not,  Uiat,  I  being  queen,  yon  bow  like  subjects, 
Yet  that,  by  you  depos'd,  you  quake  like  rebels!— 
Ah,  gentle  villain,  do  not  turn  away  1 

Gh  Foul  wrinkled  witch,  what  mak'st  thou  in  my  sigiiti 
^.  Mar.  But  repetition  of  what  thou  hast  marr'd ; 
That  will  I  make,  before  I  let  thee  go, 
Glo.  Wert  thou  not  bMii^hed,  on  pwn  of  death  J 
Q.  Mar.  I  was ;  hut  I  do  find  more  p«n  lu  bamshment, 
Than  death  can  yield  me  here  by  my  abode. 
A  husband,  and  a  son,  thou  ow'st  to  me,— 
And  thou,  a  kingdom,— all  of  you,  alle^ance : 
This  sorrow  that  I  have,  by  right  is  yours ; 
And  all  the    " 
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When  thon  did'st  crown  his  warlike  brows  with  paper, 
And  with  thy  scorns  drew'st  rivers  from  his  eyes ; 
And  then,  to  dry  them,  gav'at  the  dulce  a  clout 
Steep'd  in  the  faultless  blood  of  pretty  Rutland; 
His  curses,  then  irom  bitterness  of  sonl 
Denouno'd  against  thee,  are  all  fallen  upon  thee ; 
And  heaven,  not  we,  hath  plagu'd  thy  bloody  deed. 

Q.  Eiie.  So  just  is  heaven,  to  right  the  innocent. 

Ha»t.  O,  twas  the  fonlest  deed  to  slay  tliat  babe, 
And  the  most  merciless,  that  e'er  was  heard  of! 

EiB,  Tyrants  themselves  wept  when  it  was  reported. 

Don.  No  man  but  prophesied  revenge  for  it. 

Bud.  Northumberland,  then  present,  wept  to  see  it. 

Q.  Mar.  What,  were  you  snarling  all,  before  I  came, 
Ready  to  catch  each  Other  by  the  throat, 
And  turn  you  all  your  hatred  now  on  me  1 
Did  York's  dread  curse  prevail  so  mneh  with  heaven, 
That  Henry's  death,  my  lovely  Edward's  death, 
Their  kingdom's  loss,  my  woful  banishment. 
Could  all  but  answer  for  that  peevish  brat  '< 
Can  curses  pierce  the  clouds,  and  enter  heaven! — 
"Why,  then,  give  way,  dull  clouds,  to  my  quick  curses! — 
ThoQgh  not  by  war,  by  surfeit  die  yonr  king, 
As  ours  by  murder,  to  make  him  a  king! 
Edward,  thy  son,  that  now  is  prince  of  Wales, 
For  Edward,  my  son,  that  was  prince  of  Wales, 
Die  in  his  youth  by  like  untimely  violence ! 
Thyself  a  queen,  for  me  that  was  a  queen. 
Outlive  thy  glory,  like  my  wretched  self  1 
Long  may'st  thou  live  to  wail  thy  children's  loss ; 
And  see  another,  as  I  see  thee  now, 
Deck'd  in  thy  rights,  aa  thon  art  stall'd  in  mine  I 
Long  die  thy  happy  days  before  thy  death ; 
And,  after  many  lengtben'd  hoars  of  grief. 
Die  neither  mother,  wife,  nor  England's  queen  1- 
Eivers,  and  Dorset,  you  were  atauders  by,— 
And  so  Wast  thon,  lord  Hastings, — when  my  son 
Was  stabb'd  with  bloody  daggers :  heaven,  I  pray  him, 
That  none  of  you  may  live  his  natural  age, 
But  by  some  unlook'd  accident  cut  off! 

6lo.  Have  done  thy  charm,  thou  hateful  wither'd  hag! 

Q.Mar.  And  leave  out  thee  J  stay,  dog,  for  thou  shall  hear  h 
If  heaven  have  any  grievous  plague  in  store, 
Eseeeding  those  that  I  can  wish  upon  thee, 
O,  let  them  keep  it  till  thy  sins  be  ripe, 
And  then  hurl  down  their  indignation 
On  thee,  the  troubler  of  the  poor  world's  peace! 
Thou  rag  of  honor!  thou  detested — 
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Q.  M-iz.  Thus  have  you  breatli'd  yonr  curse  against  yourself. 

Q.  Mar.  Poor  painted  queen,  vain  flourish  of  my  fortune ! 
"ffiiy  strew'st  tiiou  sugar  on  that  bottled  spider? 

Buck,  teaee,  peace,  for  shamo,  if  not  for  cliarity. 

Q.  Mar.  0  princely  Buckingham,  I'll  kiss  thy  hand, 
In  sign,  of  league  and  amity  with  thee : 
Now  fair  befall  thee,  and  thy  noble  house  1 
Thy  garments  are  not  spotted  with  our  blood, 
Nor  ihou  within  the  compass  of  my  curse. 

Bueh.  Nor  no  one  here;  for  nurses  never  pass 
The  lips  of  tiose  that  breathe  them  in  tJie  air. 

Q.  Mar.  I  will  not  think  but  they  ascend  the  sky, 
Aad  there  awiUte  heaven's  gentle-sleeping  peace. 

0  Buckingham,  take  heed  of  yonder  dog! 

Look,  when  he  fawns,  he  bites ;  and  when  he  bites, 
His  venom  tooth  will  rankle  to  the  death : 
Have  not  to  do  with  him,  beware  of  him. 

eio.  What  doth  she  say,  my  lord  of  Buckingham! 

Buch  Nothing  that  I  respect,  my  gracious  lord. 

Q.  Mar.  What,  dost  thou  scorn  me  for  my  gentle  counsel? 
0,  hut  remember  this  another  day, 
When  he  shall  split  thy  very  heart  with  sorrow. 
And  say,  poor  Margaret  was  a  prophetess ! — 
Live  each  of  joa  the  sulgectB  of  his  hate, 
And  he  to  yonrs,  and  all  of  you  to  heaven's.  [Exit. 

JTaat.  My  hair  doth  stand  on  end  to  hear  her  corses, 

Rie.  And  so  doth  mine :  I  muse  why  she's  at  liberty. 

Glo.  I  cannot  blame  her : 
She  hath  had  too  mneh  wrong ;  and  I  repent 
My  part  thereof,  that  I  have  done  to  her. 

Q.  Eliz.  I  never  did  her  any,  to  my  knowledge. 

Qlo.  Yet  you  have  all  the  vantage  of  her  wi-ong. 

1  was  too  hot  to  do  somebody  good. 
That  is  too  cold  in  thinking  of  it  now. 

ErtUr  Catesby. 

Cates.  Madam,  his  miyesty  doth  call  for  you, — 
And  for  your  grace, — and  yon,  my  noble  lords. 

Q.  EUi.  Catesby,  I  come.— Lords,  will  you  go  with  me ! 

BtJi.  We  wait  npon  your  grace. 

[Exeunt  all  except  G  lost  eh, 

Glo.  I  do  the  wrong,  and  first  begin  to  brawl. 
The  secret  mischiefs  that  I  set  abroach, 
I  lay  unto  the  grievous  charge  of  others. 
Clarence,— whom  I,  indeed,  have  cast  in  darkness, — 
I  do  beweep  to  many  simple  gnlls; 
And  seem  a  saint,  when  most  I  play  the  devil.— 
But  soft !  here  corao  my  execution  pr=.^ 
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Enter  two  Murder 


now  novr,  my  ]:ardy,  stout  n 

Are  joii  now  goiDg  to  despatcli  this  thing  f 

1  Murd.  Wo  are,  my  lord  ;  and  come  to  Loys  tlie  warrant, 
That  we  may  be  admitted  where  he  is. 

Qlo.  Well  thought  upon;  I  liave  it  here  about  me : 

[Qities  the  viarrant. 
When  you  have  done,  repair  to  Oroshy  place. 
But,  sirs,  be  sudden  in  the  execution, 
Withal  obdurate ;  do  not  hear  him  plead ; 
For  Oiarenee  ia  well-spoken,  and  perhaps 
May  move  your  hearts  to  pity,  if  you  niH,rk  him, 

1  Murd.  Tut,  tut,  my  lord,  we  will  not  stand  to  prate ; 
Talkers  are  no  good  doers :  be  assur'd 
We  RO  to  use  our  hands,  and  not  our  tongues. 

Glo.  Your  eyes  drop  mill-stones,  when  fool's  eyes  fall  tears; 
I  like  you,  lads ; — abont  your  business  straight ; 
Go,  go,  despatch. 

1  Murd.  We  will,  my  noble  lord.  [Exeunt. 

SOENE  IV.— London.    A  Boom  in  ihe  Tower. 
Enter  Claeenoe  avid  Beaeesbukt. 

Brak.  Why  looks  your  grace  so  heavily  to-day  t 

Clar.  0, 1  have  pass'd  a  miserable  night, 
So  full  of  fearful  dreams,  of  ugly  sights. 
That,  as  I  am  a  Christian  faithful  man, 
I  would  not  spend  another  snch  a  night, 
Thongh  'twere  to  buy  a  world  of  happy  days,— 
So  full  of  dismal  terror  was  the  time ! 

Brak.  What  was  your  dream,  my  lord !     I  pray  you,  tell  me. 

Ctor.  Methonght  that  I  had  broken  from  the  Tower, 
And  was  embark'd  to  cross  to  Burgundy ; 
And,  in  my  company,  my  brother  Gloster ; 
Who  from  my  cabin  tempted  rae  to  walk 
Upon  the  hatches:  thence  we  look'd  toward  England, 
And  cited  up  a  thousand  heavy  times, 
During  the  wars  of  York  and  Lancaster, 
That  had  befaU'n  us.    As  we  pac'd  along 
Upon  the  giddy  footing  of  the  hatches, 
Methought  that  Gloster  stumbled ;  and,  in  falling. 
Struck  me,  that  thought  to  stay  him,  over-board, 
Into  the  tumbling  billows  of  the  main. 
O  Lord !  methought  what  pain  it  was  to  drown  I 
What  dreadful  noise  of  water  in  mine  ears  I 
What  sights  of  ugly  death  within  mine  eyes! 
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Methoaght  I  saw  a  thousand  fearful  wrecks ; 

A  thousanJ  men  that  flahes  gnaw'd  upon ; 

Wedges  of  gold,  great  anchors,  heaps  of  pesrl, 

InestimahJe  stones,  unvalued  .Jewels, 

All  scatter'd  in  the  bottom  of  the  sea : 

Some  lay  in  dead  men's  skulls ;  and  in  those  holes 

Where  eyes  did  once  inhabit,  there  were  crept 

(As  'twere  in  scorn  of  eyes)  reflecting  gems, 

That  woo'd  the  slimy  bottom  of  the  deep, 

And  mock'd  the  dead  bones  that  lay  scatter'd  by, 

Bralc.  Had  yon  saeh  leisure  in  the  time  of  death, 
To  gaze  upon  these  secrets  of  the  deep ! 

Olar.  Methought  I  had;  and  often  did  I  strive 
To  yield  the  ghost ;  bnt  still  the  envious  flood 
Stopt  in  my  sonl,  and  wonld  not  let  it  forth 
To  find  the  empty,  vast,  and  wandering  air ; 
Bnt  smother'd  it  within  my  panting  buUc, 
"Which  almost  bnrst  to  beicli  it  in  the  sea. 

Bralc  Awak'd  you  not  with  this  sore  agony  f 
Glar.  Ko,  no,  my  dream  was  lengthea'd  after  life ; 
O,  then  began  the  tempest  to  my  soul ! 
I  pass'd,  methought,  the  melancholy  flood, 
With  that  grim  ferryman  which  poets  write  of, 
tJnto  the  kingdom  of  perpetual  night. 
The  first  that  there  did  greet  my  stranger  soul, 
"Was  my  great  father-in-Taw,  renownM  Warwick  ; 
Who  cried  alond,  "  What  scourge  for  peijury 
Can  this  dark  monarchy  afford  false  OlareDoo  ?  " 
And  so  he  vanish'd :  then  came  wandering  by 
A  shadow  like  an  angel,  with  bright  hair 
Dabbled  in  blood ;  and  he  shriet'd  out  alond, 
"  Clarence  is  come,— false,  fleeting,  perjur'd  Clarence 
That  stabb'd  me  in  the  field  by  Tewksbury  ;-:- 
Seize  on  him,  Furies!  take  him  to  your  torments  1" 
With  that,  methought,  a  legion  of  foul  fiends 
Environ'd  me,  and  howled  in  mine  ears 
Such  hideous  cries,  that,  with  the  very  noise, 
I  trembling  wak'd,  and,  for  a  season  after, 
Oould  not  believe  hut  that  X  was  in  hell, — 
Such  terrible  impression  made  ray  dream. 

Brab.  No  marvel,  lord,  though  it  affrighted  you ; 
I  am  afraid,  methinks,  to  hear  you  tell  it. 

Clar.  O  Brakenbury,  I  have  done  these  things, 
That  now  give  evidence  against  my  soul, 
For  Edward's  sake ;  and  see  how  he  requites  me  '— 
O  heaven  I  if  my  deep  prayers  cannot  appease  thee, 
But  thou  wilt  be  aveng'd  on  my  misdeeds. 
Yet  eseonte  thy  wrath  on  mc  alone  : 
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0,  spare  mj  guiltless  wife  and  my  poor  children  I 
I  pray  tliee,  gentle  keeper,  stay  by  me ; 
My  soul  is  heavy,  and  I  fain  wonld  sleep. 
Brak.  I  will,  my  lord :  Heaven  ^ve  your  grace  good  rest. 

[C1.AEBNOG  *leep». 
Sorrow  breaks  seasons  and  reposing  hours, 
Makes  the  night  morning,  and  the  noon-tide  night. 
Princes  have  hut  their  titles  for  their  glories, 
An  outward  honor  for  an  inward  toil ; 
And,  for  unfeit  imaginations. 
They  often  feel  a  world  of  restless  cares ; 
So  that,  between  their  titles,  and  low  name. 
There's  nothing  differs  but  the  outward  fame. 

The  Ilnke  of  Clarence  fs  tBUtilered  at  the  instlsnlioti  of  his  brother  Gloster. 


ACT  II. 

Kins  Edivard  fclla  into  the  faul  sickness  nhlch  teriBlBKles  bts  life. 

SCENE  Ih— Another  Soom  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  the  DccnEse  oe  Yoke,  with  a  Son  and  Daughter  of 

Clabencb. 

Son.  Good  grandam,  tell  us,  is  our  ftther  dead! 

Duck.  "So,  boy. 

Datigk.  Why  do  yon  weep  so  oft,  and  beat  your  breast, 
And  cry — "  O  Clarence,  my  unhappy  son !  " 

Son.  Why  do  yon  look  on  ns,  and  shake  your  head. 
And  call  us — orphans,  wretches,  cast-aways, 
If  that  our  noble  father  be  alive  1 

Dueh,  My  pretty  cousins,  yon  mistake  me  both, 
I  do  lament  tiie  sickness  of  the  king. 
As  loath  to  lose  him,  not  your  father's  death ; 
It  were  lost  sorrow  to  wail  one  that's  lost. 

Son.  Then  yoa  conclude,  my  grandam,  he  ia  dead. 
The  king  mine  uncle  is  to  blame  for  this : 
Heaven  will  revenge  it ;  whom  I  will  impM-ttme 
With  earnest  prayers  all  to  that  effect. 

Vaugli.  And  so  will  I. 

Duch.  Peace,  children,  peace  I  the  king  doth  love  yon  well ; 
Incapable  and  shallow  innocents. 
You  cannot  guess  who  cans'd  your  father's  death. 

Son.  Grandam,  we  can ;  for  my  good  uncle  Gloster 
Told  me,  the  king,  provok'd  to  it  by  the  qneen, 
Devis'd  impeachments  to  imprison  him ; 
And  when  my  uncle  told  me  so,  he  wept, 
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And  pitied  me,  and  kindly  kiss'd  my  cheel: ; 
Bode  me  rely  on  him,  aa  on  my  father, 
And  he  would  love  me  dearly  as  his  child. 

J)u,ch.  Ah,  that  deceit  should  steal  sucli  gentle  sliflpe. 
And  with  a  virtuous  visor  hide  deep  vice ! 
He  is  my  son ;  ay,  and  therein  my  shame. 

Soil.  Think  you  my  uncle  did  dissemble,  grondam  ? 

Duck.  Ay,  boy. 

Son.  Icaonot  think  it.— Harlil  what  noise  is  this? 
Enter  Qttsbs  Elizabeth,  dintraetedly  ;  Eiybes  and  Doeset /of- 
lowing  Iter. 

Q.  Elii.  Ah,  who  shall  hinder  me  to  wail  and  weep. 
To  chide  my  fortnne,  and  torment  myself? 
I'll  join  with  black  despair  against  my  soul, 
And  to  myself  become  an  enemy. 

Duch.  What  means  this  scene  of  rude  impatience ! 

Q.  Elw.  Edward,  my  lord,  thy  son,  our  king,  is  dead. 
Why  grow  the  branches  when  the  root  is  gone! 
Why  wither  not  the  leaves  that  want  their  sap? 
If  you  will  live,  lament;  if  die,  he  brief. 
That  onr  swift' winged  souls  may  catch  the  king's ; 
Or,  like  obedient  subjects,  follow  him 
To  his  new  kingdom  of  ne'er  changing  night. 

Buch.  Ah,  so  much  interest  have  I  m  Uij  sorrow. 
As  I  had  title  in  thy  noble  husband  1 
Clarence  and  Edward.    O,  what  cause  have  I, 
To  over-go  thy  woes,  and  drown  thy  cries  I 

Son.  Ah,  aunt,  you  wept  not  for  our  father's  death  ( 
How  ean  we  aid  you  with  our  kindred  tears? 

Daagh.  Our  fatherless  distress  was  left  unmoan'd ; 
Your  widow-dolor  likewise  be  unwepti 

Q.  Eivs.  Give  me  no  help  in  lamentation ; 
Ah,  for  my  husband,  for  my  dear  loi-d,  Edward  I 

(Jliil.  Ah,  for  onr  father,  for  our  dear  lord  Clarence  1 

Ducli.  Alas,  for  both,  both  mine,  Edward  and  Clarence  ! 

Q.  Elh.  What  stay  had  I  but  Edward !  and  he's  gone. 

Ghil.  What  stay  had  we  but  Clarence  3  and  he's  gone. 
DiKh.  What  stays  had  I  but  they  1  and  they  are  gone. 

Q.  Elia.  Was  never  widow  had  so  dear  a  loss  I 

Gkil.  Were  never  orphans  had  bo  dear  a  loss! 
DwA.  Was  never  modier  had  so  dear  a  loss  I 
Alas,  I  am  the  mother  of  these  griefs! 
Their  woes  are  parcell'd,  mine  are  general. 
Alaa,  you  three,  on  me,  threefold  distress'd, 
Pour  ail  your  tears  I  I  am  your  sorrow's  nurse, 
And  I  will  pamper  it  with  lamentation. 
,     Dot.  Comfort,  dear  mother:  heaven  is  much  displeas'd 
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That  yon  take  with  iinthaiiifulness  his  doing: 
In  common  worldly  things,  'tis  call'd  ungrftleful, 
IVith  dull  nnwillingnesa  to  repay  0  debt, 
IVliich  with  a  hounteoua  hand  was  kindly  lent ; 
Much  more  to  be  thus  opposite  with  heaven, 
For  it  requires  the  royal  debt  it  lent  yon. 

Sii>.  ludam,  bethink  you,  like  a  careful  mother. 
Of  the  young  prince  your  son :  send  Btraiglit  for  him ; 
Let  him  be  crown'd ;  in  him  your  comfort  lives : 
Drovirn  desperate  sorrow  in  dead  Edward's  grave, 
And  plant  your  joys  in  living  Edward's  throne, 
Unter  Glostbb,  Bockisquam,  Stanley,  Hastihgs,  Eatcliff,  and 

Glo.  Sister,  have  comfort  r  all  of  us  have  cause 
To  wail  the  dimming  of  oni-  shining  star ; 
But  none  can  cure  their  harms  by  wailing  them. — 
Madam,  my  mother,  I  do  er;-  you  mercy; 
I  did  not  see  your  grace :— humbly  on  my  knee 
I  crave  your  blessing. 

Duck.  HeaTcn  bless  thee ;  and  put  meekness  in  thy  breast, 
Love,  charity,  obedience,  and  true  duty  I 

6h.  Amen ;  and  make  me  die  a  good  old  man  I — 
[Aside.]  That  is  the  butt-end  of  a  mother's  blessing ; 
I  marvel  that  her  grace  did  leave  it  out. 

Buch.  You  cloudy  princes,  and  heart-sorrowing  peers. 
Though  we  have  spent  onr  harvest  of  this  king. 
We  are  to  reap  the  harvest  of  his  son. 
Me  seemeth  good,  that,  with  some  little  train, 
Forthwith  from  Ludlow  the  young  prince  be  fotcli'd 
Hither  to  London,  to  be  crown'd  our  king. 

Glf>.  Be  it  so;  and  go  we  to  determine 
Who  they  shall  be  that  straight  shall  post  to  Ludlow. 
Madam, — and  you  my  mother, — will  you  go 
To  give  your  censnres  in  this  business? 

[.^leunt  all  except  BncKrNOHAM  and  Gloster. 

Buck,  My  lord,  whoever  journeys  to  the  prince. 
Tor  heaven's  sake,  let  not  na  two  stay  at  home ; 
For,  by  the  way,  I'll  sort  occasion, 
Aa  index  to  the  story  we  late  talk'd  of, 
To  part  the  queen's  proud  kindred  from  the  prince. 

Glo.  My  other  self,  my  counsel's  consistory. 
My  oracle,  my  prophetl — My  dear  cousin, 
I,  as  a  child,  will  go  by  thy  direction. 
Towards  Ludlow  then,  for  we'll  not  stay  behind.  [Bueunt. 
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SCENE  IV.— London.    A  Eoom  in  the  Palace. 

Enter   ike  Abchhieiiop  of  Yohk,   the   young  Dckb  of  ToKi 
Queen  Elizabetu,  and  the  DrcnKSS  of  Yoek. 
Arch.  Last  night,  I  hear,  tliey  lay  at  Northoropton ; 
At  Stony-Strntford  will  Uiey  be  to-niglit: 
To-morrow,  or  nest  day,  they  will  be  here. 

Duch.  I  long  with  all  my  beart  to  eee  the  prince: 
I  hope  he  13  much  grown  since  last  I  eaw  him, 

Q.  Miz.  Bnt  I  hear,  no ;  they  8ay  my  son  of  York 
Hath  almost  overta'en  him  in  his  growth. 

York.  Ay,  mother,  bnt  I  wonld  not  ha^e  it  so. 

Duck,  Why,  my  young  conain!  it  is  good  to  grow. 

York.  Grandam,  one  night,  as  we  did  sit  at  snpper, 
My  nncle  Rivers  taJk'd  how  I  did  grow 
More  than  my  brother :  "  Ay,"  quoth  my  nnde  GloBter, 
"  Small  herbs  have  grace,  great  weeda  do  grow  apace  :" 
And  since,  methinks,  I  would  not  grow  so  feet. 
Because  sweet  fiowera  are  slow,  and  weeds  make  haste. 

hneh.  'Good  faith,  'good  faith,  the  sayio^did  not  hold 
In  him  who  did  object  the  same  to  thee; 
He  was  the  wretched'st  thing  when  he  was  youEg, 
So  long  a-growmg,  and  so  leisurely. 
That,  if  his  rule  were  true,  he  should  be  gracious. 

Arch.  And  BO,  no  doubt  he  is,  my  gracious  madam. 

I>uch.  I  hope  ho  is ;  but  yet  let  mothers  doubt. 

Yori.  Kow,  by  my  troth,  if  I  had  been  remember'd, 
I  could  have  given  my  uncle's  grace  a  flout, 
To  touch  bis  growth  nearer  than  be  touch'd  mine. 

Duch.  How,  my  young  York  S  I  pr'jthee,  let  me  hear  it 

YorK  Marry,  they  say  my  uncle  grew  so  fast, 
That  he  could  gnaw  a  crust  at  two  hours  old : 
'Twas  full  two  years  ere  I  could  get  a  tooth. 
Grandam,  this  would  have  been  a  biting  jest, 

Dwh.  I  pr'ythee,  pretty  York,  who  told  thee  this  ? 

Yori,  Grandam,  his  aurae. 

Duch.  His  nurse!  why,  she  was  dead  ore  thon  wast  horn. 

York.  If  'twere  not  she,  I  cannot  tell  who  told  me. 

Q.  Elh.  A  parlous  boy  :— go  to,  you  are  too  shrewd. 

Arch.  Gooa  madam,  be  not  a«gry  with  the  child. 

Q.  Eliz.  Pitchers  have  ears. 

Arch,  Here  cornea  a  messenger. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

What  news! 

Mm.  Sucli  news,  my  lord,  as  grieves  me  to  report. 
Q.  Elk.  How  doth  the  prince  ? 
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Meis.  Well,  madam,  atid  in  health. 

DacA.  What  13  thy  news? 

Meai.  Lord  Eivers  aad  lord  Grey  are  sent  to  Porafret, 
With  them  Sir  Thomas  Vauglian,  pr-ifloners, 

Duth.  Who  hath  committed  ti.em? 

Mess.  The  nughty  diikes, 

Gloster  and  Buckingham, 

Q.  Elis.  For  what  offence  t 

Mess.  The  sum  of  all  I  can,  I  have  disclosed ; 
Why  or  for  what  the  nobles  were  committed, 
Is  all  unknown  to  me,  my  gracious  lady. 

Q.  Mis.  Ah  me,  I  see  the  ruin  of  my  house ! 
The  tiger  now  hath  seiz'd  the  gentle  hind; 
Itisalting  tyranny  hegins  to  jut 
Upon  the  innocent  and  awless  throne ; 
Welcome,  destruction,  blood,'  and  massacre  1 
I  see,  as  in  a  map,  the  end  of  itjl. 
(Jome,  come,  my  hoy  ;  we  will  to  sanctuary.— 
Madam,  farewell. 

Buck.  Stay,  I  will  go  with  you, 

Q.  Eih.  Ton  hav^  no  cause. 

Arch.  [To  the  Queen.]  My  ^aeioua  lady,  go: 
And  thither  bear  yonr  treasure  and  your  goooa. 
Oome,  I'll  conduct  you  to  the  sanctuary,  \_Exi 


SCENE  I.— London.    A  Street. 


Buck.  Welcome,  sweet  prince,  to  London,  to  your  chamber, 

Glo.  Welcome,  dear  cousin ,  my  thoughts'  Bovereign : 
The  weary  way  hath  made  you.  melancholy. 

Prince.  So,  uncle ;  but  our  crosses  on  the  way 
Have  made  it  tedious,  wearisome,  and  heavy : 
I  want  more  uncles  here  to  welcome  mo. 

Glo.  Sweet  prince,  the  untainted  virtne  of  your  years 
Hath  not  yet  div'd  into  the  world's  deceit ; 
No  more  can  yon  diatinguish  of  a  man. 
Than  of  hisontward  show  ;  which,  heaven  kaows. 
Seldom  or  never  jampeth  with  the  heart. 
Those  uncles  which  yoa  wont  were  dangerous ; 
Your  grace  attended  to  their  sugar'd  words, 
Butlook'd  not  on  the  poison  of  their  hearts: 
Heaven  keep  you  from  them,  and  from  such  false  friends  I 
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Prinee.  Heaven  keep  me  from  false  friends  1  but  they  were 

Glo.  My  lord,  the  mayor  of  London  comes  to  greet  you. 
£nter  the  Lord  Mayor  and  h.i»  train. 

Mny,  Heaven  bless  yonr  grace  with  health  and  happy  days  I 

Prince.  I  thank  you,  good  my  lord ; — and  tliank  you  alL — 

lExBKnt'M.a.jot,  &C. 
I  thought  my  mother,  and  my  brother  York, 
Would  long  ere  this  have  met  us  on  the  way. 

Enter  Hasiisos. 
Welcome,  my  lord :  what,  will  our  raotier  come? 

UiMt.  On  what  occasion,  heaven  knows,  not  I, 
The  queen  your  mother,  and  your  brotlier  York, 
Have  taken  sanctuary :  the  tender  prince 
Would  fain  have  come  with  me  to  meet  your  grace. 
But  by  his  mother  was  perforce  withheld, 

Baek.  Fie,  what  an  indirect  and  peevish  coarse 
Is  this  of  hers  I — Lord  cardinal,  will  your  grace 
Persuade  the  queen  to  send  the  duke  of  York 
Hnto  his  princely  brother  presently? 
If  she  deny,— lord  Hastiogs,  go  with  him, 
And  from  her  jealous  arms  pluck  him  perforce. 

GaTd.  My  lord  of  Bnokingliam,  if  my  weak  oratory 
Can  from  his  mother  win  the  duke  of  York, 
Anon  expect  him  here  ;  but  if  she  be  obdurate 
To  mild  entreaties,  heaven  forbid 
We  should  infringe  the  holy  privilege 
Of  blessed  sanctuary!  not  for  all  this  land 
Would  I  be  guilty  of  so  great  a  sin. 

Buck.  You  are  too  senseless-obstinate,  my  lord, 
Too  ceremonious  and  traditional. 

Gari.  My  lord,  you  shall  o'er-rule  my  mind  for  once. — 
Come  on,  lord  Hastings,  will  you  go  with  me? 

Hoit.  1  go,  my  lord. 

Prince.  Good  lords,  make  all  the  speedy  haste  you  may. — 

[Exeunt  Oaeiubal  and  Hastihgs, 
Say,  uncle  Gloster,  if  our  brother  come. 
Where  shall  we  sojoarn  till  onr  coronation ! 

Glo.  Where  it  seems  best  unto  your  royal  self. 
If  I  may  counsel  you,  some  day  or  two 
Your  highness  shall  repose  you  at  the  Tower : 
Then  where  you  please,  and  shall  be  thought  most  fit 
For  your  best  health  and  recreation. 

Prince.  I  do  not  like  the  Tower,  of  any  place. — 
Did  Jnlius  Cjesar  build  that  place,  my  lord ! 

Buck.  He  did,  my  gracious  lord,  begin  that  place ; 
Which,  since,  succeeding  ages  have  rc-editicd. 
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Prince.  Is  it  npon  record,  or  dae  reported 
Bucoeesively  from  age  to  age,  he  built  it  ? 

£ack.  Upon  record,  my  gracious  lord. 

Prince.  Bnt  say,  my  lord,  it  were  not  re^ster'd 
Methin]iB  the  truth  should  liye  from  age  to  age  ' 
As  'twere  retail'd  to  all  posterity,  ' 

EyoD  to  the  general  all-ending  day. 

Glo_.  [Aside.]  So  wise  so  young,  they  say,  do  never  live  Iodk. 

Frmoe.  What  say  you,  uncle  f 

Cfo.  I  saj,  without  characters  fame  lives  long.— 

Prtnee.  That  Julius  Otesar  was  a  famous  man  ■ 
with  what  hia  valor  did  eni-ich  his  wit,  ' 

His  wit  set  down  to  make  his  valor  live : 
Death  makes  no  conquest  of  this  conqueror; 
For  now  he  lives  in  fame,  though  not  in  life.— 
1 11  toll  yon  what,  my  cousin  Buckingham,- 

Bvch.  What,  my  gracious  lord! 

Prince.  And  if  I  live  until  I  be  a  man, 
I'll  win  our  ancient  right  in  France  again, 
Or  die  a  soldier,  as  I  liv'd  a  king. 

eio.  [Adde.]  Short  summers  lightly  have  a  forward  spring. 

Luck.  Row,  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  duke  of  York. 
Safer  Tokk,  Hastings,  and  the  Oabcinal. 

Prince,  Richard  of  York!  how  fares  our  loving  brother? 

YorA.  Well,  my  dread  lord ;  so  must  I  call  jou  now. 

Prince,  Ay,  brother,— to  our  grief,  as  it  is  yours : 
Too  late  he  died  that  might  have  kept  that  title, 
"Which  by  his  death  hath  lost  much  m^esty. 

Glo.  How  fares  our  cousin,  noble  lord  of  Toi'k? 

York.  I  thank  you,  gentle  uncle.    O,  my  lord. 
You  said  that  idle  weeds  sre  fast  in  growth : 
The  prince  my  brother  bath  outgrown  me  far. 

Olo.  He  hath,  my  lord. 

^'^^-  And  therefore  is  he  idle? 

Glo.  0,  my  fair  cousin,  I  must  not  say  so. 

Yerh  Then  he  is  more  beholden  to  you  than  I. 

GU.  He  may  command  mo  as  my  sovereign ; 
But  you  hare  power  in  me  as  in  a  kinsman. 

Yori.  I  pray  you,  ancle,  give  me  this  dagger.' 

Glo.  My  dagger,  little  cousin !  with  aU  my  heart. 

Prince.  A  beggar,  brother ! 

Yori.  Of  my  kind  uncle,  that  I  know  wUl  ^ve; 
And,  being  but  a  toy,  which  is  no  grief  to  give. 

Cflo.  A  greater  f^ft  than  that  I'll  give  my  cousin 

Yorl.  A  greater  gift  1     O,  that's  the  sword  to  it. 

6U>.  Ay,  gentle  cousin,  were  it  light  enough. 
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Tort.  0,  then,  I  see,  you'll  part  but  with  light  ^a ; 
In  ivdighUer  things  jou'l!  say  a  beggar,  nay. 

Glo.  It  ia  too  weighty  for  your  gra«e  to  wear. 

Y&rk.  I  weigh  it  lightly,  were  it  heavier. 

0lo.  What,  would  you  have  my  weapon,  little  lord  J 

York.  I  woald,  that  I  might  thaak  yoj  as  you  call  me. 

6lo.  How? 

York  Little. 

Prince.  My  lord  of  York  will  still  be  cross  ia  tallt : — 
Uncle,  your  grace  knows  how  to  bear  with  him. 

riw*.  You  mean,  to  bear  me,  not  to  bear  with  me : — 
Uncle,  my  brother  mocka  both  you  and  me ; 
Because  that  I  am  little,  like  an  ape, 
He  thinks  that  you  should  bear  me  on  your  shoulders. 

Gh.  My  lord,  will't  please  you  pass  along? 
Myself  and  my  good  cousin  Backingham 
Will  to  your  mother,  to  entreat  of  her 
To  meet  you  at  the  Tower,  and  welcome  you. 

Ycrb.  What,  will  yoa  go  into  the  Tower,  my  lord  ? 

PrluM.  My  lord  protector  needs  will  have  it  so. 

Yori.  I  shall  not  sleep  in  quiet  at  the  Tower, 

Qlo.  Why,  what  should  you  fear? 

Yorh.  Marry,  my  uncle  Clarence'  angry  ghost : 
My  grandam  told  me  he  was  murder'd  there. 

Prince.  I  fear  no  uncles  dead, 

Glo.  Kor  none  that  live,  I  hope. 

Prinze.  An  if  they  live,  I  hope,  I  need  not  fear. 
But  come,  my  lord ;  and,  with  a  heavy  heart. 
Thinking  ou  them,  go  I  unto  the  Tower. 

[Sennet.    Eeeunt  Princk,  Yobk,  Hastings,  Cabdinai., 
and  Attendants. 

Buck.  Think  you,  my  lord,  this  little  praling  York 
Was  not  iacenaed  by  his  aubtla  mother 
To  taunt  and  acorn  you  thus  opprobriously? 

Glo.  No  doubt,  no  doubt :  O,  'tis  a  parlous  boy; 
Bold,  quick,  ingeaious,  forward,  capable : 
He's  aa  the  mother's,  from  the  top  to  toe. 

Buch.  Weil,  let  them  rest.— Come  hither,  Catesby. 
Thou  art  sworn  as  deeply  to  effect  what  we  intend, 
As  closely  to  conceal  what  we  impart  r 
Thou  know'st  our  reasons  urg'd  upon  the  vray  ; — 
What  think'st  thon?  is  it  not  an  easy  matter 
To  make  William  lord  Hastings  of  our  mind. 
For  the  instalment  of  this  noble  duke 
In  the  seat  royal  of  this  famous  iale ! 

CaU.  Ho  for  his  father's  sake  so  loves  tlie  prince, 
That  he  will  not  be  won  to  aught  against  him. 

Biich.  What  think'st  thou,  then,  of  Stanley  1  not  he? 
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Gate.  He  will  do  all  in  all  as  Hastings  doth. 

Buck.  Well  then,  no  more  Ijut  this :  go,  gentle  Catesby, 
And,  as  it  were  far  off,  sonnd  thou  lord  Hastings, 
How  he  doth  stand  affected  to  our  purpose; 
And  summon  him  to-morrow  to  the  Tower, 
To  sit  about  the  coronation. 
If  tliou  dost  find  him  tractable  to  us. 
Encourage  him,  and  tell  him  ail  our  reasons : 
If  ho  he  leaden,  icy,  cold,  unwilling, 
Be  thou  so  too ;  and  so  break  off  the  talt, 
And  give  ns  notice  of  his  inclination : 
For  we  to-morrow  hold  divided  councils. 
Wherein  thyself  shalt  highly  be  emploj'd. 

Glo.  Commend  me  to  lord  William :  tell  him,  Cateaby, 
His  ancient  knot  of  dangerous  adversaries 
To-morrow  are  let  blood  at  Pomfret  castle. 

Buch.  Good  Catesby,  go,  effect  this  busiuesa  soundly. 

Gate.  My  good  lords  both,  with  all  the  heed  I  can. 

Glo.  Shall  we  hear  from  you,  Catesby,  ere  we  sleep ! 

Gate,  You  shall,  my  lord. 

Glo.  At  Oroaby-place,  there  shall  you  find  ua  both. 

[Exit  Catesby. 

Buck.  JTow,  my  lord,  what  shall  we  do,  if  we  perceive 
Lord  Hastings  will  not  yield  to  our  complots? 

Glo.  Chop  off  his  head,  man ;— somewhat  we  will  do : — 
And,  look,  when  I  am  king,  claim  thou  of  me 
The  earldom  of  Hereford,  and  all  the  moTeablea 
Whereof  the  ting,  my  brother,  was  poasesa'd. 

Buck.  I'll  claim  that  promise  at  your  grace's  hand. 

Olo.  And  look  to  have  it  yielded  with  all  kindness. 
Come,  let  us  sup  betimes,  that  afterwards 
We  may  digest  oar  complota  in  some  form,  [Eieunt. 


SCENE  IV.— London.    A  Room  in  the  Tovht. 

BtTCKiNOHAH,  Staklet,  Hasttnos,  the  BisHop  ofElt,  Eatolift, 
LovsL,  and  othert,  giuin;;  at  a  table :  O^k^rt  of  the  Couneil 
attending. 

ScKt.  Now,  noble  peers,  the  cause  why  we  are  met 
Is  to  determine  of  the  coronation : 
In  heaven's  name,  speak,— when  is  the  royal  day  ? 

Buck.  Are  all  things  ready  for  that  royal  time! 

Sfan.  They  are ;  and  wants  but  nomination. 
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£Ty,  To-morrow,  tlien,  I  judge  a  happy  day. 

JB-uci:.  Who  knows  the  lord  proteetor'a  mind  herein? 
"Who  is  most  inward  with  the  noble  dnke  ? 

nil/.  Yonr  grace,  we  think,  should  soonest  know  his  mind. 

Sack.  We  know  each  other's  faces;  for  our  liearts, 
He  knows  no  more  of  mine,  than  I  of  youra  ; 
Nor  I  of  his,  my  lord,  than  you  of  mine.-— 
Lord  Hastings,  you  and  he  are  near  in  love. 

Hast.  I  thank  hia  grace,  I  know  ho  loves  me  well ; 
But,  for  his  purpose  in  the  coronation, 
I  have  not  aonnded  him,  nor  he  deliver'd 
His  gracious  pleasure  any  way  therein : 
But  you,  my  honorable  lords,  may  name  the  time ; 
And  in  the  duke'a  behalf  I'll  give  my  voice. 
Which,  1  presume,  he'll  take  in  gentle  part. 

Ely.  In  happy  time,  here  comes  the  duke  himself. 
Enter  Glosteb. 

Glo.  My  noble  lords  and  conains,  aU,  good  morrow, 
I  have  been  long  a  sleeper;  but,  I  trust, 
My  absence  doth  neglect  no  great  design, 
Which  by  my  presence  might  have  been  concluded. 

Buck.  Had  you  not  come  upon  your  cue,  my  lord, 
William  lord  Hastings  had  pronounc'd  your  part,— 
I  mean,  your  voice,  for  crowning  of  the  king. 

Glo.  Than  my  lord  Hastings,  no  man  might  be  bolder ; 
His  lordship  knows  me  well,  and  loves  me  well.— 
Oonain  of  Buckingham,  a  word  with  you.  [Tbte  Mm  aside. 

Catesby  hath  sounded  Hastings  in  our  business. 
And  finds  the  testy  gentleman  so  hot. 
That  he  vrill  lose  hb  head  ere  give  consent 
His  master's  child,  as  worshipfully  he  terms  it, 
Shall  loae  the  royalty  of  England's  throne. 

Buch  Withdraw  yourself  awhile;  I'll  go  with  you. 

lExeani  Globtbb  and  Buceikgham. 

Stan.  Wo  have  not  yet  aet  down  this  day  of  triumph. 
To-morrow,  in  my  judgment,  is  too  sudden ; 
For  I  myself  am  not  so  well  provided 
As  elae  I  would  he,  were  the  day  prolong'd. 

El^.  Where  is  my  lord,  the  duke  of  Gloster  ! 

Mast.  His  grace  looks  cheerfully  and  smooth  this  morning; 
There's  some  conceit  or  other  likes  him  well, 
When  that  he  bids  good-moirow  with  such  spirit. 
I  think  there's  never  a  man  in  Christendom 
Can  lesser  hide  his  love  or  hate  than  he ; 
For  by  his  face  straight  shall  you  know  his  heart. 

Stan.  What  of  his  heart  perceive  you  in  hia  face, 
By  any. livelihood  he  show'd  to-drtyS 
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Glo.  I  praj  jou  all,  tell  me  what  they  dsserve, 
That  do  coD3pii-e  my  death  with  devilish  plots 
Of  cursed  witchcrail,  and  that  have  prevail'd 
Upon  my  body  with  their  deadly  charms! 

Mast.  The  tender  love  I  bear  jour  grace,  my  lord, 
Makes  mo  most  forward  in  this  princely  pi'L'seiice 
To  doom  th'  offenders:  whosoe'er  they  be, 
I  say,  my  lord,  they  have  deserved  death. 

Glo.  Then,  be  your  eyes  the  witness  of  their  evil : 
Look  bow  I  am  bewitch 'd ;  behold  mine  arm 
Is  like  a  blasted  sapling  wither'd  op ; 
And  this  is  Edwai-d's  wife,  that  monstrous  witch, 
Consorted  with  that  vile  mistress  Shore, 
That  by  their  witchcraft  thus  have  marked  me. 

Jla»L  If  they  have  done  this  deed,  my  noble  lord, — 

Glo.  Ifl  thouprotectorof  this  vile  wanton, 
Talk'st  thon  to  me  of  "  ita  ?  "—Thou  art  a  traitor  :— 
Off  with  his  headi— now,  by  Saint  Paul  I  swear, 
I  will  not  dine  nntil  I  see  the  same. — 

Lovel,  and  Eatcliff,  look  that  it  be  done : 

The  rest,  that  love  me,  rise,  and  follow  me. 

[Exeunt  Council,  with  Gloster  and  BucEXsonaM. 

Mmt.  Woe,  woe,  for  England  1  not  a  whit  for  me ; 
For  I,  too  fond,  might  have  prevented  this. 

0  Margaret,  Margaret,  now  thy  heavy  curse 
Is  lighted  on  poor  Hastings'  wretched  head  I 

Jiat.  Oome,  come,  despatch;  the  duke  would  bo  at  dinaor: 
Make  a  short  shrift;  lie  longs  to  see  your  head. 

Hoit.  Omomentary  grace  of  mortal  men, 
Wliicb  we  more  hunt  for  than  the  grace  of  God ! 
Who  builds  his  hope  in  air  of  your  good  looks, 
Lives  like  a  drunken  sailor  on  a  mast ; 
Ready,  with  every  nod,  to  tumble  down 
Into  the  fatal  bowels  of  the  deep. 

iott.  Come,  come,  despatch;  'tis  bootless  to  osclaira. 

Ba*t.  O  bloody  Richard  1— miserable  England  I 

1  prophesy  tie  fearfull'st  time  to  thee. 
That  ever  wretched  age  had  look'd  upon. 
Come,  lead  me  to  the  Mock ;  bear  him  my  head : 

Tliey  smile  at  me,  who  shortly  shall  be  dead.  [Exeunt 
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SCENE  VII.— Londou.     Tlie  Court  o/Baynardh  Castle. 
Enter  Glosteb  and  Buckisciiam,  meeting. 

Glo.  How  now,  how  now  1  what  say  the  citizens! 

Buck.  Now,  by  my  faith,  ray  loii!, 
The  citizens  are  mum,  say  not  a  word. 

Olo.  Touch'd  yoa  the  bastardy  of  Edward's  children  i 

Buok.  I  did;  with  his  contract  with  lady  Lucy, 
And  hia  contract  by  deputy  in  Prance  ■ 
Withal  I  did  infer  yonr  lineaments, — 
Being  the  right  idea  of  your  iiather, 
Both  in  your  form  and  nobleness  of  mind ; 
Laid  open  all  yoor  victories  in  Scotland, 
Tour  discipline  in  war,  wisdom  in  peace. 
Your  bounty,  virtue,  fair  hnmility ; 
Indeed,  left  nothing  fitting  for  your  purpose 
TJntouch'd,  or  slightly  handled,  in  discourse : 
And  when  my  oratory  drew  toward  end, 
I  bade  them  that  did  love  their  country's  good. 
Cry — "God  save  Richard,  England's  royal  king  I  " 

6lo.  And  did  they  bo  i 

Buck.  No,  BO  heaven  help  me,  they  spake  not  a  WOTd ; 
But,  like  dumb  etatuas,  or  breathing  stones. 
Star'd  each  on  other,  and  look'd  deadly  pale. 
Which  when  I  saw,  I  reprehended  them ; 
And  ask'd  the  mayor  what  meant  this  wilful  silence : 
His  answer  was, — the  people  were  not  ns'd 
To  be  spoke  to,  but  by  the  recorder. 
Then  he  was  urg'd  to  tell  my  tale  again, — 
"  Thus  siuth  the  duke,  thus  hath  the  duke  inferr'd ;" 
But  nothing  spoke  in  warrant  from  himself^ 
When  he  had  done,  some  followers  of  mine  own, 
At  lower  end  of  the  hali,  hurl'd  «p  their  caps, 
And  some  ten  voices  cried,  "  God  save  king  Richard  1 " 
And  tlius  I  took  the  vantage  of  those  few, — 
"  Thanks,  gentle  citizens  and  friends,"  quoth  I ; 
"This  general  applause,  and  cheerful  shout. 
Argues  your  wisdom,  and  your  love  to  Richard:  " 
And  even  hero  brake  off,  and  came  away, 

6la.  What  tongueless  blocks  were  they!    would  they  not 
speak? 
Will  not  the  mayor,  then,  and  his  brethren,  come? 
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Buch  The  mayor  is  hero  at  hand.    Intend  some  fear ; 
Be  not  you  spoke  with,  but  by  mighty  suit; 
And  look  you  get  a  prayer-book  in  your  hand, 
And  stand  between  two  churchmen,  good  my  lord ; 
Tor  on  that  ground  I'll  make  a  holy  descant ; 
And  be  not  easily  won  to  our  requests. 

Glo.  I  go ;  and  if  you  plead  as  well  for  them, 
As  I  can  say  nay  to  thee  tor  myself, 
H"o  doubt  we  bring  it  to  a  happy  issno. 

Bueh.  Go,  go,  up  to  the  leads ;  the  lord  mayor  knocks. — 

[Exit  Gr.osTKE. 
Enter  the  Lord  Mayor,  Aldermen,  and  Citizens. 
Welcome,  my  lord :  I  dance  attendance  here ; 
I  think  the  duke  will  not  bo  spoke  withal. — 

Enter,  from  the  Coitle,  Catesbt. 
Kow,  Catesby, — what  says  your  lord  to  my  reqnestt 

CaU.  He  doth  entreat  your  grace,  lay  noble  loi'd. 
To  visit  hira  to-morrow  or  next  day ; 
He  is  within,  witli  two  right  reverend  fathers. 
Divinely  bent  to  meditation ; 
And  in  no  worldly  suit  would  he  be  mov'd, 
To  draw  him  from  hia  holy  exercise. 

Bv6k.  Return,  good  Oatesby,  to  the  gracious  duke; 
Tell  him,  rajself,  the  mayor  and  aldermen. 
In  deep  dedgns,  in  matter  of  great  moment, 
Ho  less  importing  than  our  general  good. 
Are  come  to  have  some  conference  with  his  grace. 

Gate,  rii  signify  so  much  nnto  him  straight.  \E^t. 

Buck.  Ah,  ha,  my  lord,  this  prince  is  not  an  Edward! 
Happy  were  England,  would  this  virtuous  prince 
Take  on  hia  grace  the  sovereignty  thereof: 
lint,  sure,  I  fear,  we  shall  not  win  him  to  it. 

May.  Marry,  heaven  defend  his  grace  should  say  us  nay  J 

Buck.  I  fear  he  will.    Here  Catesby  comes  again. — 
Ee-enler  Catesby, 
Now,  Catesby,  wliat  says  his  grace! 

Gate.  He  wonders  to  what  end  yon  have  assembled 
Such  troops  of  citizens  to  come  to  him : 
His  grace  not  being  wam'd  thereof  before. 
He  fears,  my  lord,  you  mean  no  good  to  him. 

Buck.  Sorry  I  am  my  noble  cousin  should 
Suspect  me,  that  I  mean  no  good  to  him ; 
By  heaven,  we  come  to  him  in  perfect  love ; 
And  so  once  more  return,  and  tell  his  grace.         [Exit  Catesby. 
When  holy  and  devout  religions  men 
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Ai'o  at  their  bends,  'tis  miicli  to  draw  tliem  thence, — 
So  sweet  is  zealous  contemplation, 
Unter  Gi.oa 

Ma!f.  See,  where  liis  grace  stands  'tween  two  c! 

Jluch  Two  props  cf  virtue  for  a  Christian  prince, 
To  stay  him  from  the  fall  of  vanity : 
And,  see,  a  hook  of  prayer  in  his  hand. 
Famous  Plantagenet,  most  gracions  prince, 
Lend  favorable  ear  to  our  requests ; 
And  pardon  as  the  interruption 
Of  thy  devotion,  and  right  Christian  zeal. 

Olo.  My  lord,  there  needs  no  such  apology : 
I  do  beseech  your  grace  to  pardon  me, 
"Who,  earnest  in  the  service  ofheaven, 
Deferr'd  the  visitation  of  my  friends. 
But,  leaving  this,  what  is  your  grace's  pleaenre? 

Bach  Even  that,  I  hope,  which  ploaseth  heaven, 
And  all  good  men  of  this  ungovem'd  isle. 

Gh.  I  do  suspect  I  have  done  some  offence, 
That  seems  disgraoious  in  the  city's  eye; 
And  that  you  come  to  reprehend  my  ignorance. 

£uck.  You  have,  my  lord ;  wonld  it  might  please  your  gi'aco. 
On  our  entreaties  to  amend  your  fault. 

Glo.  Else  wherefore  breathe  I  in  a  Ohristinn  land? 

£ach  Know,  then,  it  is  your  fault  that  yon  resign 
The  supreme  seat,  the  throne  majestical, 
The  sceptred  oflice  of  your  ancestors, 
Tonr  state  of  fortune  and  your  due  of  birtli. 
The  lineal  glory  of  yoar  royal  house, 
To  the  corruption  of  a  blemish'd  stock : 
Which  to  recovei",  we  heartiiy  solicit 
Your  gracious  self  to  take  on  you  the  charge 
And  kingly  government  of  this  your  land ; — 
Not  as  protector,  steward,  substitute, 
Or  lowly  factor  for  another's  gam; 
But  as  successively,  from  blood  to  blood. 
Your  right  of  birth,  your  erapery,  your  own. 
For  this,  consorted  with  the  citizens, 
Your  very  worshipful  and  loving  friends. 
In  this  just  suit  come  I  to  move  your  grace. 

GId.  I  cannot  tell,  if  to  depart  in  silence. 
Or  bitterly  to  speak  in  your  reproof, 
Best  fittetii  my  degree,  or  your  condition : 
If,  not  to  answer, — yon  might  haply  think 
Tongue-tied  amiiition,  not  replying,  yielded 
Tobear  tiie  golden  yoke  of  sovereignty. 
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Which  fondly  jou  would  here  impose  on  me ; 

If  to  reprove  you  for  this  salt  of  yours, 

So  season'd  with  your  faithful  lovo  to  me, 

Then,  on  the  other  side,  I  check'd  my  friends. 

Your  love  deserves  my  thanks ;  but  my  desert, 

Ilnmeritftble,  slracs  your  high  request. 

The  royal  tree  hath  left  us  royal  fruit, 

Vhioh,  mellow'd  hy  the  stealing  hours  of  time, 

Will  well  become  the  seat  of  majesty. 

And  make,  no  doubt,  us  happy  by  his  reign. 

On  him  I  lay,  that  you  would  lay  on  me, — 

The  right  and  fortune  of  his  happy  stars ; 

"Which  heaven  defend  that  I  should  wring  from  him  I 

Buek.  My  lord,  this  argues  conscience  in  your  grace ; 
But  the  respects  thereof  are  nice  and  trivial, 
All  circumstances  well  considered. 
Pray,  my  good  lord,  take  to  your  royal  self 
This  proifer'd  benefit  of  dignity ; 
If  not  to  bless  ns  and  the  land  withal, 
Yet  to  draw  forth  your  noble  ancestry 
From  the  corruption  of  abusing  time, 
Into  a  lineal  true-derived  course. 

May,  Do,  good  my  lord;  your  citizens  entreat  you, 

Buok.  Refuse  not,  mighty  Jord,  this  proffer'd  love. 

Gate.  O,  mafee  them  joyful,  grant  their  lawful  suit ! 

Glo.  Alaa,  why  would  you  heap  those  cares  on  me? 
I  am  unfit  for  state  and  majesty : — 
I  do  beseech  you,  talte  it  not  amiss ; 
1  cannot,  nor  I  will  not,  yield  to  you. 

B-uch.  If  you  refuse  it, — as,  in  love  and  zeal. 
Loath  to  depose  the  child,  your  brother's  son ; 
As  well  we  know  your  tenderness  of  heart, — 
Yet  know,  whe'r  yon  accept  our  suit  or  no. 
Your  brother's  son  shall  never  reign  our  king ; 
But  we  will  plant  some  other  in  the  throne, 
To  the  disgrace  and  downfall  of  your  house : 
And,  in  this  resolution,  here  we  leave  you,— 
Come,  citizens,  we  will  entreat  no  more. 

[Scit  Bdokihsham;  (A«  Mayor,  Alderm 
Citizens,  retiring. 

Cafe,  Call  them  again,  sweet  prince,  accept  their  suit: 
If  you  deny  them,  all  the  land  will  rue  it. 

Qlo.  "Will  you  enforce  me  to  a  world  of  cares  ? 
Call  them  again.  [Gatesby  goes  to  the  Mayor,  Sc,  and  ti 

I  am  not  made  of  stone, 
But  penetrable  to  your  kind  entreaties, 
Albeit  against  my  conscience,  and  my  sonl. — 
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Jle-enter   Bcckingiiam  and  Catesbt;    tlie  Major,  <&;.,  coming 

Cousin  of  Buekingham, — and  sage,  grave  men, — 
Since  you  will  buckle  fortune  on  my  Hack, — 
To  bear  her  burden,  whether  I  will  or  no, 
I  must  have  patience  to  endure  the  load : 
Bat  if  black  Boandal,  or  fonl-fac'd  reproach. 
Attend  the  sequel  of  yonr  irapoBition, 
Your  mere  enforcement  shall  acquittance  me 
IVom  all  the  impure  blots  and  etaina  thereof; 
For  heaven  knows,  and  you  may  partly  see. 
How  far  I  am  from  the  desire  of  this. 

May.  Heaven  bless  your  grace!  we  see  it,  and  will  say  it. 

6h.  In  saying  so,  you  shall  bat  say  the  truth. 

Bud.  Then  I  salute  yon  with  this  royal  title,— 
Long  live  king  Eichard,  England's  worUiy  king. 

All.  Amen. 

Buck.  To-morrow  may  it  please  you  to  be  crown'df 

Glo.  Even  when  you  please,  for  you  will  have  it  so. 

Bud.  To-morrow,  then,  we  will  attend  your  grace ; 
And  so,  most  joyfully,  we  take  our  leave. 

Glo.  [To  the  Bishops.]  Come,  let  ns  to  our  holy  work  again. — 
Farewell,  my  cousin; — farewell,  gentle  friends.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 

GlQsterifl  crownEd  king.  Hjrfiorihe  IHIc  of  Eichard  III.  TLe  yonng  pUneej 
Edward  V.  and  hiBbmther  \^e^^^fYo<:\i.  ore  fiopsraled  from  their  molhi;] 
and  confined  iu  the  Tower.  TUSard  having  married  the  Lady  Anno,  the  i 
oromied  with  him. 

SCENE  n.— J,  Soom  of  State  in  the  Palace. 

Sennet.    EionAnn,  a»  king  -upon  hk  throne ;  BucKiKGniM, 
Catksby,  a  Page,  and  othen. 

jr.  Rick.  Stand  all  apart. — Consin  of  Baekingham, — 

Buck.  My  gracious  sovereign  ? 

£".  Sich.  Give  me  thy  hand.    Thus  high,  by  thy  advice, 
And  thy  assistance,  is  king  Eichard  seated ; — 
But  shall  we  wear  these  glories  for  a  day  ? 
Or  shall  they  last,  and  we  rejoice  in  them  ? 

Suek.  Still  live  they,  and  forever  Jet  them  last ! 

K.  Sich,  Ah,  Buckingham,  now  do  I  play  the  touch, 
To  try  if  thou  be  current  gold  indeed  :— 
Young  Edward  lives ;— tliink  now  what  I  would  speak. 
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Bueh  Say  on,  my  loving  lord. 

JC  Sick.  Why,  Buckingham,  I  say,  I  would  be  king. 

Buck.  Why,  bo  you  are,  my  thrice-renowned  liege. 

K.  Sick.  Ha!  am  I  king?    'Tis  so :— but  Edward  lives. 

Buck.  True,  noble  prince. 

Jf,  Rich.  O  bitter  consequence, 

That  Edward  still  should  live, — "true,  noble  princel" — 
Cousin,  thoii  wast  not  wont  to  be  so  dull  :— 
Shall  I  be  plain  ? — I  wish  the  youngsters  dead ; 
And  I  would  have  it  suddenly  periorm'd. 
"What  saj'at  thou  now  ?  apeak  suddenly,  be  brief. 

Back.  Your  grace  may  do  your  pleasure. 

K.  Sick.  Tut,  tutl  thou  art  all  ice,  thy  kindness  freezes: 
Say,  have  I  thy  consent  that  they  shall  die  ? 

Buck.  Give  me  some  little  breath,  some  pause,  dear  lord, 
Before  I  positively  speak  in  thiar 
1  will  resolve  you  herein  presently.  [Etit. 

Gate,  [Aaide  to  another.]  The  king  is  angry;  see,  he  gnaws 

K.  Rich.   {Descends  from  Ms  throne.]   I   will    converse   with 
iron-witted  fools. 
And  unrespective  hoys  r  none  are  for  me. 
That  look  into  me  with  considerate  eyes; — 
High-reaching  Buckingham  grows  circumspect. — 
BoyI— 

Page.  My  lord? 

K.  Rich.  Know'st  thon  «ot  any,  whom  corrupting  gold 
Will  tempt  into  a  close  exploit  of  death? 

Fage.  I  know  a  discontented  gentleman. 
Whose  humble  means  match  not  iiis  haughty  spirit: 
Gold  were  as  good  a'i  twenty  orators. 
And  will,  no  doubt,  tempt  him  to  any  thing, 

^.  Rich.  What  is  his  name  i 

Page.  His  name,  my  lord,  is  Tyn-el. 

K.  Rich.  I  partly  know  the  man:  go,  call  him  hither,  hoy. — 
[MU  Page. 
The  deep-revolving  witty  Buckingham 
No  more  shall  be  the  neighbor  tci  my  counsels : 
Hath  he  so  long  held  out  with  me  nntir'd. 
And  stops  he  now  for  breath  f—wdl,  be  it  so. 

Enter  Staklet. 
How  now,  lord  Stanley  I  what's  the  news? 

Slan.  Know,  my  loving  lord, 
The  marquis  Dorset,  as  I  hear,  is  lied 
To  Richmond,  in  the  parts  where  he  abides. 

JB^.  Rick.  Come  hither,  Oatesby  : — rumor  it  abroad, 
That  Anne,  my  wife,  is  very  grievous  sick  ; 


Hosted  by  Google 


432  IliaTOEICAI. 

I  will  take  order  for  her  keeping  close : 

Enquire  me  out  8ome  mean  poor  gentleman, 

"Whom  I  wii'  marry  straight  to  Clarence'  daughter: — 

The  hoy  is  foolish,  and  I  fear  not  him. — 

Look,  how  thou  dream'stl— I  say  again,  give  out 

That  Anne  my  queea  is  sick,  and  like  to  die : 

About  it ;  fur  it  stands  mo  much  upon. 

To  atop  all  hopes  whose  growth  may  damage  me. — 

[Exit  Catbsby, 
I  must  be  married  to  my  hrother's  daughter. 
Or  else  my  kingdom  stands  on  brittle  glass: — 
Murder  her  brothers,  and  then  marry  her  I 
Uncertain  way  of  gain  1    But  I  am  in 
So  far  in  blood,  that  sin  will  pluck  on  sin : 
Tear-falling  pity  dwells  not  in  this  eye. — 

Re-enter  Page,  inith  Tyerel, 
Is  thy  name  Tyrrel? 

Tyr.  [Kneeling.'\  James  Tyrrel,  and  your  most  obedient  sub- 
ject. 

K.  Hich,  Art  thou,  indeed? 

Tm:  Prove  me,  my  gracious  lord. 

K.  Rkh.  Dflt'st  thou  resolve  to  kill  a  friend  of  mine  i 

Tyr.  Please  you ;  but  I  had  rather  kill  two  enemies. 

jr.  JHch.  "Why,  then  thou  hast  it :  two  deep  enemies, 
Foes  to  my  rest,  and  my  sweet  sleep's  disturbers. 
Are  they  that  I  would  have  thee  deal  upon  : — 
Tyrrel,  I  mean  those  princes  in  the  Tower. 

7)/T.  Let  me  have  open  means  to  come  to  them, 
And  soon  Pll  rid  you  from  the  fear  of  them. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  sing'st  aweet  music.    Hark,  come  hither,  Tyr- 
rel: 
Go,  by  this  token. — Else,  and  lend  thine  ear:  Whispers. 

There  is  no  more  hut  so :— say  it  is  done, 
And  I  will  love  thee,  and  prefer  thee  for  it, 

Tyr.  I  will  despatch  it  straight.  [JEnit. 

Ee-miter  Bdcsing^ah. 

Buek.  My  lord,  I  have  consider'd  in  my  mind 
The  late  demand  that  you  did  sound  me  in. 

K.  Rich.  "Well,  let  that  rest.    Dorset  is  fled  to  Eichmond. 

Buck.  I  hear  the  news,  my  lord. 

K.  Rick.  Stanley,  he  is  your  wife's  son; — well,  look  to  it. 

Buch  My  lord,  I  claim  the  gift,  my  due  by  promise. 
For  which  your  honor  and  your  faitli  is  pawn'd ; 
Th'  earldom  of  Hereford,  and  the  moveables, 
Which  yon  have  promised  I  shall  possess. 

K  Rich.  Stanley,  look  to  your  wife ;  if  she  convey 
Letters  to  Richmond,  you  shall  answer  it. 
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SvtiK  What  says  yonr  highness  to  my  just  request? 

JC.  Eich.  I  do  remember  me, — Henry  the  sixth 
Did  prophesy  that  Richmond  should  he  king, 
When  Richmond  was  a  little  peevish  hoy. 
A  fcingl — perhaps — 

Buck,  My  lord, — 

K.  Rich.  How  diance,  tlie  prophet  could  not  at  that  time 
Have  told  me,  I  heing  by,  that  I  should  kill  him? 

Bueh.  My  lord,  your  promise  for  the  earldom, — 

K.  Rich.  Eichmoad  I— When  last  I  was  at  Exeter 
Tlie  mayor  in  comlesy  show'd  me  the  castle,  ' 

And  caird  it— Eonge-moEt :  at  which  name  I  started 
Because  a  bard  of  Ireland  told  me  onee, 
I  slionld  not  live  long  after  I  saw  Eichmond. 

Buck.  My  lord, — 

K.  Sick.  Ay,  what's  o'clock  ? 

Bud.  I  am  thus  bold  to  put  your  grace  in  mind 
Of  what  you  promis'd  me. 

K.  Mich.  Well,  but  what's  o'clock? 

■^^.  ,    „  Upon  the  stroke  of  ten. 

K.  Hwh.  Well,  let  it  strike. 

-S""^*-  Why  let  it  strike  ? 

-ff.  Bich.  Because  that,  like  a  Jack,  thou  keep'st  the  stroke 
Betwixt  thy  begging  and  my  meditation. 
1  am  not  in  the  giving  vein  to-day. 

B«ck.  Why,  then  resolve  me  whether  you  will,  or  no. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  troublest  me;  I  am  not  in  the  vein. 

[Exeunt  EiNo  Riohard  and  train. 

Buck.  And  is  it  thus?  repays  he  my  deep  service 
With  such  contempt  ?  made  I  him  king  for  this  ? 
O,  let  me  think  on  Hastings,  and  be  gone 
To  Brecknock,  while  my  fearful  head  is  on.  [Exit. 

Touns  Edmiri]  sod  hij  brothsr  York  sr*  mnrdered  In  Iho  Tower,  bj  ordpr  of 
OInster.  BucklBghora  levlee  an  onny  in  Wales,  to  march  ogeinst  EleharA  ThB 
EorlofEichmond  receives  nUl  from  the  diBcontented  noWes,  who  desert  Glosler. 


SCENE  lY.—Before  the  Palaee. 
Enter  Queeb  Mahoakbt, 
Q.  Mar.  [Apart.]  Plantagenet  doth  quit  Plantagenet, 
Edward  for  Edward  pays  a  dying  debt. 

Q.  Eliz.  Wilt  thou,  6  heaven !  fly  from  such  gende  Iambs, 
And  throw  thorn  in  the  entrails  of  the  wolf? 
When  didst  thou  sleep,  when  such  a  Aof^A  was  done? 

Q.  Mar.  [Apart.]  When  holy  Harry  died,  and  my  ewect  eon 
Buck.  Dead  life,  blind  sight,  poor  mortal  living  ghost. 
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Woe's  Boene,  world's  shame,  grave's  due  by  life  usnrp'd, 
Brief  abstract  and  record  of  tedious  days, 

Kest  thy  nnrest  on  England's  lawful  earth,  [SilUng  dovtn. 

Unlawfully  made  dronk  with  innocent  blood! 

Q.  ElU.  Ah,  that  thou  woald'st  as  soon  atTord  a  grave. 
As  thou  canst  yield  a  melancholy  seat  I 
Then  wonld  I  hide  my  bones,  not  rest  them  here. 
Ai,  who  hath  any  cause  to  mourn  but  we  J  [Sitting  dcwn  iiy  her. 
Q.  Mar.  [Coming  forjcard.]  If  ancient  sorrow  be  most  rev- 
Give  mine  the  benefit  of  seniorj, 
And  let  my  griefs  frown  on  the  upper  hard. 
If  sorrow  can  admit  society,  [^Sitting  diyjcn  with  them. 

Tell  o'er  your  woes  again  by  viewing  nune:— 
1  had  an  Edward,  till  a  Richard  kill'd  him ; 
I  had  a  husband,  till  a  Eichard  kill'd  him : 
Thou  liadst  an  Edward,  till  a  Eichard  kill'd  him ; 
Thou  hadst  a  Eichard,  till  a  Eichard  kill'd  him. 

J)ucA.  I  had  tt  Eichard  too,  and  thou  didst  kill  liim  ; 
I  had  a  Rutland  too,  thou  holp'st  to  kill  Iiim. 

Q.  Mar.  Thou  hadst  a  Clarence  too,  and  Richard  kill'd  bim. 
Bneh.  0  Harry's  wife,  triumph  not  in  my  woes  1 
Ileaven  witness  with  me,  I  have  wept  for  thine. 

Q.  Eliz.  O,  thou  didst  prophesy  the  time  would  come, 
That  I  shonid  wish  for  thee  to  help  me  curse 
That  bottled  spider,  that  foul  hunch-haok'd  toad! 

Q.  Mar.  I  caJi'd  thee  then,  vain  flourish  of  my  fortune ; 
I  call'd  tliee  then,  poor  shadow,  painted  queen  ; 
The  presentation  of  but  what  I  was. 
Where  is  thy  husband  now  !  where  be  thy  brothers  ? 
Where  bo  thy  two  sons?  wherein  dost  thou  joy? 
Who  snes,  and  kneels,  and  says— God  save  the  queen  ! 
Where  be  the  bending  peers  that  flatter'd  theet 
Where  be  the  thronging  troops  that  follow'd  thee  3 
Thou  didst  usurp  my  place,  and  dost  thon  not 
Usurp  the  just  proportion  of  my  sorrow  ? 
Now  thy  proud  neck  hears  half  ray  burden'd  yoke ; 
From  which,  even  here,  I  slip  my  wearied  head. 
And  leave  the  burden  of  it  all  on  thee. 
Farewell,  York's  wife,  and  queen  of  sad  mischance: — 
These  English  woes  shall  make  me  smile  in  France. 

Q.  Eliz.  0  thou,  well  skill'd  in  curses,  stay  a  while, 
And  teach  me  how  to  curse  mine  enemies ! 
My  words  are  dull ;  0,  quicken  them  with  thine  t 

Q.  Mar.  "Thy  woes  will  make  them  sharp,  and  pierce  like 
mine.  [Exit. 

J)uch.  Why  sliould  calamity  be  full  of  words  ? 
Q.  Elk.  Poor  breatliing  orators  of  n  '     * " " ' 
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Let  them  hare  scope:  though  what  thej  do  impart 
Help  nothing  else,  yet  do  they  ease  the  heart. 

Ihich.  If  30,  tiien  be  not  toEgue-tied:  go  with  me, 
And  in  the  breath  of  bitter  words  let's  smother 
Mj  guilty  son,  that  thy  two  sweet  sons  smother'd.  [Drum.  Uard 
1  hear  his  drum:— be  copious  in  eiclaims. 

Enter  Kino  Eichaud,  ani  his  train,  marching. 

IT.  Eich.  Who  intercepts  me  in  my  expedition? 

I)ueh.  0,  she  that  might  have  intercepted  thee, 
aj  strangling  thee  when  thou  wast  born, 

^^  m'  ^^  B'aughters,  wreteh,  that  thou,  hast  done ! 

Q^.  Miz.  Hid'at  thou  that  forehead  with  a  golden  crown 
Where  should  be  branded,  if  that  right  were  right, 
The  slaughter  of  the  prince  that  ow'd  that  crown 
And  the  dire  death  of  my  poor  sons  and  brothers! 
Tell  me,  thou  villain-slave,  where  are  my  children ! 

Duch.  Whore  is  thy  brother  Clarence  ? 
And  little  Ned  Plantageuet,  his  son  ? 

Q.  .ffiw.  Where  is  the  gentle  Rivers,  Vaaghan,  Grey? 

JMieh.   Where  is  kind  Hastings! 

K.  Eich.  A  flourish,  trumpetsl  strike  alarum,  drumsl 
J^t  not  the  heavens  hear  these  tell-tale  women 
Kail  on  the  Lord's  anointed;  strike,  I  say!^ 
T-^L     1.        ..     ,        ,  {FlourisJi.    Alarums. 

titaer  he  patient,  and  entreat  me  fnir, 
Or  with  the  clamorous  report  of  war 
Thus  will  I  drown  your  exclamatious. 

Duch.  Art  tliOH  my  son  S 

K.  Eich.  Madam,  I  have  a  touch  of  your  condition 
That  cannot  brook  the  accent  of  reproof. 

Duch.  0,  let  me  speak  I 

-ff-  ^ieh-  Do,  then;  hut  I'll  not  hear. 

JJuch.  I  will  be  mild  and  gentle  in  ray  words. 

K.  Eitk.  And  brief,  good  mother ;  for  I  am  in  haste 

Duch.  Art  tliou  so  hasty?    I  have  stay'd  for  thee 
Heaven  knows,  in  torment  and  in  agony.  ' 

K.  Eich.  And  came  I  not  at  last  to  comfort  you  ? 

Ihich.  -^^, 

A  grievous  burden  was  thy  birth  to  me; 
Tetchy  and  wayward  was  thy  infancy ; 
Thy  school-days  frightful,  desperate,  wild,  and  furious  ■ 
Thy  prime  of  manhood  daring,  bold,  and  venturous  • 
Thy  age  conflrm'd,  proud,  subtle,  sly,  and  bloody 
More  mild,  but  yet  more  harmful,  kind  in  hatred  ■ 
No  comfortable  hour  canst  thon  name, 
That  ever  grao'd  me  in  thy  company. 

If.  Eich.  If  I  be  so  (lisgracLoiis  in  your  eye. 
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Let  me  march  on,  and  not  offend  you,  raadam.— 
Strike  op  the  drum  I 
Duch  I  pr'ythee,  hear  me  speak. 

K.  Rich.  You  speak  too  bitterly. 
BtKk.  Hear  me  a  word; 

For  I  shall  never  speak  to  thee  again. 
K.  Rich.  So. 

Lueh.  Either  thou  wilt  die,  by  heaven's  just  ordinance, 

Ero  from  this  war  thou  turn  a  conqueror; 
Or  I  with  grief  and  extreme  age  shall  perish, 
And  never  look  upon  thy  face  agidn. 
Therefore  take  with  thee  my  inoat  lieavj  curae ; 
"Which,  in  the  day  of  hattle,  tire  thee  more 
Than  all  the  complete  armor  that  thou  weai'stl 
Bloody  thou  art,  bloody  will  be  thy  end; 

Shame  serves  thy  life,  and  doth  thy  death  attend.  [Exit. 

Q.  Elh.  Though  far  more  cause,  yet  much  less  spirit  to  curse 
Abides  in  me ;  I  say  amen  to  her.  [Going. 

K.  Siek.  Stay,  madam ;  I  must  talk  a  word  with  you, 
Q.  Eli^.  I  have  no  more  sons  of  the  royal  blood, 
For  thee  to  slaughter :  for  my  daughters,  Eichard,— 
They  shall  be  praying  nuns,  not  weeping  queens ; 
And  therefore  level  not  to  hit  their  lives. 

K.  Rich.  You  have  a  daughter  call'd  Elizabeth, 
Virtuous  and  fair,  royal  and  gracious. 
Q.  Elh.  And  must  she  die  for  this) 
K.  Rkk.  Madam,  so  thrive  I  in  my  enterprise. 
And  dangerous  success  of  bloody  wars. 
As  I  intend  more  good  to  you  and  yours. 
Than  ever  you  or  yours  by  me  were  harm'd ! 

Q.  Elit.  wliat  good  is  cover'dwith  the  face  of  heaven. 
To  be  diaeover'd,  that  can  do  me  good! 
K.  Rich.  Th'  advancement  of  your  children,  gentle  lady, 
Q.  Eliz.  Up  to  some  scaffold,  there  to  lose  their  heads  i 
K.  Rich.  No,  to  the  dignity  and  height  of  honor, 
The  high  imperial  type  of  this  earth's  glory. 

Q.  Elie.  Flatter  my  sorrow  with  report  of  it ; 
Tell  me  what  state,  what  dignity,  what  honor. 
Canst  thou  demise  to  any  child  of  mine! 

K.  Rich.  Even  all  I  have ;  ay,  and  myself  and  all, 
Will  I  withal  endow  a  child  of  thine ; 
So  in  the  Lethe  of  thy  angry  soul 
Thoa  drown  the  sad  rememorance  of  those  wrongs, 
Which  thou  supposest  I  have  done  to  thee. 

Q.  Mia.  Be  brie£  lest  that  the  process  of  thy  kindness 
Last  longer  telling  than  thy  kindness'  date. 

JT.  Rich.  Tiien  know,  that  with  my  soul  I  love  thy  daughter, 
And  do  intend  to  make  her  queen  of  England, 
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Q.  ElU.  Well  tlion,  who  dost  thou  mean  shall  be  her  king? 

K.  Rich.  Even  he  that  makes  her  queeo:  who  else  should  be? 

Q.Elh.  What,  thou? 

K.  Rich.  I,  oven  I :  what  think  you  of  it,  madam  t 

Q.  Elii.  How  canst  thou  woo  her? 

K.  Rich.  That  I  would  learn  of  you, 

As  one  being  best  acquainted  with  her  humor. 

Q.  Elix.  And  wilt  thou  learn  of  me? 

K.  Rich.  Madam,  with  all  my  heart. 

Q.  Elit.  Send  to  her,  by  the  man  that  slow  her  brothers, 
A  pair  of  bleeding  hearts ;  thereon  engrave 
Edward  and  York ;  then  haply  will  she  weep  r 
Therefore  present  to  her,-— as  sometime  Margaret 
Did  to  thy  father,  steep'd  in  Rutland's  blood, — 
A  hflndkerchief ;  which,  say  to  her,  did  drain 
The  purple  sap  from  her  sweet  brother's  body, 
And  bid  her  wipe  her  weeping  eyes  withal. 
If  this  inducement  move  her  not  to  love, 
Send  her  a  letter  of  thy  noble  deeds ; 
Tell  her  thou  mad'st  away  her  nncle  Clarence, 
Her  uncle  Rivers;  ay,  and,  for  her  sake, 
Mad'st  quick  oonTeyance  with  her  good  aunt  Anne. 

K.  Hich.  You  mock  me,  madam ;  this  is  not  the  way 
To  win  your  daughter. 

Q.  Elis.  There  is  no  other  way ; 

TTnless  thou  couldst  put  on  some  other  shape, 
And  not  be  Richard  that  hath  done  tdl  this. 

K.  Rich.  Say,  that  I  did  all  this  for  love  of  her  f 

Q.  Eliz.  Nay,  then  indeed,  she  cannot  choose  but  hate  thee, 
Having  bought  love  with  such  a  bloody  spoil. 

K.  Rich.  Look,  what  is  done  cannot  be  now  amended ; 
Men  shall  deal  unadvisedly  sometimes, 
Which  after-hours  give  leisure  to  repent. 
If  I  did  take  the  kingdom  from  your  sons. 
To  make  amends  I'll  give  it  to  your  daughter. 

Q.  Elh.  What  canst  thou  swear  by? 

K.  Rich.  The  time  to  come. 

Q.  Eliz.  That  thou  hast  wrongM  in  the  time  o'erpast. 
The  children  live,  whose  parents  thou  hast  slaughter'd, 
Ungovern'd  youth,  to  wail  it  in  their  age; 
The  parents  live,  whose  children  thou  hast  butoher'd, 
Old  barren  plants,  to  wail  it  with  their  age. 
Swear  not  by  time  to  come ;  for  that  thou  hast 
Misus'd  ere  us'd,  by  times  ill-us'd  o'er-past. 

K.  Rich.  As  I  intend  to  prosper  and  repent. 
So  thrive  I  in  my  dangerous  attempt 
Of  hostile  arms  I  myself  myself  confound  I 
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Heaven,  and  fortane  bar  me  happy  Iiours! 

Day,  yield  me  not  thy  light,  ngr,  night,  thy  vest  1 

Be  opposite  all  planets  of  good  luck 

To  isy  proceeding,  if,  with  pure  heart's  love. 

Immaculate  devotion,  holy  thoughts, 

I  tender  not  thy  beauteona  princely  daughter! 

Ta  her  consists  my  happiness  and  thine; 

Without  her,  follows  to  myself  and  thee. 

Herself,  the  land,  and  many  a  Christian  soul, 

Death,  desolation,  ruin,  aad  decay  r 

It  cannot  he  avoided,  but  by  this ; 

It  will  not  be  avoided,  but  by  this. 

Therefore,  dear  mother,  (I  must  call  you  so) 

Be  the  attorney  of  my  love  to  her : 

Plead  what  I  will  he,  not  what  I  have  been ; 

Hot  my  deserts,  hat  what  I  will  deserve : 

Urge  the  necessity  and  state  of  times. 

And  be  not  peevish  found  in  great  designs. 

Q.  Elh.  Shall  I  he  tempted  thus  f 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  if  thou  art  tempted  to  do  good. 

Q.  Eliz.  Shall  I  forgot  myself  to  be  myself  f 

K.  RUh.  Ay,  if  your  selfs  remembrance  wrong  yourself. 

Q.  Elit.  Shall  I  go  win  my  daughter  to  thy  will  f 

IT.  Riek.  And  be  a  happy  mother  by  the  deed. 

Q.  BUz.  I  go. — Write  to  me  very  shortly, 
And  you  shall  understand  from  me  her  mind. 

K.  Rich.  Bear  her  my  true  love's  kiss ;  and  so,  farewell. 

[Kkaing  her.    ErAt  Q.  Eliz4beth. 
Eelenting  fool,  and  shallow,  changing  woman  I 

Enter  EiTCLiFF ;  Catesby  folhmng. 
How  now!  what  news? 

Rat.  Most  mighty  sovereign,  on  the  western  coast 
liideth  a  puissant  navy ;  to  the  shore 
Throng  many  doubtful  hollow-hearted  friends, 
Unarm'd,  and  nnresolv'd  to  heat  them  back ; 
'Tis  thought  that  Richmond  is  their  admiral ; 
And  there  they  hull,  expecting  but  the  aid 
Of  Buckingham  to  welcome  them  ashore. 

K.  Rich.  Some  light-foot  friend  post  to  the  duke  of  Norfolk: — 
Ratdiff,  thyself, — or  Catesby ;  where  is  ho  ? 

Gate.  Here,  my  good  lord. 

K..Eich.  Catesby,  fly  to  the  duke. 

■  Gate.  I  will,  my  lord,  with  all  convenient  haste, 

K.  Rich.  Ratcliff,  come  hither: — post  to  Salisbury: 
When  thou  com'st  thither, — Dull,  unmindful  villain, 

[To  Catesby, 
Why  stay'st  thou  here,  and  go'st  not  to  the  duke! 
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Cate.  First,  mighty  liege,  tell  mo  yonr  highness'  pleasure, 
What  from  your  grace  I  shall  deliver  to  him. 

K,  Jiich.  0,  true,  good  Oateshy;— bid  him  levy  straight 
The  greatest  strength  and  power  he  cau  make, 
'And  meet  me  suddenly  at  Salisbury, 

Cate.  I  go.  [Eieit. 

Sat.  What,  may  it  please  yon,  shall  I  do  at  SalisburyJ 

K.  Rich.  Why,  what  wouldst  thou  do  there,  before  I  go? 

Eat,  Your  highness  told  me  I  should  post  before. 
Enter  Staniky. 

7i"  Etcli.  My  mind  is  ohang'd.^ Stanley,  what  news  with  you  J 

Start.  None  good,  my  liege,  to  please  you  with  the  hearing; 
Nor  none  so  bad,  bnt  well  may  be  reported. 

K.  Rkh.  Heyday,  a  riddle  I  neither  good  nor  bad 
What  need'st  thou  rnn  so  many  miles  about, 
When  thou  may'st  tell  thy  tale  the  nearest  way? 
Once  more,  what  news! 

Stan.  Richmond  is  on  the  seas.  . 

K.  Eick,  There  let  him  sink,  and  be  the  seas  on  him! 
Wbite-Iiver'd  runagate,  what  doth  he  there? 

Stan.  I  know  not,  mighty  sovereign,  but  by  guess. 

K.  Rich.  Well,  as  you  gness? 

Stan.  Stirr'd  up  by  Dorset,  Bucliingham,  and  Morton, 
lie  makes  for  England,  here,  to  claim  the  crown. 

K.  Rich.  Is  the  chdr  empty  ?  is  the  sword  unsway'd  3 
Is  the  ting  dead  9  the  empire  unpossess'd  t 
What  heir  of  York  is  there  alive,  but  we  ? 
And  who  is  England's  king,  but  great  York's  heir  ? 
Then,  tell  me,  what  makes  he  upon  the  seas? 

Stan.  Unless  for  that,  my  liege,  I  cannot  guess. 

K.  Itieh.  Unless  for  that  he  comes  to  be  your  liege, 
You  cannot  gness  ■wherefore  the  Welshman  comes. 
Thou  wilt  revolt,  and  fly  to  him,  I  fear, 

Stan.  Nojinighty  Jiege ;  therefore,  mistrust  me  not. 

K.  Rich.  Where  is  thy  power,  then,  to  beat  him  back  ? 
Where  be  thy  tenants  and  thy  followers  ? 
Are  they  not  now  upon  the  western  shore, 
Safe-conducting  the  rebels  from  their  ships  ? 

Stan.  No,  my  good  lord,  my  friends  are  in  the  north. 

K.  Rich.  Cold  friends  to  me :  What  do  they  in  the  north. 
When  they  should  serve  their  sovereign  in  the  west! 

Stan.  They  have  not  been  commanded,  mighty  king 
P!easoth  your  miyesty  to  give  me  leave, 
I'll  muster  up  my  friends,  and  meet  your  grace. 
Where  and  what  time  your  msyesty  shall  please. 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  ay,  thou  wouldst  be  gone  to  join  with  Eichmond : 
But  I'll  not  trust  tiiee. 
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Stan.  Most  mighty  sovereign, 
You  Lave  no  cause  to  hold  my  friendship  doubtful : 
I  never  was,  nor  never  will  be  false, 

K.  Eieh.  Go,  then,  and  muater  men.    But  leave  behind 
Your  son,  George  Stanley :  look  your  heart  be  firm, 
Or  else  his  head's  assurance  is  but  frail. 

Stan.  So  deal  with  LLm,  as  I  prove  true  to  you.  [Exit. 

Eater  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  My  gracious  sovereign,  now  in  Devonsliiro, 
As  I  by  friends  am  well  advertised, 
Sir  Edward  Courtney,  and  the  haughty  prelate, 
Bishop  of  Eseter,  his  elder  brother. 
With  many  more  confederates,  are  in  arras. 
Enter  a  second  Messenger. 

2  Mess.  In  Kent,  my  liege,  the  Guildfords  are  in  arms : 
And  every  hour  more  competitors 

Flock  to  the  rebels,  and  their  power  grows  strong. 
Enter  a  third  Messenger. 

3  Mess.  My  lord,  the  army  of  great  Buckingham — 

K.  Rich.  Out  on  ye,  owlsl  notliing  but  songa  of  death! 

{He  itrikes  Aim. 
There,  take  thou  that,  till  thou  bring  better  news. 

8  Mets.  The  news  I  have  to  tell  your  majesty 
Is,  that  by  sudden  floods  and  fall  of  waters, 
Huokinghara's  army  is  dispers'd  and  scatter'd ; 
And  lie  himself  wander'd  away  alone, 
No  man  knows  whither. 

K.  Etch.  I  cry  thee  mercy : 

There  is  my  purse,  to  cure  that  blow  of  thine. 
Hatli  any  well-advised  friend  proclaim'd 
Reward  to  him  that  brings  the  traitor  in  1 

3  Mess.  Such  proclamation  hath  been  made,  my  lord. 

Enter  a  fourth  Messenger. 

4  Mesa.  Sir  Thomas  Lovel,  and  lord  marquess  Dorset, 
'Tis  said,  my  liege,  in  Yorkshire  are  in  arms: 

But  this  good  oonifort  bring  I  to  your  highness, — 

The  Bretagno  navy  is  dispers'd  by  tempest: 

Richmond,  in  Dorsetshire,  sent  out  a  boat 

Unto  the  shore,  to  ask  those  on  the  banks, 

]f  they  were  his  assistants,  yea,  or  no ; 

Who  anawer'd  him,  they  came  from  Bnckingham 

Upon  his  party :  he,  mistrusting  them, 

Hois'd  sail,  and  made  his  course  again,  for  Brotagne. 

.K.  Rich.  March  on,  march  on,  since  we  are  up  in  arms  ; 


Hosted  by  Google 


KING  KICHAKD  UI. 


Enter  Oatesby. 


Cate,  My  liege,  the  duke  of  Biickingliam  h  taken, — 
That  is  the  best  nen-s:  that  th«  earl  of  Richmond 
Is  with  a  mighty  jKuvei"  landed  at  Milford, 
Is  colder  news,  but  yet  they  must  be  told. 

K.  Rich.  Away  towards  Salisbury  I  while  we  reason  here, 
A  royal  battle  might  be  won  and  lostr— 
Some  one  take  order,  Uuckingham  be  brocglit 
To  Salisbury ;  the  rest  march,  on  with  me.  \ExeunU 


ACT  V. 

8CEKE  I.— Saliabnry.     An  open  Place, 
The  Dulce  of  Buctlnghim  is  esecBlcd  bf  order  ol  Blcliud. 

SCENE  li.—A  Plain  near  Tamwortli. 

Enter,  inih  drum,  and  colors,  Eicdmokd,  Osfoed,  Sir  James 
Blukt,  Sir  Walter  Herbect,  and  others,  wilJtforeci,  marek- 
ing. 

Eiehm.  Tellows  in  arms,  and  my  most  laving  friends, 
Bruis'd  und^neath  the  yo^e  of  tyranny. 
Thus  far  into  the  bqwels  of  the  land 
Have  we  march 'd  on  withont  impediment ; 
And  here  receive  we  from  our  father  Stanley 
Lines  of  fair  comfort  and  encouragement. 
The  wretched,  bloody,  and  usurping  boar. 
That  spQJl'd  your  summer  fields,  and  fruitful  vines, 
Is  now  even  in  the  centre  of  this  isle, 
Near  to  the  tojvn  of  Leicester,  as  we  leom : 
From  Tamworth  thither  is  but  one  day's  march. 
In  heaven's  name,  choerly  on,  courageona  friends, 
To  reap  the  harvest  of  perpetual  peace 
By  this  one  bloody  trial  of  aliarp  war. 

Oxf.  Every  man's  conscience  is  athousand  swords, 
To  fight  against  that  bloody  homicide. 

Herb.  I  doubt  not  bnt  his  friends  will  turn  to  us. 

Blunt.  He  hath  no  friends  but  what  are  friends  for  fear. 
Which  in  his  dearest  need  will  fly  from  him. 

Sichm.  All  for  our  vantage.     Then,  in  heaven's  name,  march ; 
True  hope  is  wift,  and  flies  with  swallow's  wings ; 
Kings  it  makes  gads,  and  meaner  creatures  kiags.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  III.— Bosworth  Field. 

.£Vito' KiKG  EiCiiAitD  and  forces;  tlieTlVKE  of  Kop.fole,  Eael 
OF  ScERBT,  and  others. 

K.  Rick.  Here  pitch  our  tent,  even  hero  in  Bosworth  field. — 
My  lord  of  Surrey,  why  look  you  eo  eadt 

8ar.  My  heart  is  ten  times  lighter  than  my  looks. 

K.  Rich.  My  lord  of  Norfolk, — 

Hot.  Here,  most  gracious  liege. 

K.  Rich.  Norfolk,  we  must  have  knocks ;  ha  I  nrast  we  not  ? 

JViir.  We  must  both  givo  and  take,  my  loving  lord. 

-ff".  Rick.  Up  with  my  tent!  here  will  I  lie  to-nig!it; 

[Soldiers  legin  to  set  -ap  the  Kibo'b  tent. 
But  where  to-morrow  1 — Well,  all's  one  for  that. — 
Who  hath  descried  the  number  of  the  traitors! 

JNbr.  Sis  or  seven  thousand  is  their  utmost  power, 

X  Ritk.  Why,  our  battalia  trebles  that  account : 
Besides,  the  king's  name  is  a  tower  of  strength. 
Which  they  upon  the  adverse  faction  want. — 
Up  with  the  tent !— Come,  noble  gentlemen, 
Let  us  survey  the  vantage  of  the  ground ; — 
Call  for  some  men  of  sound  direction : — 
Let's  lack  no  discipline^  make  no  delay ; 
For,  lords,  to-roorrow  is  a  busy  day.  [Exeunt. 

Enter,  en  the  other-  side  of  the  fdd,  Eichmond,  Sit  Wiu.iam 
Brakdoh,  Oxford,  and  other  Loi-ds.  Some  of  the  Soldiers 
pitch  RiCHMOsn's  tent. 

Richm.  The  weary  sim  hatb  made  a  goUen  set, 
And,  by  the  bright  track  of  his  fiery  ear, 
Gives  token  of  a  goodly  day  to-morrow. — 
Sir  William  Brandon,  you  shall  bear  my  standard. — 
Give  me  some  ink  and  paper  in  my  tent ; 
I'll  draw  the  form  and  model  of  our  battle, 
Limit  each  leader  to  his  several  charge. 
And  part  in  jast  proportion  our  small  power. — 
My  lord  of  Oxford, — you,  Sir  William  Brandon, — 
And  yon,  Sir  Walter  Herbert,— stay  with  me. — 
The  earl  of  Pembroke  keeps  his  regiment : — 
Good  captaia  Blnnt,  bear  my  good  night  to  him, 
And  by  the  second  hour  in  the  morning 
Desire  the  earl  to  see  me  in  my  tent : 
Yet  one  thing  more,  good  captain,  do  for  me, — 
Where  is  lord  Stanley  qnarter'd,  do  you  know? 

Blunt.  Unless  I  have  mista'en  his  colors  much, 
(Which,  well  I  am  assur'd,  I  have  not  dgne) 
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His  regiment  lies  lialf  a  mile  at  least 
Sonth  from  the  mighty  power  of  the  king. 

Ekhm.  If  without  peril  it  be  possible, 
Sweet  Blunt,  malte  some  good  means  to  speak  with  Lim, 
And  give  him  Irom  me  this  most  needful  note. 

Blunt.  Upon  ray  life,  my  loi-d,  I'll  nndertalie  it ; 
And  so,  God  give  you  quiet  rest  to-night  I 

Skhm.    Good  night,  good   captain  Blunt.  —  Come,  gentle- 
Let  us  consult  upon  to-morrow's  business ; 
Itt  to  my  tent,  the  air  is  raw  and  cold. 

IThei;  withdraw  into  the  tent. 

Enter,  to  his  tent,  Kisq  Eiohard,  Noiifoi-k,  Eatcuff,  and 
Catescy. 

K  Rich.  What  is't  o'clock? 

Gate.  It's  supper-time,  my  loi-d;  it's  nine  o'clock. 

K.  Rich.  I  will  not  sup  to-night.— 
Give  me  some  ink  and  paper, — 
What,  is  ray  beaver  easier  than  it  was! 
And  al!  my  armor  laid  into  my  tent? 

Gate.  It  is,  my  liege;  and  all  things  are  iu  readiness. 

K.  Rich.  Good  Norfolk,  hie  thee  to  tliy  charge; 
Use  careful  watch,  choose  trusty  sentinels. 

Nor.  I  go,  my  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Stir  with  the  lark  to-morrow,  gentle  Norfolk. 

Nor.  I  warrant  yoa,  my  lord.  \Exit 

K.  Rich.  Eatoliff,— 

Rat.  My  lord! 

S^  Rich,  Send  out  a  pursuivant  at  arms 

To  Stanley's  regiment ;  bid  him  bring  Hs  power 
Before  snn-rising,  lest  his  son  George  fall 

Into  the  blind  cave  of  eternal  night 

Fill  me  a  bowl  of  wine.— Give  me  a  watch.— 

'  "e  white  Surrey  for  the  field  to-n 


look  that  my  staves  be  sound,  and  not  too  heavv. — 
Eatcliff,—  ^ 

Rat.  My  lord? 

JT.  Sieh.  Saw'st  thou  the  melancholy  lord  Northumberland  J 

Rat.  Thomas  the  earl  of  Surrey,  and  himself, 
Went  through  the  army,  cheflriag  up  die  soldiers. 

K.  Rich.  00, 1  am  satisfied.- Give  mo  a  bowl  of  wine: 
I  have  not  that  alacrity  of  spirit, 
Nor  cheer  of  mind,  that  I  was  wont  to  have— 
Set  it  down. — la  ink  and  paper  ready  ? 

Rat.  It  is,  my  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Bid  my  guard  watch  ;  leave  me. 
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Eatoliff,  about  ILe  mid  of  night,  come  to  my  tent 
And  help  to  eiia  me.— Leave  me,  I  say. 

[King  RicnAfiD  rttirei  into  Ma  tent.    Exeunt 
EATCLiFr  and  Oatksbt. 

Eichmosd's  tent  open*,  and  discmeri  Mm  and  hi)  officers,  <6c. 
Enter  Stanley. 

Stan.  Fortune  and  victory  sit  on  thy  helm  I 

EicJim.  All  comiort  that  the  dark  night  can  sfford, 
Be  to  thy  person,  noble  father-in-law  1 
Tell  me,  how  fares  our  loving  mother  1 

Stan.  I,  by  attorney,  bless  thee  from  thy  mother. 
Who  prays  continually  for  Richmond's  good. 
Prepare  thy  battle  early  in  the  morning, 
And  put  thy  fortune  to  the  arbitrement 
Of  bloody  strokes,  and  mortal-staring  war. 
I,  as  I  may,  (that  which  I  would  I  cannot) 
With  best  advantage  will  deceive  the  time, 
And  aid  thee  in  this  doubtful  shock  of  anna : 
Hut  on  thy  side  I  may  not  be  too  forward, 
Lest,  being  seen,  thy  brother,  tender  George, 
Be  eseonted  in  his  fether's  sight. 
Farewell :  the  leisure  and  the  fearful  time 
Outs  off  the  ceremonious  vows  of  love. 
And  ample  interchange  of  sweet  discourse, 
Which  so  long  sunder'd  friends  should  dwell  upon : 
Heaven  give  us  leisure  for  these  rites  of  love ! 
Once  more,  adieu ;  be  valiant,  and  speed  weill 

Elchm.  Good  lords,  conduct  him  to  his  regiment : 
ril  strive,  with  troubled  thoughts,  to  take  a  nsp. 
Lest  leaden  slumber  bear  me  down  to-morrow, 
When  I  should  mount  with  wings  of  victory : 
Once  more,  good  night,  kind  lords  and  gentlemen. 

[Exeunt  Officers,  <fic.,  mlh  Stanley. 
0  Thon,  whose  captain  I  accoimt  myself. 
Look  on  ray  forces  *ith  a  gracious  eye ; 
Put  in  their  hands  thy  bruising  irons  of  wrath. 
That  they  may  cru^i  down  with  a  heavy  fall 
Th'  usurping  helraets  of  onr  adversaries ! 
Make  us  tfiy  ministers  of  ch^tisement, 
That  we  may  praise  thee  in  thy  victory! 
To  thee  I  do  commend  my  watchful  soul, 
Ere  I  let  fall  the  windows  of  mine  eyes : 

Sleeping  and  waking,  O,  defend  me  still  1  [Sleeps. 

The  Ghost  of 'Pauses  Edwam>,  son  to  Emry  the  Sixth,  riset  le- 
tween  the  two  tents. 
Ghost.  [TbKiKoE.]  Let  mesit  hcavyon  tliy  sonl  to- 
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Think,  how  tlion  stabb'dstme  in  my  prime  of  youth 
At  Tewksbnry:  despair,  therefore,  and  die! — 

Be  cheerful,  Eiohmond ;  for  the  wronged  souls 
Of  hutolier'd  princes  fight  in  thy  behalf; 
King  Henry's  issue,  Eiehmond,  comforts  thee. 

The  Ghost  of  Kiae  Heket  the  Sixth  riiKK 

Gkoaf.  [To  Kiiro  R.]  "When  I  was  mortal,  my  anoiuted  body 
By  tliee  was  punched  full  of  deadly  holes : 
Think  on  the  Tower,  and  me :  despair  and  die, — 
IJarry  the  sixth  bids  thee  despsur  and  die  I — 

[3b  Richmond.]  Virtuous  and  holy,  be  thou  conquerorl 
Harry,  that  prophesied  thoa  shonld'st  he  king, 
Doth  comfort  thee  in  sleep  :  live,  aad  flourish  1 
T/iB  Gfiost  ^/'CLiBEBca  rises. 

Ghost.  [To  KiN<i  E.]  Let  me  sit  heavy  on  tliy  soul  to-morrow  1 
I,  that  was  wash'd  to  death  with  fulsome  wine, 
Poor  Chirence,  by  thy  guile  betraj'd  to  death  I 
To-morrow  in  the  battle  think  on  me, 
And  fall  thy  edgeless  sword :  despiur,  and  die  1 

[To  EicBMOrjD.]  Thou  offspring  of  tlie  house  of  Lancaster, 
Tlie  wronged  heirs  of  York  do  pray  for  thee : 
Good  angels  guard  thy  battle !    Live,  and  flourish ! 

The  Ghosts  of  Kitees,  Geet,  and  Vauosan  rise. 

Gh.  of  Eh.  [To  KiKft  E-l  Let  me  sit  heavy  on  thy  soul  to- 

Eivers,  that  died  at  Pomfret  I     Despair,  and  die  1 

Oh.  of  Grey.  [To  Kiho  E.]  Think  upon  Grey,  and  let  thy  sou! 

Gh.  of  Vaugh.  [To  Kikci  E.]  Think  upon  Vaugban,  and  with 
gnilty  fear 
Let  fall  thy  lance:  despair,  and  die! 
All  Three.  [To  EicnsiosD.]  Awake  I  and  think  our  wrongs  in 
Eichard's  bosom 
Will  conquer  him!— Awake,  and  win  the  day! 
The  Ghost  of  IIabtinos  rkes. 
Ghost.  [To  King  E.]  Bloody  and  guilty,  guiltily  awake. 
And  in  abloody  battle  end  thy  days! 
Think  on  lord  Hastings:  despair,  and  die  1 — 

[To  Eiohmond,}  Quiet  untroubled  soul,  awake,  awakel 
Arm,  fight,  and  conqner,  for  fair  England's  sake. 

The  Ghosts  of  the  two  young  PniscBa  rise. 
Ghosts.  Dream  on  thy  cousins  smother'd  in  the  Tower: 
Let  us  bo  lead  within  thy  bosom,  Eichard, 
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And  weigli  thee  down  to  niin,  shame,  and  death  1 
Tliy  nephews'  Boula  bid  thee  despair,  and  die! — 

Slocp,  Kichmond,  sleep  in  peace,  and  wake  in  joy; 
Good  angels  guard  thee  fi'om  the  boar's  annoy  1 
Edward's  unhappy  Bons  do  bid  thee  flourish. 

.  The  Ghost  o/QcBBS  Amse  rkes. 

Ghoaf.  Richard,  thy  wife,  that  wretched  Anno  thy  wife, 
Now  fills  thy  Bleep  with  perturhations : 
To-morrow  in  the  battle  think  on  me, 
And  fall  thy  edgeless  sword:   despair,  and  die  !  — 

[To  EioHMOS!).]  Thou  quiet  soul,  sleep  thou  a  quiet  sleep ; 
Dream  of  success  and  happy  victory: 
Thy  adversary's  wife  doth,  pray  for  thee. 

The  (?/w»t  o/BncKixaHAiirfeai. 

Ghost.  [To  KisoR,]  The  first  was  I  that  help'd  thee  to  the 

The  last  was  I  that  felt  thy  tyranny : 

O,  in  the  battle  think  on  Buckingham, 

And  die  in  terror  of  thy  guiltiness  I 

DrSam  on,  dream  on,  of  bloody  deeds  and  death : 

Fainting,  despair;  despairing,  yield  thybreathl — 

[To  EioHMOND.]  I  died  for  hope  ere  I  could  lend  thee  aid : 
But  cheer  thy  heart,  and  be  thou  not  dismay'd: 
Goil  and  good  angels  fight  on  Eichraond'a  side ; 
And  Richard  falls  in  height  of  all  his  pride, 

[The  Ghosts  vanish.     Eiso  Eicniifn  sta,rts  out 
ofhU  dream. 

K.  Rkh.  Give  me  another  horse ! — bind  up  my  wounds  I— 
Have  mercy,  heaven ! — Soft  I  I  did  but  dream. — 

0  cowai-d  conscience,  how  dost  thou  afflict  me ! — 
The  lights  burn  blue. — It  is  now  dead  midnight. 
Cold  fearful  drops  stand  on  my  trembling  flesh. 
What,  do  I  fear  myself?  there's  none  else  by : 
Richard  loves  Richard ;  that,  is,  I  am  I. 

Is  there  a  murderer  here  ?    No ; — yes,  I  am ; 

Then  fly.    What,  from  myself!    Great  reason  why,- 

Leat  I  revenge.    What,  myself  upon  myself? 

Alack,  I  love  myself.    Wherefore?  for  any  good 

That  I  myself  have  done  unto  myself  f 

O,  no !  alas,  I  rather  hate  myself 

For  hateful  deeds  committed  by  myself! 

1  am  a  villain :  yet  I  lie,  I  am  not. 

Fool,  of  thyself  speak  well  .-—fool,  do  not  flatter. 
My  conscience  hath  a  thousand  several  tongues, 
And  every  tongue  brings  in  a  several  tale. 
And  every  tale  condemns  me  for  a  villain. 
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Perjury,  perjury,  in  the  bigh'st  degree ; 
Murder,  stern  murder,  in  the  dir'st  degree ; 
All  several  sins,  all  us'd  iaeach  de^ee, 
Throng  to  the  bar,  crying  all, — Gniltyl  guilty! 
I  shall  despair. — There  is  no  creatai'e  loves  ine; 
And  if  I  die,  no  soul  shall  pity  me  ;^ 
Nay,  wherefore  should  they, — since  that  I  myself 
Find  in  myself  no  pity  to  myself? 
Methought  the  souls  of  all  liat  I  had  murder'd 
Carao  to  my  tent ;  and  every  one  did  threat 
To-morrow's  vengeance  on  the  head  of  Eichard. 
Enter  Katcliff. 

Sat.  My  lord,— 

K.Eich.  "Who's  there! 

Bat.  Ratoliff,  my  lord;  'tis  I.     The  early  village  cock 
Hath  twice  done  salutation  to  the  mom ; 
Tour  frieads  are  up,  and  bnckie  on  their  armor. 

K.  Rich.  O  Eatcliff,  I  have  dream'd  a  fearful  dream! — 
"What  think'st  thou  3 — will  our  friends  prove  all  true  ? 

Sat.  No  donht,  my  lord. 

K.  Sieh.  0  liatclifF,  I  fear,  I  fear, 

Sat,  Nay,  good  my  lord,  he  not  afraid  of  shadows. 

K.  Sieh.  By  Saint  Paul,  shadows  to-night 
Have  struck  more  terror  to  the  soul  of  Eichard, 
Than  can  the  substance  often  thousand  soldiers, 
Armed  in  proof,  and  led  by  shallow  Eichmond. 
■  It  is  not  yet  near  day. '  Come,  go  with  me ; 
Under  our  tents  11!  play  the  eaves-dropper, 
To  hear  if  any  mean  to  shrink  from  me. 

[Exeunt  Kik&  Eichaed  and  Eatcliff. 

Enter  Oxfoed,  and  othen. 

Lords.  Good  morrow,  Eichmond! 

Siehm.  [Waking.]  Cry  mercy,  lords,  and  watchful  gentlemen, 
That  you  have  ta'en  a  tardy  slu^ard  here. 

Lords.  How  have  youslept,  my  lord? 

Eiekm.  The  sweetest  sleep,  and  fairest-boding  dreams 
Tliat  ever  enter'd  in  a  drowsy  head, 
Have  I  since  yonr  departure  had,  my  lords. 
Methought  their  souls,  whose  bodies  Eichard  murder'd, 
Oame  to  my  tent,  and  cried  on  victory : 
I  promise  you,  my  heart  is  very  jocund 
In  the  remembrance  of  so  fiui"  a  dream. 
How  far  into  the  morning  is  it,  lords! 

Ijyrd$.  Upon  the  stroke  of  four. 

Eickm.  Why,  then  'tis  time  to  arm,  and  give  direction.— 

[  He  advances  to  the  troops. 
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More  tliau  I  have  said,  loving  countrymen, 

The  leisure  and  enforcement  of  the  time 

Forbids  to  dwell  on :  yet  remember  thia, — 

Heaven  and  our  good  cause  fight  upon  our  side ; 

The  prayers  of  holy  saints  and  wronged  souls. 

Like  high-rear'd  bulwarks,  stand  before  our  f^ces; 

Richard  ezcept,  those  whpni  we  fight  against 

Had  ratter  have  ns  win,  than  him  they  follow ; 

For  what  is  he  they  follow  ?  truly,  gentlenien, 

A  bloody  tyrant  and  a  homicide ; 

One  raia'd  in  blood,  and  one  in  blood  establish 'd ; 

One  that  made  means  to  tome  by  what  he  hatb, 

And  slaughter'd  those  that  were  the  means  to  help  him; 

A  base  foul  atone,  made  preoioua  by  the  foil 

Of  England's  chair,  where  he  is  falsely  set ; 

One  that  is  an  enemy  to  heaven. 

Tlien,  if  you  fight  agiunst  such  enemy. 

Heaven  will,  in  justice,  ward  you  as  bis  soldiers ; 

If  you  do  flglit  to  put  a  tyrant  down, 

Tou  sleep  in  peace,  the  tyrant  being  slain ; 

Then,  in  the  name  of  heaven  and  all  your  rights. 

Advance  your  standards,  draw  your  willing  swoi-ds. 

For  me,  tJie  ransom  of  my  bold  attempt 

Shall  be  this  cold  corse  on  the  earth's  cold  face ; 

But  if  I  thrive,  Uie  gaia  of  my  attempt 

The  least  of  yon  sh^l  share  his  part  thereof. 

Sound  drums  and  trumpets  boldly  and  oheerfnlly; 

Grod  and  Saint  George !  Eichmond  and  victory  I  [Mc&unt. 

Ee-enUr  Kino  Richabd,  Eatcliff,  Attendants,  and  forces. 

jr.  Bieh.  What  said  Northumberland,  as  touching  Eichmond! 

Hat.  That  he  was  never  trained  up  in  arms. 

K.  Hick.  He  said  the  truth :  and  what  said  Surrey  then  f 

^aL  He  smil'd,  and  said,  the  better  for  our  parpose. 

K.  Mch.  He  was  i'  the  right ;  and  so,  indeed,  it  is. 

[ClocJc  strii-c!'. 
Tell  the  cloclt  there. — Give  me  a  calendar. — 
Who  saw  the  sun  to-day  3 

Bai.  Kot  I,  my  lord. 

K.  SecTt.  Tlien  he  disdains  to  shine ;  for  by  the  book. 
He  should  have  hrav'd  the  east  an  hour  ago : 
A  black  day  will  it  be  to  somebody. — 
Katcliff,— 

Sat.  My  lord! 

K.  Rich.  Tlie  sun  will  not  be  seen  to-day ; 

The  sky  doth  frown  and  lower  upon  our  army. 
I  would  these  dewy  tears  were  from  the  grountl. 
Not  shiue  to-day  1     Wliy,  whiit  is  that  to  me. 
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More  than  to  Kiclimond?  for  the  self-samo  heaven 
That  frowns  on  me,  looka  eadiy  upon  liim. 
£aler  NoEroLC 

S^or.  Arm,  arm,  my  lord,  the  foe  vaunts  in  the  field. 

K.  Rich.  Oorae,  bustle,  bustle  ;— eapwison  my  horse; — 
Call  np  lord  Stanley,  bid  him  bring  his  power; 
I  will  lead  forth  my  soldiers  to  the  plain. 
And  thus  my  battle  shall  he  ordered ; — 
My  forward  shall  be  drawn  out  all  in  length, 
Consisting  equally  of  horse  and  foot ; 
Our  archers  shall  be  placed  in  the  midst  t 
John  duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  earl  of  SniTcy, 
Shall  have  the  leading  of  this  foot  and  horse. 
They  thus  directed,  n'e  will  follow 
In  the  main  battle ;  whose  puissance  on  either  side 
Shall  be  well  winged  with  our  chiefest  horse. 
This,  and  Saint  George  to  hoot  I— What  think'st  thou,  Norfolk ! 

Jfor.  A  good  direcUon,  warlike  sovereign. — 
This  found  I  on  my  tent  this  morning.  [OMng  a  teroll. 

K.RIch.  [Readi.'\  "Jocky  of  Norfolk,  be  not  too  bold, 
For  Dickon  tliy  master  is  bought  and  sold," 
A  thing  devised  by  the  enemy. — 
Go,  gentlemen,  every  man  to  his  charge : 
Let  not  our  babbling  dreams  affright  our  souls  ; 
Conscience  is  but  a  word  that  cowards  use, 
Devia'd  at  Brst  to  keep  the  strong  in  awe : 
Our  strong  arms  he  our  conscience,  swords  our  law. 
March  on,  join  bravely,  let  us  to't  pell-mell  ;— 
Eemember  whom  you  are  to  cope  withal; — 
A  sort  of  vagabonds,  rascals,  and  rnn-aways, 
A  acnm  of  Bretagnes,  and  base  lackey  peasants,- 
Whom  their  o'er-cloyed  country  vomits  forth 
To  desperate  ventures  and  assur'd  destruction. 
And  who  doth  lead  them,  but  a  paltry  fellow, 
Long  kept  in  Bretagne  at  our  mother's  cost? 
A  milk-sop,  one  that  never  in  his  life 
Felt  so  much  cold  as  over  shoes  in  snow ! 
Let's  whip  these  stragglers  o'er  the  seas  again ; 
Lash  hence  those  over-weening  rags  oflVance, 
These  faroish'd  be^ars,  weary  of  their  lives ; 
Who,  but  for  dreaming  on  this  fond  exploit. 
For  want  of  means,  poor  rats,  had  hang'd  themselves : 
If  we  be  conquer'd,  let  men  conquer  us, 
And  not  these  dastard  Bcetagnes ;  whom  onr  fathers 
Have  in  their  own  land  beaten,  bobh'd,  and  thump'd. 
And,  on  record,  left  them  the  heirs  of  shame,    \lh-vm  eifar  off. 
Harkl  I  hear  their  drum. 
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Fight,  gentiemen  of  England!  fight,  bold  yeomea! 
Draw,  archera,  draw  your  qitows  U)  the  headl 
Spur  yonr  proud  horaea  hard,  and  ride  in  blood! 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
"Whatsajs  lord  Stanley?  will  heliring  his  power  J 

Mess.  Jly  lord,  ho  doth  deny  to  eomo. 

K.  Kick.  Off  with  hia  son  George's  headl 

Nor.  My  lord,  tho  enemy  is  pass'd  the  marali : 
After  the  battle  let  George  StMiley  die. 

K.  Rich.  A  thousand  hearts  are  groat  within  my  bosom : 
Advanco  our  standards,  set  upon  our  foes; 
Our  ancient  word  of  courage,  fair  Saint  George, 
Inspire  us  with  the  spleen  of  fiery  dragons ! 
Upon  them  I     Victory  sits  on  oar  helms.  [E^ecunt. 

SCENE  lY.— Another  Part  of  the  FieU. 


Gate.  Eescne,  my  lord  of  Norfolk,  rescne,  rescae! 
Tho  king  enacts  more  wonders  than  a  man. 
Daring  an  oppoate  to  every  danger; 
Hia  horse  ia  slain,  and  all  on  foot  lie  fights. 
Seeking  for  Richmond  in  the  throat  of  death. 
Rescue,  fair  lord,  or  else  tho  day  is  lost  I 

Alat^m.    Enter  Erso  Richaed. 
S".  Rich.  A  horse  I  a  horse  I  my  kingdom  for  a  horse  I 
Gate.  Withdraw,  my  lord ;  I'll  help  yott  to  a  horse. 
IT.  Sieh.  Slave,  I  have  set  my  life  npon  a  cast, 
And  I  will  stand  tho  hazard  of  the  die. 
I  think  there  be  six  Richmonda  in  the  field ; 
Five  have  I  slain  to-day,  instead  of  him.— 
Ahorsel  ahorsel  my  kingdom  for  ahorse! 
Alaratn*.    Enter  from  opposite  sides  Eisg  Eicdaed  and  Eicn- 
monb;  they  fight,  and  exeuitt  ^hfing.    Retreat  and  .fiour- 
iah.     Then  re-enter  Richmond,  with  Stanlkv  learinff  the 
crown,  and  dwers  other  Lords,  andforeee. 

Rieftm.  Heaven  and  your  arms  he  prais'd,  victorious  friends ; 
The  day  is  ours,  the  bloody  Richard's  dead. 

Stan.  Conrageona  Richmond,  weO  hast  thou  acquit  thee, 
Lo,  here,  this  long-nsurpod  royalty. 
From  the  dead  temples  of  this  bloody  wretch 
Have  I  pluok'd  off,  to  grace  thy  browa  withal : 
"Wear  it,  enjoy  it,  and  make  much  of  it. 
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liichm.  But,  tell  me,  is  young  George  Stanley  living  f 

Stan.  He  is,  my  lord,  and  safe  in.  Leicester  town; 
Whither,  if  you  please,  wo  may  withdraw  us. 

Eichm.  What  men  of  name  are  slain  on  either  side  ? 

Stan.  John  duke  of  Norfolk,  Walter  lord  Ferrers, 
Sir  Robert  Brakenhury,  and  Sir  William  Brandon. 

Jiichm.  Inter  their  bodies  as  becomes  their  births: 
ProclMm  a  pardon  to  the  soldiers  fled, 
That  in  submission  will  return  to  us: 
Now  we'll  unite  the  white  rose  and  the  red; — 
Smile  heaven  upon  this  fair  conjunction, 
That  long  hath  frown'd  upon  their  enmity  !— 
What  traitor  hears  mo,  and  says  not  amen  ! 
England  hath  long  been  mad,  and  scarr'd  heraelf ; 
The  brother  blindly  shed  the  brother's  blood. 
The  father  rashly  slanghter'd  his  own  son, 
The  son,  compell'd,  been  butcher  to  the  sire ; 
All  this  divided  York  and  Lancaster, 
Divided  in  their  dire  division, 
O,  now,  let  Richmond  and  Elizabeth, 
The  true  sacceeders  of  each  royal  house. 
By  heareu's  fair  ordinance  coiyoin  together  I 
And  let  their  hebs  (heaven,  if  thy  will  be  so) 
Enrich  the  time  to  come  with  smooth-fac'd  peace, 
With  smiling  plenty,  and  fair  prosperous  days 
Abat«  the  edge  of  traitors,  gracious  Lord, 
That  would  reduce  these  bloody  days  again. 
And  make  poor  England  weep  in  streams  of  blood  I 
Let  them  not  live  to  taste  this  land's  increase, 
That  would  with  treason  wound  this  fair  land's  peace 
Now  civil  woands  are  stopp'd,  peace  lives  again : 
That  she  may  long  live  here,  heaven  say  amen  1  [Exeunt. 
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THE  niSTOEV  OF 

KING    HENRY    VIII. 


Tub  History  of  King  neary  Till,  eloses  the  aeriea  of  Shukspcare^s  "  Chronicle 
Ploys."  It  comprises  s  pciiud  of  twelve  yean,  commencing  In  1521,iin>I  euilm; 
irlth  tbe  cbrlBtonlog  of  Elizabeth,  In  15S3.  Bhakspesra  hss  dcTiated  from  the 
truth  of  hiatorf  by  placiog  the  birth  of  Qaeea  Elizabeth  after  Qdceu  Katharine's 
death,  which  latter  event  did  not  tnko  ploco  oniil  1536.  One  great  merit  of  this 
lllatory,  however.  Is  Its  M thfiil  and  i>awerfu1  deUneition  of  the  characters  of  Qncea 
Katharine  and  Cardinal  Wolsoy,  The  poet  tna  drswh  his  materialB  in  these  po-. 
troitares  from  the  moat  anthenUc  sonrcea.  The  Tery  language,  at  times,  of  these 
personosea  la  litomlly  rendered  In  the  dialogue,  as  fonnd  In  the  Life  of  Wolsey  by 
hia  aeoretary,  Cavendish— and  in  the  ohronlclea  of  HollBahcd,  Slows,  ond  Uail. 
Henry  Till.,  however.  Is  not  given  with  the  same  historic  fidelity.    The  more 

Elizabeth,  or  rather  to  her  memory ;  wo  yet  hnvB  a  very  graphic  picture  of  "biuif 
King  Hal."  He  alands  boldly  out  In  the  grang)  of  Icailing  characters— and  con- 
trasts admirably  with  tlie  nable-mlnded  Katharine,  and  the  ambltioDS  1\'olEry. 
The  play  is  deeply  Interesting  Sua  Sisloricalpoiatof  Tiew.fonaing.Bs  Itdues,  a 
picture  of  the  iramodiato  caoses  which  Jed  tn  tbo  cBtabllshmoat  of  rrotcaiantism 
Inthe  British  dominions,  asthe  religion  of  fheSiate. 


PERSONS  EEPRESESTED. 


Cabdinal  Cahfeiits. 

Capdcius,  Embassador /mm  the  Empa-or,  CnanLEa  V. 

Cat.vnt,n,  Archbishop  of  Canltrburi/, 


DokeofWoh  . 
EiBi,  or  SURREI. 
DUKK  OF  Suffolk. 
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I,OHD  Sakd3. 
Sir  Henri  ODiLrono. 

SlF  TbOHAS  IjOVSLL. 

Kir  Antbont  Dbnny, 

Sir  Nicholas  Vaoi. 

Secretaries  to  V/oiat.Y. 

Cromwbll,  Sercartt  to  Wolbet. 

Geiffith,  e«iifc™oH-f*A«?- (w Queen  KiTHAHixK. 

Three  otAer  Gentlemen.    Garter,  King!  at  Arms. 

Doctor  Butts,  Fhytidan  to  tlie  Kinq. 

SiiTie;or  to  the  Duke  or  Bitckinoqau. 

Brandon,  and  a  Sergeant  at  Arma. 

Door-keeper  of  tie  Coiaicil-C'hamliei:    I'orler,  and  his  Man 

rage  to  Gardiner.    A  Crier. 

Qdebm  Kaihaiujib,  BVetoKiNGHENKT;  aftiTwania  divorced. 

Anke  Bdlles,  Ur  MaU  -^  "" " -'■  """■"' 

A  a  Old  Lad  V,  Friend  to 


SCENE,— CAj'y^  in  London  and  Westminster  ; 


SCENE  I.— London,     An  Ante-ckaniber  in  the  Palace. 


BucJo.  Good  morrow,  end  well  met.    How  Lavo  you  doiio, 
Since  last  we  saw  ia  France  f 

Nor.  I  thank  your  grace, 

Ilealtliful;  and  eversinc«  a  fresh,  admirer 
Of  wliat  1  saw  there. 

Buck.  An  untimely  agne 

Staj'd  me  a  prisoner  in  my  chamber,  when 
Those  suns  of  glory,  those  two  lights  of  men, 
Met  in  the  vale  of  Andren. 

Kor.  'Twist  Gnyues  and  Arde :  * 

I  was  then  present,  saw  them  salute  on  horseback; 
Beheld  them,  when  they  lighted,  how  they  cluag 
In  their  embraoemeut,  aa  Wiey  grew  together ; 
Wliich  had  they,  what  four  thron'd  ones  could  have  weigh'd 
Sueh  a  compounded  one ! 

■Thomeetiji;bft"conH™ri'VlIJ,  anil  FrnnfU  L.-wlehrstpd  in  history 
the  "FiM  o/Oic  Clotii  of  Gohi;'~-\i  vividly  .Ifacribcd  by  Norfolk. 
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Buck.  A)l  the  whole  time 
I  was  my  chamber's  prisoner. 

iVw.  Then  yon  lost 

The  view  of  earthly  glory;  men  might  say, 
Till  this  time,  pomp  was  single ;  but  now  maiTied 
To  one  above  itself.    Each  following  day 
Became  the  next  day's  master,  till  the  lost 
Made  former  wonders  it's :  to-day  the  French 
All  clinquant,  all  in  gold,  like  heathen  gods, 
Shone  down  the  English;  and  to-morrow  they 
Made  Britain,  India ;  every  man  that  stood 
Show'd  like  a  mine.    Their  dwai-iish  pages  were 
As  eheruhins,  all  gilt :  the  madams  too, 
Kot  ns'd  to  toil,  did  almost  sweat  to  hear 
The  pride  npon  them,  that  their  very  labor 
"Was  to  them  as  a  painting :  now  this  mask 
"Was  cried  incomparable;  and  the  ensuing  night 
Made  it  a  fool,  and  beggar.    The  two  kings, 
Eqnal  in  lustre,  were  now  best,  now  worst, 
As  presence  did  present  them;  him  in  eye. 
Still  him  in  praise :  and,  being  present  both, 
'Twaa  said  they  saw  hut  one ;  and  no  discemer 
Dnrst  wag  his  tongae  in  censure.    When  these  suna 
(For  BO  they  phrase  them)  by  their  heralds  challeng'd 
The  noble  spirits  to  arms,  they  did  perform 
Beyond  thought's  compass ;  that  former  fabulous  story, 
Beingnow  seen  possible  enough,  got  credit, 
That  Bevis  was  believ'd. 

Buck.  0,  you  go  far. 

Nor,  As  I  belong  to  worshi[>,  all  was  royal ; 
To  the  disposing  of  it  naught  rebell'd; 
Order  gave  each  thing  view ;  the  office  did 
Distinctly  hia  full  function. 

Buck.  Who  did  gnide, 

I  mean,  who  set  the  body  and  the  limbs 
Of  this  great  sport  together,  as  you  guess! 

Nor.  One,  eertes,  tliat  promises  no  element 
In  such  a  business. 

Buek.  I  pray  you,  who,  my  lord ! 

Nor.  All  this  was  order'd  by  the  good  discretion 
Of  the  right  reverend  oai-dinal  of  York. 

Buck.  l"he  foul  fiend  speed  him  I  no  man's  pie  is  freed 
From  liis  ambitious  finger.    What  had  he 
To  do  in  these  fierce  vanities? 

Nor.  Sorely,  sir, 

Tliere's  in  him  stuff  that  puts  him  to  these  ends; 
For,  being  not  propp'd  by  ancestry,  wliose  graco 
Chalks  successors  their  way ;  nor  cnll'd  upon 
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For  high  feata  done  to  the  crown ;  neither  allied 
To  eminent  assistants;  bat,  spider-like, 
Out  of  his  self-drawing  web,  be  gives  ns  note, 
The  force  of  his  own  merit  makes  his  way; 
A  gifb  that  heaven  gives  for  him,  which  bnys 
A  place  next  to  the  king. 

Aber.  1  cannot  toll 

"What  heaven  hath  given  him,— let  sonse  graver  eje 
Pierce  into  that ;  but  I  can  see  his  pride 
Peep  through  each  part  of  him. 

Buch  Upon  this  French  going-ont,  why  took  he  upon  him, 
Without  the  privity  o'  the  king,  to  appoint 
Who  shoald  attend  on  him  S    He  makes  up  the  file 
Of  all  the  gentry ;  for  the  most  part  such 
To  whom  as  great  a  charge  as  little  honor 
He  meant  to  lay  upon, 

Aier.  I  do  know 

Kinsmen  of  mine,  three  at  tlie  least,  thiit  have 
By  this  so  sicken'd  their  esfatts,  ihat  never 
They  shall  abound  as  formerly, 

Jiuch  O,  many 

Have  broke  their  hacks  with  laying  manors  on  them 
For  this  great  joarnej.    What  did  this  vanity, 
But  minister  communication  of 
A  most  poor  issue  ? 

^or.  Grievingly  I  think, 

The  peace  between  the  French  and  us  not  values 
The  cost  that  did  conclude  it. 

Suek.  Every  man. 

After  the  hldeons  storm  that  follow'd,  was 
A  tiling  inapir'd ;  and,  not  consulting,  broke 
Into  a  general  prophecy,— that  this  tempest. 
Dashing  the  garment  of  this  peace,  aboded 
The  sudden  breach  on't. 

^or-  ■   Which  is  budded  out; 

For  France  hath  flaw'd  the  league,  and  hatli  ottach'd 
Our  merchants'  goods  at  Bourdeaux, 

Aher.  A  proper  title  of  a  peace;  and  purehas'd 
At  a  superfluous  rate ! 

Suck.  Why,  all  this  business 

Our  reverend  cardinal  carried. 

^o^.  'Like  it  your  grace, 

The  state  takes  notice  of  the  priviree  difference 
Betwixt  you  aud  the  cardinal.    I  advise  you, 
[And  take  it  from  a  heart  that  wishes  towards  you 
Honor  and  plenteous  safety)  that  you  read 
The  cardinal's  malice  and  his  potency 
Together  ;  to  c-msider  farther,  tliat 
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What  hia  high  liatred  would  effect,  wants  not 
A  minister  in  his  power.    You  know  his  nature, 
That  he's  revengeful;  and  I  know  his  sword 
Hath  a  diarp  edge :  it's  loDg,  and,  't  may  he  said, 
It  reaehes  far ;  and  where  'twill  not  estend. 
Thither  he  darts  it.— Bosom  np  my  coansel, 
Yon'U  find  it  wholesome. — Lo,  where  cornea  that  rook 
That  I  advise  jour  shuniting. 

Enter  Caemnal  Wolbet,  {the  Fur»e  lome  liefore  him,)  certain 
of  the  Guard,  and  two  Secretaries,  leiih  papen.  The  Oab- 
BisAL  in.  Ais  pasmge  fixetk  hia  eye  on  Buokinqbam,  and 
BnoKiHonAM  on  him,  both  full  of  disdain. 

Wol.  The  duke  of  Buckingham's  sarvejor,  ha! 
Where's  his  eiamication  f 

1  Seer.  Here,  so  please  you, 

Wol.  la  he  in  person  ready  ? 

1  Seer.  Ay,  please  your  grace. 

Wol.  Well,  we  shall  then  know  more ;  and  Buckingham 
Shall  lessen  this  big  look.  [Exeunt  Wolset  and  train. 

Buck.  This  butcher's  cur  is  venom-mouth'd,  and  I 
Have  not  the  power  to  muzzle  him ;  therefore  best 
Not  wake  hira  in  his  slumber.    A  beggar's  book 
On  -worths  a  noble's  blood, 

Nor.  What,  are  you  ehaf  d  f 

Ask  heaven  for  temperance ;  that's  th'  appliance  only, 
Which  your  disease  requires. 

Bueh  I  read  in's  looks 

Matter  against  me ;  and  his  eye  revil'd 
Jfe,  as  his  abject  ob.iect :  at  this  instant 
He  bores  mo  with  some  trick;  he's  gone  t'  the  king ; 
I'll  follow,  and  out-stare  him. 

Nor.  Stay,  my  lord, 

And  let  your  reason  with  your  choler  question 
What  'tis  yon  go  about :  to  climb  steep  hills, 
Requires  Blow  pace  at  first:  anger  is  like 
A  fuU-hot  horse,  who  being  allow'd  his  way, 
Self-mettle  tires  him.    Not  a  man  in  England 
Can  advise  me  like  you :  be  to  yourself, 
As  yon  would  to  your  friend. 

Bud.  ni  to  the  king; 

And  from  a  mouth  of  honor  quite  cry  down 
This  Ipswich  fellow's  insolence ;  or  proclaim 
There^ difference  in  no  persons. 

Nor.  Be  advis'd ; 

Heat  not  a  furnace  for  your  foe  so  hot 
That  it  do  singe  yourself:  be  advis'd : 
1  say  again,  tliero  is  no  English  soul 
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More  stronger  to  direct  yon  than  roarself, 
If  with  the  sap  of  reflson  you  would  quendi, 
Or  but  allay,  the  fire  of  passion. 

BuA  gi)-  . 

I  am  thankful  to  yoii ;  and  HI  go  along 
By  yoor  prescription :  but  thia  top- proud  fellow, 
I  do  know 
To  be  corrupt  and  treasonous. 

-^<"'-  Say  not,  treasonous. 

Buck.  To  the  king  I'll  say't ;  and  make  my  Touch  as  strong 
As  shore  of  rock.    Attend.    This  holy  fos, 
Only  to  show  his  pomp  as  well  in  France 
As  here  at  home,  suggests  the  king  our  master 
To  this  last  costly  treaty,  th'  interview, 
That  swallow'd  so  much  treasure,  and  hke  a  glass 
Did  break  i'  the  rinsing. 

i^or.  Faith,  and  so  it  did. 

Bueh  Pray,  frfve  me  favor,  sir.    This  cunning  cardinal 
The  articles  o'  the  combination  drew, 
As  himself  pleas'd ;  and  they  were  ratified. 
Let  the  king  know, 

(As  soon  he  shall  by  me)  that  the  cardinal 
Does  bay  and  sell  his  honor  as  he  pleases, 
And  for  his  own  advantage. 

Aw.  I  am  sorry 

To  hear  this  of  him  ;  and  could  wish  be  were 
Something  mistaken  in't. 

I  do  pronounce  him  _.. 

He  shall  appear  in  proof. 

Enter  BKinnow;  a  Sergeant  at  Arms  lefore  him,, 
three  of  the  Guard. 

Bran.  Tour  office,  sergeant ;  eiecute  it. 
,  *'■?■  Sir, 

My  lord  the  duke  of  Bnckingham,  and  earl 
Of  Hereford,  Stafford,  and  Northampton,  I 
Arrest  thee  of  high  treason,  in  the  name 
Of  our  most  sovereign  king. 

Bvelc.  Lo,  you,  my  lord. 

The  net  has  fall'n  upon  me  1  I  shall  perish 
Under  device  and  practice. 

Bran.  1  am  sorry 

To  see  you  ta'en  from  liberty,  to  look  on 
The  business  present :  'tis  his  highness'  pleasure, 
You  shall  to  the  Tower. 

-Sfci.  It  will  help  me  nothing 

To  plead  mine  innocence ;  for  that  dye  is  on  me, 
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Whioli  makes  my  whit'st  part  black.    The  will  of  heavea 
Be  done  in  this  and  all  things!— I  obey.— 
O  my  lord  Aberga'ny,  fare  you  weU  I 
Jiran.  Nay,  he  must  bear  you  company.— [7b  Abeb.]    Ihe 

Is  pleas'd  you  shall  to  the  Tower,  till  you  know 
How  he  determines  farther. 

_^^  As  the  duke  said, 

The  will  of  heaven  be  done,  and  the  king's  pleasure 
By  meobey'd! 

Bran.  Here  is  a  warrant  from 

The  king  to  attach  lord  Montocute ;  and  the  bodies 
Of  the  tlnke's  confessor,  John  de  la  Car, 
One  Gilbert  Peck,  his  chancellor,— 

Buck.  So,  so; 

These  are  the  limbs  o'  the  plot:— no  more,  1  nope. 

Bran.  A  monk  o'  the  Ohartreux.    ^  ,^.  ,    ,     „    , .     , 

^„jj_  O,  Nicholas  Hopkma  ? 

Bran.  ,.     ,  ^^■ 

Buck.  My  surveyor  is  false;  the  o'er-great  cardinal 
Hath  ahow'd  him  gold ;  my  life  b  spann'd  already : 
I  am  the  shadow  of  poor  Buckingham, 

Whose  figure  even  this  iasUnt  cloud  puts  on,  ,  i.       . 

By  darkening  my  clear  sun.— My  lord,  farewell.  [Axennt. 

SCENE  Il.~The  CQuneil- Chamber. 

Comets.    Enter  Kind  Hknht,  CAiiuroAi.  "WoLaiiT,  ih.6  Lords  of 
the  Council,  Sir  Thomas  Lotell,  Officers,  Attendants,    Ine 
KiSQ  enters  leaning  on  the  Caedinal'b  thovlder. 
K.  Sen.  Uj  life  itself,  wid  the  best  heart  of  it. 
Thanks  you  for  this  great  care :  I  stood  i'  the  level 
Of  a  fnll  chai^'d  confederacy,  and  give  thanks 
To  you  that  chok'd  it— Let  bo  call'd  before  us 
That  gentleman  of  Bnekingham's :  in  person 
I'll  hear  him  his  confessions  justify ; 
And  point  by  point  the  treasons  of  his  master 
Ho  shall  again  relate.  ™    ,     .      „  ,,      ^        ., 

[The  KiNft    taheg  hU  $fate.     The  Lords  of  the  Council 
(dte  their  K'm'al  place*.     The  Oabmnal  plaeeii  Aim- 
sel/vnder  the  Kma's/eet,  on  Am  right  aide. 
A  noiie  wUhin,   crying  "Room  for  the  Queen  I"     Entei-  the 
QuBES,   ushered  hy  the  Ddkes  or  Nob  folk  aiid  SnEFOLK: 
ghe  kneels.     The  Kiso  ruieth  from  hie  state,  tdkea  her  iip, 
imea,  and  placcth  Iter  ly  him. 
Q.  Kath.  Nay,  wc  must  longer  kneel:  I  am  a  suitor. 
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K.  Sen.  Arise,  and  take  place  by  ua:— half  your  suit 
Kever  name  to  u3 ;  you  have  half  our  power : 
The  other  inoiety,  ere  you  ask,  is  given  ; 
Repeat  your  will,  and  take  it, 

y.  Kath.  Thank  your  nisu'esty. 

That  you  would  lore  yourself,  and  in  that  love 
Not  unconaider'd  leave  yoiir  honor,  nor 
Tlie  dignity  of  your  office,  is  tlie  point 
Of  my  petition. 

JC.  Men.  Lady  mine,  proceed. 

Q,  Katk.  I  am  solicited,  not  by  a  few, 
And  those  of  true  condition,  that  your  subjects 
Are  in  great  grievance :  there  have  been  commisBJona 
Sent  down  among  them,  which  hath  tlaw'd  the  Jieart 
Of  all  their  1  oya] ties :— wherein,  although. 
My  good  lord  cardinal,  they  vent  reproaches 
Most  bitterly  on  you,  as  pntter-on. 
Of  these  exactions,  yet  the  king  onr  master, 
(Whose  honor  heaven  shield  from  soil!)  even  he  escapes  not 
Language  unmannerly;  yea,  such  which  breaks 
The  aides  of  loyalty,  aud  alroost  appeara 
In  loud  rebellion. 

^or.  Not  almost  appears, — 

It  doth  appear ;  for,  ujion  these  taxations, 
The  clothiers  all,  not  able  to  maintain 
The  many  to  them  'longing,  have  put  off 
The  Bpinstera,  carders,  Jullers,  weavers,  who, 
Unfit  for  other  life,  compell'd  by  hunger 
And  iack  of  other  means,  in  desperate  manner 
Baring  th'  event  fo  the  teetli,  are  all  in  uproar. 
And  danger  serves  among  them. 

£:.  ffen.  Taxation ! 

Wherein  f  and  wliat  taxation  ?— My  lord  cardinal. 
You  that  are  blam'd  for  it  alike  with  us, 
Know  yon  of  this  taxation? 

Wol.  Please  you,  sir, 

I  know  but  of  a  single  part,  in  au^t 
Pertains  to  the  state ;  and  front  but  in  that  file 
Where  others  tell  steps  with  me. 

Q-  Sath.  No,  my  lord. 

Ton  know  no  more  than  others ;  bnt  you  frame 
Things  that  are  known  alike;  which  are  not  wholesome 
To  those  which  woald  not  know  them,  and  yet  must 
Perforce  he  their  acquaintance.    These  esactions. 
Whereof  my  sovereign  would  have  note,  they  are 
Most  pestilent  to  the  hearing ;  and,  to  bear  them, 
The  back  is  sacrifice  to  the  load.    Thev  say 
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They  are  devis'd  by  yon  ;  or  else  you  suffer 
Too  hard  aa  excLiniation. 

K.  Hen.  Still  exaction  I 

The  nature  of  it !    Id  what  kiod,  let's  know, 
Is  this  exaction  ? 

Q.  Katk.  I  am  much  too  venturous 

In  tempting  of  your  patience ;  but  am  bolden'd 
Under  your  promis'd  pardon,    Tlie  subjects'  grief 
Comes  through  commissions,  which  compel  from  each 
The  sixth  part  of  his  substance,  to  be  levied 
Witbont  delay;  and  the  pretence  for  this 
Is  nam'd,  jour  wars  in  Prance :  this  mates  bold  mouths 
Tongnes  spit  their  duties  ont,  pud  eold  hearts  freeze 
Allegiance  in  them ;  their  curses  now- 
Live  where  their  prayers  did :  and  it's  come  to  pass, 
This  tractable  obedience  is  a  slave 
To  each  incensed  will.    I  would  your  highness 
Would  give  it  quick  consideration,  for 
There  is  no  primer  business. 

K.  Ben.  Dy  my  life, 

This  is  against  our  pleasure. 

Wol.  And  for  me, 

I  have  no  farther  gone  in  this,  than  by 
A  single  voice ;  and  that  not  pasa'd  me  but 
By  learned  approbation  of  the  judges.     If  I  am 
Traduc'd  by  ignoi'ant  tongues,  which  neither  know 
My  faculties  nor  person,  yet  will  be 
The  chronicles  of  my  doing, — let  me  say, 
'Tis  but  the  fate  of  place,  and  Uie  rougli  brake 
That  virtue  must  go  through.    We  must  not  stint 
Our  necessary  actions,  in  tne  fear 
To  cope  malicious  censurers;  which  ever. 
As  ravenous  fishes,  do  a.  vessel  follow 
That  is  new  trimm'd,  but  benefit  no  farther 
Than  vainly  longing.     What  we  oft  do  best, 
By  sick  interpreters,  once  weak  ones,  is 
Not  ours,  or  not  allow'd;  what  worst,  as  oft. 
Hitting  a  grosser  quality,  is  cried  np 
For  our  best  act    If  we  shall  stand  still. 
In  fear  our  motion  will  be  mock'd  or  carp'd  at, 
We  should  take  root  here  where  we  ^it,  or  ait 
State  statues  only. 

Ii.  Een.  Things  done  well, 

And  with  a  care,  esempt  themselves  from  fear ; 
Things  done  without  example,  in  their  issue 
Ai-e  to  be  fear'd.    Have  you  a  precedent 
Ofthiscommission?    I  believe,  not  any. 
We  must  not  rend  our  subjects  from  our  laws, 
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And  stick  them  in  our  will.    Sixth  part  of  each  ? 

A  trembling  contribution  1     Why,  we  take 

From  every  tree,  lop,  hark,  and  part  o'  the  timber ; 

And,  though  we  leave  it  with  a  root,  thus  hack'd. 

The  fur  will  drink  the  eap.    To  every  county 

"Where  this  is  question'd,  send  our  letters,  with 

Free  pardon  to  each  man  that  has  denied 

The  force  of  this  commission :  pray,  look  to't ; 

I  put  it  to  your  care. 

Wol  [T/>  the  Secretary.]  A  word  with  yon. 

Let  there  be  letters  writ  to  every  sliire. 

Of  the  king's  grace  and  pardon.    The  griov'd  commons 

Hardly  conceive  of  me ;  let  it  be  nois'd, 

That  through  our  intercession  this  revokement 

And  pardon  cornea :  I  shall  anon  advise  you 

Farther  in  the  proceeding.  [Exit  Secretary. 

Unfer  Surveyor. 
Q.  Kath.  I  am  sorry  that  the  duke  of  Buckingham 

Is  run  in  your  displeasure. 
-T-  Sen.  It  grieves  many : 

The  gentleman  is  leam'd,  and  a  most  rare  speaker ; 

To  nature  none  more  bound ;  his  training  snch, 

That  he  may  furnisli  and  instruct  great  teachers, 
And  never  seek  for  aid  out  of  himself.    Yet  see, 
When  these  so  noble  beneflta  shall  prove 
Not  well  dispos'd,  the  mind  growing  once  corrupt, 
They  turn  to  vicious  forms,  ten  times  more  ugly 
Than  ever  they  were  fair.    Sit  by  us ;  you  shall  hear 
(This  was  his  gentleman  in  trust)  of  him 
Things  to  strike  honor  sad.— Bid  him  recount 
The  fore-recited  practices ;  whereof 
We  cannot  feel  too  little,  hear  too  much. 

WqI.  Stand  forth,  and  witb  bold  spirit  relate  what  yon, 
Most  like  a  careful  subject,  have  collected 
Oat  of  the  duke  of  Buckingham. 

^-  Sen.  Speak  freely. 

SarB.  First,  it  was  usual  with  him,  every  day 
It  would  infect  his  speech, — that  if  the  king 
Should  without  issue  die,  he'd  carry  it  so 
To  make  the  sceptre  his :  these  very  words 
I've  heai-d  him  ntter  to  his  son-in-law, 
Lord  Aberga'ny ;  to  whom  by  oath  he  menac'd 
fievenge  upon  the  cardinal. 

"^o^-  Please  your  highness,  note 

This  dangerous  conception  in  this  point. 
Not  friended  by  his  wish,  to  your  high  person 
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Hia  will  is  most  laallgnant ;  and.  it  strotchoa 
Beyond  you,  to  your  friends. 

Q.  Kath.  My  leavn'd  lord  cardinal, 

Deliver  all  with  charity. 

K.  Hen.  Speak  on : 

How  grounded  he  his  titio  to  the  crown, 
Upon  our  fall  f  to  this  point  hast  thou  heard  him 
At  any  time  speak  aught  3 

Sarv.  He  was  brought  to  this 

By  a  vain  prophecy  of  Niohoks  Hopkins, 

K.  Bm.  What  was  that  Hopkins  1 

Suro.  Sir,  a  Ohartreux  friar, 

His  confessor ;  -who  fed  him  every  micuto 
With  words  of  sovereignty. 

K.  Hen.  How  know'st  thou  this  J 

Sure.  Not  long  before  your  higimess  sped  to  France, 
The  duke  beiug  at  the  Eose,  within  the  parish 
Saint  Lawrence  Foultney,  did  of  me  demand 
What  was  the  speech  among  the  Londoners 
Oonoeraing  the  French  journey :  I  replied. 
Men  fear'd  the  French  would  prove  perfidious, 
To  the  king's  danger.    Presently  the  duke 
Sdd,  'twas  the  fear,  indeed ;  and  that  he  doubted 
'Twould  prove  the  verity  of  certain  words 
Spoke  by  a  holy  monk ;  "  that  oft,"  says  he, 
"  Hath  sent  to  me,  wishing  me  to  permit 
John  de  la  Car,  my  clmplain,  a  choice  hour 
To  hear  from  him  a  matter  of  some  moment : 
Whom  after,  tinder  the  confession's  seal. 
He  solemnly  had  sworn,  that,  what  he  spoke, 
Hy  chaplain  to  no  creature  Jivhig,  but 
To  me,  should  atter,  with  demure  confidence 
This  pausingly  ensu'd,— Neither  the  king,  nor'a  heirs, 
(Toll  you  the  duke)  shall  prosper:  bid  him  strive 
To  gain  the  love  o'  the  commonalty :  the  duke 
Sh^l  govern  England," 

Q.  Kath.  If  I  know  yon  well. 

You  were  the  duke's  surveyor,  and  lost  your  ofEco 
On  the  complaint  o'  the  tenants;  take  good  heed 
You  charge  not  in  your  spleen  a  noble  person. 
And  spoil  your  nobler  soul:  I  say,  take  heedj 
Yes,  heartily  beseech  you. 

K.  Hen.  Let  him  on.— 

Go  forward. 

Sum.  On  my  soul,  Til  speak  but  truth. 

I  told  my  lord  the  duke,  by  foul  illusions 
The  monk  might  be  decelv'd ;  and  that  'twas  dangerous  for 
To  ruminate  on  this  so  far,  until 
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It  forg'd  him  some  design,  wLicli,  being  believ'd, 
It  was  much  like  to  do :  he  answerecl,  "  Tush  1 
It  can  do  mo  no  damage ;"  adding  farther. 
That,  had  the  king  in  his  last  sickness  fail'd, 
The  cardinal's  and  Sir  Thomas  Lovtill's  heads 
Should  have  gone  ofF. 

K.  Hen.  Ha  !  what,  so  rank?    Ah,  ha! 

There's  mischief  in  this  man :— canst  thou  say  farther  i 

Sum.  I  can,  my  liege. 

K.  Hea.  Proceed. 

Sun.  Being  at  Greenwich, 

After  your  highness  had  reprov'd  the  duke 
About  Sir  William  Blomer,^ 

K.  Hen.  I  remember 

Of  such  a  time ; — being  my  sworn  servant. 
The  duke  retain'd  him  his.— But  on ;  what  henee  ? 

Bare,  "  If,"  quoth  he,  "  I  for  this  had  been  committed, 
As,  to  the  Tower,  I  thought,— -I  would  have  play'd 
The  part  my  fiither  meant  to  act  upon 
Th'  usurper  Bichard ;  who,  being  at  Salisbury, 
Made  suit  to  come  in's  presence :  which  if  granted, 
As  he  made  semblance  of  his  duty,  wonld 
Have  put  his  koife  into  him." 

K.  Hen.  A  giant  traitor! 

Wol.  Now,  madam,  may  Ids  highness  live  in  freedom, 
And  this  man  out  of  prison  ? 

Q.  Kath.  Heaven  mend  all  I 

K.  Sen.  There's  something  more  would  out  of  thee;  what 
say'st  f 

SuTV.  After  "  the  duke  liis  father,"  with  "  the  knife," 
He  stretch'd  him,  and,  with  one  hand  on  his  dagger. 
Another  spread  on's  breast,  mounting  his  eyes, 
He  did  discharge  a  horrible  oath  ;  whose  tenor 
Was.—were  he  evil  us'd,  he  would  out-go 
His  father,  by  as  much  as  a  performance 
Does  an  irresolute  purpose, 

K.  Hen.  There's  his  period. 

To  sheatlie  his  knife  in  us.    He  is  attach'd ; 
Call  him  to  present  trial :  if  he  may 
Find  mercy  in  the  law,  'tis  his ;  if  none. 
Let  him  not  seek  't  of  us.    By  day  and  night, 
He's  traitor  to  the  heiglit  I  [Eteunt. 
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8CESE  IV.— The  Presmee  Chamber  in  Tork-PIflce. 

Rautloyi.  A  tmall  tidile  under  a  state  for  the  Oardisal,  a  long- 
er table  for  the  ffueals.  Enter,  oa  one  side,  As'sbBjsi.i.bs,  itnd 
dieert  Lords,  Larlies,  and  Gentlemen,  as  guests ;  on  the  other, 
eater  Sir  Henkv  Guilfoed. 

Guild.  Ladies,  a  general  wdcome  fi-oia  liis  grace 
Salates  je  all;  tlih  night  he  dedicates 
To  fair  content  and  you :  none  here,  he  hopes, 
In  all  this  noble  bevy,  has  brought  with  her 
One  care  abroad ;  he  would  have  ali  as  merry, 
As,  first,  good  company,  good  wine,  good  welcome. 
Can  make  good  people. — 
Mater  Lord  Chamberlain,  Lord  Sakis,  and  Sir  Thomas  LovEii. 

O,  my  lord,  you're  tardy : 
The  very  thonght  of  this  fair  company 
Olapp'd  wings  to  me. 

Cham.  You  are  young.  Sir  Harry  Guilford. 

Sands.  Sir  Thomas  LoveJI,  had  the  cardinal 
But  half  ray  lay-thoughts  in  hira,  some  of  these 
Should  find  a  running  banquet  ere  they  rested. 
They  are  a  sweet  society  of  fair  ones. 

Loe.  0,  that  your  lordship  were  but  aow  confessor 
To  one  or  two  of  these ! 

Sands.  I  would  I  were ; 

They  should  find  easy  penance. 

Oham.  Sweet  ladies,  will  it  please  you  sit  ?— Sir  Harry, 
Place  yoa  that  side ;  I'll  take  the  charge  of  this : 
His  grace  is  entering. — Say,  you  must  not  freeze ; 
Two  women  plac'd  together  makes  cold  weather : — 
My  lord  Sands,  you  are  one  will  keep  them  waking; 
Pray,  sit  between  these  ladies. 

Sands.  By  my  faith, 

And  thank  your  lordship. — By  your  leave,  sweet  ladies. 

[Seats  himself  between  Anne  Bulles  arid  another 
Lady. 
If  I  chance  to  talk  a  little  wild,  forgive  me ; 
I  had  it  from  my  father. 

Anne.  TTas  he  mad,  sir? 

Sands.  0,  veiy  mad,  exceeding  mad,  in  love  too  r 
But  he  would  bite  none;  just  as  I  do  now. 
He  would  kiss  you  twenty  with  a  breath, 

Oham. 
So,  now  yon  are  fairly  seated. — Gentlemen, 
The  penance  lies  on  you,  if  tliese  fair  ladies 
Pass  away  frowning. 
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Hautboys.     Eater   Caedinal  Woisby,  attended,   and  takei  his 


Wol.  Ton're  welcome,  my  fair  guests:  that  nolile  lady, 
Or  genUeman,  tLat  ia  not  freely  merry, 
Is  not  my  friend.    This,  to  confirm  my  welcome ; 
And  to  you  all,  good  health.  [Brinies. 

Sands.  Your  grace  is  nohle : — 

Let  me  have  sttoh  a  howl  may  hold  my  thanks, 
And  save  me  so  much  talking. 

Wcl  My  lord  Sands, 

I  am  beholden,  to  you :  cheer  your  neighhors. — 
Ladies,  you  are  not  merry  ;^-gentlemeD, 
Whose  fault  is  this? 

Sands.  The  red  wine  first  mnst  rise 

In  their  fair  cheeks,  my  lord;  then,  we  shall  have  thcra 
Talk  us  to  silence. 

Anne.  You  are  a  merry  gamester, 

My  lord  Sands. 

[Drtim  and  trumpets  mthm  ;  ckanibera  discharged. 

Wol.  What's  that? 

Cham.  Look  out  there,  some  of  you.  [Ectt  a  Servant. 

Wol.  What  warlike  voice, 

And  to  what  end,  is  this?— Nay,  ladies,  fear  not ; 
By  all  the  laws  of  war  you're  privileg'd. 
r  Servant. 


Cham,  How  now!  whatis'tf 

Serv.  A  noble  troop  of  strangers, — 

For  so  they  seem ;  they've  left  their  harge,  and  landed : 
And  hither  make,  as  great  ambassadors 
From  foreign  princes. 

Wol.  Good  lord  chamberlain. 

Go,  give  them  welcome ;  you  can  apeak  the  French  tongue ; 
And,  pray,  receive  them  nobly,  and  conduct  them 
Into  our  presence,  where  this  heaven  of  beauty 
Shall  shine  at  full  upon  them.— Some  attend  Hm, — 

[Exit  Chamberlain,  attended.    All  arise,  and  tables  removed. 
Ton  have  now  a  broken  banquet ;  but  we'll  mend  it. 
A  good  digestion  to  yon  all ;  and,  once  more, 
I  shower  a  welcome  on  ye  j — welcome  all. 
Ilaufboys.    Enter  the  Kihg,  and  others,  as  MasJcers,  habited  like 
»h^herds,  vskered  by  the  Lord  Gbamberlain.     They  pass  di- 
rectly  he/ore  the  Oaihhnal,  and  gracefully  salute  Mm. 
A  noble  company  I  what  are  their  pleasures ! 
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Cham.  Because  they  spoak  no  English,  thus  they  pray'd 
To  tell  your  grace,— that,  having  heard  by  fame 
Of  this  ao  noble  and  so  fair  assembly 
This  night  to  meet  here,  they  couM  do  no  less, 
Out  of  the  great  respect  they  hear  to  beauty. 
But  leave  their  flocks;  and,  under  your  fair  conduct. 
Crave  leave  to  view  these  ladies,  and  entreat 
An  liour  of  rovela  with  them. 

Wol.  Say,  lord  ohftmberkin, 

They  have  done  my  poor  house  grace ;  for  which  1  pay  them 
A  fliouaand  thanks,  and  pray  tbcm  take  their  pleasures. 
[Ladies  chosen  for  the  dance.     The  Kisg  ehoosea  Akhe  Bullen. 
K.  Sen.  The  fdrest  hand  I  ever  toncb'd.    O  beauty, 
Till  now  I  nerer  knew  thee  1  [Miidc.    Dance. 

Wol.  My  lord,— 

Cham.  Tour  grace! 

Wol.  Pray  tell  them  thus  much  from  me. 

There  should  be  one  amongst  them,  by  his  person, 
More  worthy  this  place  than  myself;  to  whom, 
If  I  but  knew  him,  with  my  love  and  duty 
I  would  surrender  it. 

Cham,  I  will,  my  lord. 

{Goes  to  the  Maikert,  and  rcUirm. 
Wol.  What  say  thej! 

Cham.  Such  a  one,  they  all  confess, 

Tliere  is,  indeed ;  which  they  would  have  your  grace 
Find  out,  and  he  will  take  it. 

Wol.  Let  me  see,  then. — 

[Cornea  from,  Ms  state. 
By  all  your  good  leaves,  gentlemen ;— here  I'"  make 
My  royal  choice.  , , .  ,.    , 

K  Hen.  [  UwmaMiig:\    Ton  have  found  hun,  cardinal : 
Ton  hoid  ft  fair  assembly ;  you  do  well,  lord : 
You  are  a  churchman,  or,  Dl  teU  you,  cardinal, 
I  should  judge  now  unhappily. 

Wol.  I  am  glad 

Your  grace  ia  grown  so  pleasant.  _ 

K.  Hen.  My  lord  ehamherlaio, 

Pr'ythee,  come  hither;  what  fair  lady's  that! 

Ghara.  An't  please  your  grace.  Sir  Thomas  Bullen'ffdanghter, — 
The  viscount  Bochford— one  of  her  highness'  women. 

E.  Ren.  By  heaven,  she  is  a  dainty  one  ! — Sweetheart, 
I  were  unmannerly  to  take  you  oat, 
And  not  to  kiss  you.— A  health,  gentlemen  I 
Let  it  go  round. 

Wol.  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  is  tlie  banquet  ready 
I'  the  privy  chamber? 
Lot.  Yes,  myh'rd. 
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Wol.  Your  grace, 
I  fear,  with  dancing  ia  a  Httlo  heated, 
if.  Sen.  I  fear,  tuo  much. 

}yol.  There's  fresher  air,  my  lord, 

In  the  next  chamber. 

JC.  Sen.  Lead  in  your  ladies,  every  one :— sweet  partner, 
I  must  not  jet  forsake  you :— let's  be  merry : — 
Good  my  lord  cardinal.  I  have  half  a  dozen  healths 
To  drink  to  these  im  ladies,  and  a  moasnre 
To  lead  them  once  again ;  and  then  let's  dream 
Who's  best  in  favor.— Let  the  music  inook  it. 

[Exeunt  with  tnmpsts. 


SCENE  I.— London.    A  Street. 

Tbs  Duke  of  BncSloglisni  iabronghtto  U-ifli.    Ha  is  (ound  guilty  on  Uio  taargo 

Enter  BvcmseaAnfrom  JtU  a/rrai^nment ;  tip»tavm  he/ore  Mm. ; 
the  axe  with  the  edge  towards  him;  halberta  on  each  »%de: 
with  him  Sir  Thomas  Loveli,  Sir  NicnoLiS  Vaux,  Sir  Wii.- 
I.1AM  Sands,  and  common  people. 
3  Gent.  Let's  stand  close,  aud  behold  him. 
Buclc.  All  good  people, 

Ton  that  thus  far  have  come  to  pity  me. 
Hear  what  I  say,  and  then  go  home  and  lose  me. 
I  have  this  day  receiv'd  a  traitor's  judgment, 
And  by  that  name  must  die ;  yet,  heaven  bear  witness, 
And  if  I  have  a  conscience  let  it  sink  me, 
Even  as  the  aie  falls,  if  I  be  not  faithful  I 
The  law  I  bear  no  malice  for  my  death ; 
It  has  done,  upon  the  premises,  but  justice : 
Bnt  those  that  sought  it  I  could  wish  more  ChristiMis : 
Be  what  they  will,  I  heartily  for^ve  them  : 

Yet  let  them  look  they  glory  not  m  mischief, 

Hor  build  their  evils  on  the  graves  of  great  men; 

For  then  my  guiltless  blood  mnst  cry  against  them. 

For  farther  life  in  this  world  I  ne'er  hope, 

Nor  will  I  sue,  although  the  king  have  mercies 

More  than  I  dare  make  faults.    Ton  few  that  lov'd  me. 

And  dare  be  bold  to  weep  (or  Buckingham, 

His  noble  friends  and  fellows,  whom  to  leave 

Is  only  bitter  to  him,  only  dying. 

Go  with  me,  like  good  angels,  to  my  end; 

And,  as  the  long  divorce  of  steel  falls  on  me, 
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Make  of  your  prayers  one  sweet  sacrifice, 

Aod  lift  my  soul  to  heaven. — Lead  on,  o'  heaven's  name. 
Lon.  1  do  beseech  your  grace,  for  charity, 

If  ever  any  malice  in  your  heart 

Were  hid  against  me,  now  to  forgive  me  frankly. 
BtuJc  Sir  Thomas  Lovel},  I  as  free  forgive  you. 

As  I  would  be  forgiven :  I  forgive  all ; 

There  cannot  be  those  numberless  offences 

'Gainst  me,  that  I  can  not  take  peace  with  :  no  black  envy 

Shall  mark  my  grave. .  OoKimend  me  to  hla  grace ; 

And,  if  he  speak  of  Buckingham,  pray,  tell  him 

You  met  him  half  in  heaven  :  my  vows  and  prayers 

Yet  are  the  king's ;  and,  till  my  soul  forsake, 

Shall  cry  for  blessings  on  him  :  may  he  live 

Longer  than  I  have  time  to  tell  his  years! 

Ever  belov'd  and  loving  may  his  rule  be ! 

And  when  old  time  shall  lead  bim  to  his  end, 

Goodness  and  he  fill  up  one  monument  1 
ioE.  To  the  water  aide  I  must  conduct  ronr  grace ; 

Then  give  my  charge  up  to  Sir  Nicholas  Vaui, 

Who  undertakes  you  to  your  end. 

Vaux.  Prepare  there ! 

The  duke  is  coming:  see,  the  bai^e  be  ready; 
And  fit  it  with  such  furniture  as  suits 
The  greatness  of  his  person. 

-fiwo*-  Nay,  Sir  Nicholas, 

Let  it  alone;  my  state  now  will  but  mock  me. 
When  I  came  hither,  I  was  lord  high  constable, 
And  duke  of  Buckingham ;  now,  poor  Edward  Bohun : 
Yet  1  am  richer  than  my  base  accusers, 
That  never  knew  what  truth  meant :  I  now  seal  it ; 
And  with  that  blood  will  make  them  one  day  groan  for't. 
Yet,  you  that  hear  me. 
This  from  a  dying  man  receive  as  certain  :— 
Where  you  are  liberal  of  your  loves  and  connsels, 
Be  sure  you  be  not  loose  ;  for  those  you  make  fi-iends, 
'And  give  your  lieaits  to,  when  they  once  perceive 
The  least  rub  in  your  fortunes,  fall  away 
Like  water  from  ye,  never  found  again 
But  where  they  mean  to  sink  ye.    All  good  people. 
Pray  for  me !    I  must  now  forsake  ye :  the  last  hour 
Of  my  long  weary  life  is  come  upon  me. 
Parewell : 

And  when  yon  would  say  something  that  is  sad, 
Speak  how  I  fell.— I  have  done ;  and  God  forgive  mo ! 

\Exeiini  Bcckinghim  and  train. 
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SCENE  H.—An  Ante-clianibeT  in  the  PaUi:e. 
Bnter  ihe  Ditkes  ( 

Sor.  "Well  met,  my  lord  chamberldn. 

Cham.  Good  day  to  botJi  yonr  graces, 

Svf.  How  is  the  kiDg  employ'd! 

Cham.  I  left  iim  privHte, 

Full  of  sad  tliougbta  and  troubles. 

Nor.  What's  the  cause! 

Cham,  It  seems,  the  marriage  with  his  brother's  wife 
Has  crept  too  near  his  conscience. 

S)i/.   .  No,  his  conscienco 

Has  crept  too  near  another  lady. 

Nor.  'Tis  BO : 

This  is  the  cardinal's  doing,  the  king-cardinal : 
Tliat  blind  priest,  lite  the  eldest  son  of  fortune, 
Turns  what  he  list.    The  king  will  know  him  one  day. 

Svf,  Pray  heaven  he  do !  he'll  never  know  himself  else. 

Nor.  How  holily  he  works  in  all  his  business  I 
And  with  what  zeal !  for,  now  he  has  crack'd  the  league 
Between  ns  and  the  emperor,  the  queen's  great  nephew, 
He  dives  into  the  king's  sou],  and  Hiere  scatters 
Dangers,  doobta,  wringing  of  the  conscience, 
Fears,  and  despairs, — and  all  these  for  his  marriage : 
And,  out  of  ail  these,  to  restore  the  king. 
Ho  connsels  a  divorce ;  a  loss  of  her, 
That,  like  a  jewel,  has  hung  twenty  years 
About  hia  neck,  yet  never  lost  her  Justre : 
Of  her,  that  loves  him  with  that  eseellenee 
That  angels  love  good  men  with;  even  of  her. 
That,  when  the  greatest  stroke  of  fortune  falls, 
"Will  bless  the  king:  and  is  not  this  course  pious! 

Cham.  Heaven  keep  me  from  such  counsel  I     'lis  most  true, 
These  news  are  every  where ;  every  tongue  speaks  them. 
And  every  true  heart  weeps  for't;  all  that  dare 
Iiook  into  these  affairs,  see  this  main  end, — 
Tlie  French  king's  sister.    Heaven  will  one  day  open 
The  king's  eyes,  that  so  long  have  slept  upon 
This  bold  bad  man. 

Svf.  And  free  us  from  his  slavery. 

Not.  We  had  need  pray. 
And  heartily,  for  our  deliverance ; 
Or  this  imperious  man  wiU  work  us  all 
From  princes  into  p^es:  all  men's  honors 
Lie  like  one  lump  before  him,  to  be  fashion'd 
Into  wiiat  pitch  he  plejise. 
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Siif.  For  me,  my  lords, 
I  love  iiim  not,  nor  I'ear  him ;  there's  my  creed. 

N'or.  Lot's  in; 

And  with  some  other  bnaiaess  put  the  king 
From  these  sad  thoughts,  that  work  too  niucli  upon  him : — 
My  lord,  you'll  tear  us  company! 

Cham.  Excuse  me ; 

The  king  hath  sent  me  otherwhere :  besides, 
You'll  find  a  moat  unfit  timo  to  disturb  him; 
Health  to  your  lordahipa. 

2for.  Thanks,  my  good  lord  ehamberinin. 

[Bxit  Lord  Chamberlain, 

IfORFOLK  opens  a  folding-door.     Tlie  Kino  is  diseotered  eitting, 
and  reading  pemi-cdy. 

S'lf.  How  sod  he  looks  1  sure,  he  is  much  afflicted. 

K.  Hen.  Who  is  there,  ha) 

Nor,  Pray  heaven  he  be  not  angry. 

K.  Sen.  Who's  there,  I  say!    How  dare  you  thrust  your- 
selves 
Into  my  private  meditations? 
Who  am  I,  ha  f 

Sot.  a  gracious  king  that  pardons  all  offences 
Malice  ne'er  meant ;  our  breach  of  duty  this  way 
Is  business  of  estate ;  in  which  we  come 
To  know  your  royal  pleasure. 

K.  Hen.  You  are  too  bold : 

Go  to ;  ri!  make  ye  know  your  times  of  business : 
Is  this  an  Jiour  for  temporal  aSMrs,  ha ! — 

Eater  Wolsey  and  Oampeics. 
Who's  tliere  ?  my  good  lord  cardinal !— O,  my  Wolsey, 
The  quiet  of  my  wounded  conadence ; 
Thou  art  a  cure  fit  for  a  king.— [7b  Oampeius.]     You're  wel- 

Most  learned  reverend  sir,  into  our  kingdom : 

Use  us,  and  it.— [31)  Wolset.]    'iLj  good  lord,  have  great  care 

I  be  not  found  a  talker. 

Wol.  Sir,  you  cannot. 

I  would  your  grace  would  give  us  but  an  hour 
Of  private  conference. 

K.  Hen.  [To  Norfolk  and  Suffolk.]    We  are  busy;  go. 

N'or.  [Aside  to  Suf.]  This  priest  has  no  pride  in  him. 

Suf.  [AiidetolSoR.]  Not  to  speak  of ; 
I  wonld  not  be  bo  sick  though  for  his  place : 
But  this  cannot  continne. 

Mr.  [Adie  to  ^-JF.]  If  it  do, 

I'll  venture  one  havc-at-him. 
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Svf.  [Aside  to  Nog.]  I  anotlier. 

[Exeunt  NortFOLK  and  Sutfolk. 

Wot  Your  grace  has  ^ven  a  precedent  of  wisdom 
Above  all  princes,  ia  coiumitting  freely 
Tour  scruple  to  the  voice  of  Ohristendom : 
Who  oan  bo  angry  now  ?  what  envy  reach  you! 
The,  Spaniard,  lied  by  blood  and  favor  to  her, 
Must  now  confess,  if  tliey  have  any  goodness, 
The  trial  just  and  noble.    All  the  clerks, — 
I  mean  the  learned  ones,— in  Christian  kingdoms 
Have  their  &ee  voices:  Rome,  the  nurse  of  judgment, 
Invit«d  by  yonr  noble  self,  halh  sent 
One  general  tongue  unto  as,  this  good  man. 
This  just  and  learned  priest,  Cardinal  Campeiua, — 
"Whom  once  more  I  present  nnto  yonr  highness. 

E.Hen.  And  once  more  in  mine  anna  1  bid  him  welcome, 
And  thank  the  holy  conclave  for  their  loves : 
I'hey  have  sent  me  snch  a  man  I  would  have  wish'd  for. 

Cam.  Your  gi'ace  must  needs  deserve  all  strangers'  loves, 
You  are  so  noble.    To  your  highness'  hand 
I  tender  my  commission ; — by  whose  virtue, 
(The  court  of  Rome  commanding)  you,  my  lord 
Cardinal  of  York,  are  join'd  with  me,  their  servant. 
In  the  impartial  judging  of  this  business. 

K.  JTm.  Two  equal  men.    The  queen  shall  be  acquainted 
Porthwith  for  what  you  come.— Where's  Gardiner? 
Wbl.  I  know  your  majesty  has  always  lov'd  her 
So  dear  in  heart,  not  to  deny  her  that 
A  woman  of  less  place  might  aslc  by  law, — 
Scholars,  allow'd  freely  to  argue  for  her. 

If.  Ifen.  Ay,  and  the  best,  she  shall  liave ;  and  my  favor 
To  him  that  does  best;  heaven  forbid  else.    Cardinal, 
Pr'ythee,  call  Gardiner  to  me,  my  new  secretary : 
I  find  him  a  fit  fellow.  [Exit  Wolset. 

Be-enter  Wolsbt,  wifA  Gabdiner. 

Wol.  [Aside  to  Gakd.]  Give  me  your  hand:    much  joy  and 
favor  to  you ; 
You  are  the  king's  now. 

Gm-d.  [Aside  to  Wol.]  But  to  be  commanded 
For  ever  by  your  grace,  whose  liand  lias  raia'd  me. 

jr.  Hen.  Come  hither,  Gardiner.  [The'j  eonterse  apart. 

'  Gam.  My  lord  of  York,  was  not  one  doctor  Pace 
la  this  man's  place  before  him! 

Wol  Yes,  he  was. 

"    ""     "         "'       ,n! 
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Cam.  Believe  me,  there's  an  ill  opinion  spread,  then, 
Even  of  yourself,  lord  cardinal. 

Wol.  How!  of  me! 

Cam.  They  will  not  stick  to  say,  you  envied  Lim; 
And  fearing  lie  would  rise,  he  whs  bo  virtuous. 
Kept  him  a  foreign  man,  still ;  which  so  griev'il  him. 
That  he  ran  mad  and  dietL 

Wol.  Heaven's  peace  he  with  him ! 

That's  Christian  care  enough :  for  living  mui-murers 
There's  places  of  rehnte.    He  was  a  fool ; 
For  lie  would  needs  he  virtuous :  that  good  fellow. 
If  1  command  him,  follows  my  appointment: 
I  will  have  none  so  near  else.    Learn  this,  hrother, 
We  live  not  to  he  grip'd  hj  meaner  persons. 

if,  Svn.  Deliver  this  with  modesty  to  the  queen. 

[Srj'i  GAr.niSBB. 
The  most  convenient  place  that  I  can  think  of, 
For  sucli  receipt  of  learning,  is  Blaek-Friars ; 
There  ye  shall  meet  ahout  this  weighty  husiness  ;— 
My  Wolsey,  see  it  fumish'd. — 0  my  lord, 
Would  it  not  grieve  an.  honest  man  to  leave 
So  sweet  a  wife?    Eat,  conscience,  conscience, — 
O,  'tis  a  tender  place !  and  I  must  leave  her.  \_E^ev,nt 

SCESE  ni. — An.  Ante-dumabcr  in  the  QrEEB's  Jparlments. 
Enter  Akhe  BriiEN  and  an  Old  Lady. 

Anne.  Not  for  that  neither :  here's  the  pang  that  pinches ; — 
His  highness  having  liv'd  so  long  with  her,  and  she 
So  good  a  lady,  that  no  tongue  could  ever 
Pronounce  dishonor  of  her,— hy  my  life. 
She  never  knew  harm-doing ; — O,  now,  after 
So  many  courses  of  the  sun  enthron'd, 
Still  growing  in  a  m^esty  and  pomp, — the  which 
To  leave,  a  thousand-fold  more  hitter  than 
'Tis  sweet  at  first  t'  acquire, — after  tliia  process, 
To  give  her  the  avaunt  I  it  is  a  pity 
Would  move  a  monster. 

Old  L.  Hearts  of  most  hard  temper 

Melt  and  lament  for  her, 

Anne.  O,  heaven's  will !  much  better 

She  ne'er  had  known  pomp :  though  it  be  temporal, 
Yet,  if  that  qaarrei,  fortune,  do  divorce 
It  from  the  bearer,  'tis  a  sufferance  panging 
As  soul  and  body's  severing. 

Old,  L.  Alas,  poor  lady  I 

She's  a  stranger  now  ng-iin. 
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Anne.  So  mncli  tlie  more 
Must  pity  drop  upon  her.     Verily, 
I  swear,  'tis  better  to  lie  lowly  born, 
And  range  with  hambJe  livera  in  content. 
Than  to  be  perk'd  up  ia  a  glistenng  grief, 
And  wear  a  golden  sorrow. 

Old  L.  Our  coDtent 

la  onr  best  having. 

Anne.  By  my  troth,  I  would  not  be  a  queen. 

Old  L.  Beshrew  me,  I  would ;  and  so  would  you, 
For  all  this  spice  of  your  hypocrisy, 

Ann^.  Nay,  good  troth, — 

Old  L.  Yes,  troth,  and  troth ; — you  would  not  be  a  queen  f 

Anne.  ISo,  not  for  all  the  riches  under  heaven. 

Old  Ij.  'Tis  strange;  a  three-pence  bowed  would  hire  me, 
Old  aa  I  am,  to  queen  it :  but,  I  pray  you. 
What  think  you  of  a  duchoaaf  have  joU  limbs 
To  bear  that  load  of  title  1 

Anm.  No,  in  truth. 

I  swear  again,  I  would  not  be  a  queen 
For  all  tho  world. 

BiUei'  the  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Cham.  Good  morrow,  ladies.     What  were't  worth  to  know 
The  secret  of  your  conference ! 

Anne.  My  good  lord, 

Not  your  demand ;  it  values  not  your  asking : 
Our  mistress'  sorrows  we  were  pitying. 

Cham.  It  was  a  gentle  business,  and  bt 

Tlie  action  of  good  women;  there  is  hope 
AU  will  be  well. 

Anne.  Now,  I  pray  heaven,  amen! 

Cham.  Ton  hear  a  gentle  mind,  and  heavenly  blessings 
Follow  such  creatures.     That  you  may,  fair  lady. 
Perceive  I  speak  sincerely,  and  high  note's 
Ta'on  of  your  many  virtues,  the  king's  majesty 
Commends  liis  good  opinion  of  you  to  you,  and 
Does  purpose  honor  to  you  no  less  flowing 
Than  marchioness  of  Pembroke  ;  to  which  title 
A  thousand  pound  a-year,  annual  support, 
Out  of  his  grace  he  adds. 

Anne.  I  do  not  know 

What  kind  of  my  obedience  I  should  tender ; 
More  than  my  all  is  nothing ;  nor  my  prayers 
Are  not  words  duly  hallow'd,  nor  my  wishes 
More  worth  than  empty  vanities :  yet  prayers  and  wishes 
Are  all  I  can  return.  Beseech  your  lordship, 
Vouchsafe  to  speak  my  thanks  and  my  obedience, 
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As  from  a  blusliing  Jiandmaid,  to  Lis  tighness; 
Whose  health  and  royalty  I  pray  for. 

Cham,  Lady, 

I  shall  not  fail  to  approve  the  fair  conceit 
The  king  hath  of  you. — [A»ide.]  I  have  perus'd  her  well ; 
Beaaty  and  honor  in  her  are  so  mingled, 
That  they  have  caught  the  king  ;  and  who  knows  yet, 
But  from  this  lady  may  proceed  a  gem 
To  lighten  all  this  isle  1—[To  hm-.]  I'U  to  the  king, 
And  say,  I  spoke  with  you. 

Antie.  My  honor'd  lord. 

[Exit  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Old  L.  Why,  thia  it  is ;  see,  seel 
I  have  been  begging  sixteen  years  in  court, 
(Am  jet  a  courtier  be^arly)  nor  could 
Come  pat  betwixt  too  early  and  too  late, 
For  any  suit  of  pounds;  and  you,  O  fate! 
A  very  freah-fish  here,  (fie,  fie,  fie  upon 
This  coiapell'd  fortune  I)  have  your  mouth  fill'd  up, 
Before  you  open  it. 

Anne.  This  is  strange  to  me. 

OUL.  How  tastes  it?  is  it  bitter!  forty  pence,  no. 
There  was  a  lady  onoe,  Ctia  an  old  story)    , 
That  ■would  not  be  a  queen,  that  would  she  not, 
For  all  the  mud  in  Egypt: — have  you  heard  it? 

Atme.  Come,  you  are  pleasant. 

Old  L.  With  your  theme,  I  could 

O'ermount  the  lark.    The  marchioness  of  Pembroke ! 
A  thonsand  pounds  a-year,  for  pure  respect  I 
No  other  obligation !     By  my  life, 
That  promises  more  thousands :  honor's  train 
la  longer  than  his  foreskirt.    By  this  time, 
I  know,  your  back  will  bear  a  duchess : — say, 
Are  you  not  stronger  than  you  were? 

Anne.  Good  lady, 

Make  yourself  mirth  with  your  particular  fency. 
And  leave  me  out  on't.    Would  I  had  no  being, 
If  this  salute  my  blood  a  jot :  it  faints  me, 
To  think  what  follows. 
The  queen  is  comfortless,  and  we  forgetful 
In  our  long  absence :  pray,  do  not  deliver 
What  here  you've  heard,  to  her. 

OU  L.  What  do  you  think  roe9 

[Exeunt 
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SCENE  IV.— 4  Ball  in  Black-Friars. 

Trwiipela,  sennet,  and  cornets.  Enter  two  Vergers,  vrith  short 
siker  wande;  next  them,  two  Scribes,  m  the  habit  qf  doc- 
tors; after  them,  the  AsonBisHOP  or  Oabtbbbuby,  alone; 
after  Mm,  the  Bishops  of  Lincoln,  Ely,  Eochestke,  and 
Saiht  Asaph  ;  next  thent,  with  eome  tmatl  distance,  folloue 
a  GeDtleman,  hearing  the  Puree,  mith  the  Great  Seal,  and  a 
cardinal's  hat ;  then  two  Priests,  bearing  each  a  tiller  cross  ; 
then  a  Gentleman -Usher  bare-headed,  accompanied  idth  a 
Sergeant  at  Arms,  hearing  a  siker  mace;  then  two  Gentle- 
men, bearing  two  great  tilver  pillars;  after  them,  side  by 
tide,  the  two  Oabmnaib  Wolsky  and  Oaupeius  ;  ivio  Noble- 
men icith  the  mord  and  mace.  Then  enter  the  Kma  and 
Queen,  and  their  train*.  The  !Kin&  takes  place  under  the 
cloth  of  state  ;  the  two  Cakdikalb  sit  under  him  as  judges. 
The  Queen  takes  place  at  some  distance  from  the  Kikg.  The 
'BissoFS  place  themsehes  on  each  side  the  court,  in  manner 
of  a  consistory;  below  them,  the  Scribes.  The  Lords  sit 
next  the  Bishobs.  The  Crier  and  the  rest  of  the  Attendants 
stand  in  convenient  order  aho'at  the  Sail. 
WbI.  Whilst  our  commission  from  Eome  is  read. 
Let  silence  be  commanded. 

K.  Hen.  What's  the  need  J 

It  hath  already  pubhclj  been  read. 
And  on  all  sides  th'  authority  allow'd ; 
You  may,  then,  spare  that  time, 

Wol.  Be't  so.— Proceed. 

Scriie.  Say,  Henry  king  of  England,  come  into  the  court. 

Crier.  Henry  king  of  England,  &c. 

K.  Hen.  Here. 

Scribe.  Say,  Katharine  queen  of  England,  come  into  the  court. 

Crier.  Katharine,  qneen  of  England,  &c. 

IThe  QuKES  makes  no  answer,  rises  out  of  her  chair, 
goesabout  the  eowt,  eomet  to  iAeKiso,  and  IcneeU 
at  his  feet;  thenspeaka. 
Q.  Kath.  Sir,  I  desire  you  do  me  right  and  justice; 
And  to  bestow  your  pity  on  me ;  for 
I  am  a  most  poor  woman,  and  a  stranger, 
Born  out  of  your  dominions;  having  hero 
No  judge  indifferent,  nor  no  more  assurance 
Of  equal  friendship  and  proceeding.     Alas,  sir. 
In  what  have  I  offended  you  ?  what  cause 
Hath  my  behavior  given  to  your  displeasure. 
That  thus  yoa  should  proceed  to  put  me  off. 
And  take  your  good  grace  from  me  ?    Heaven  witness, 
I  have  been  to  you  a  true  and  humble  wife, 
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At  all  times  to  your  will  conformable ; 

Ever  in  fear  to  kindle  your  dislike, 

Yea,  subject  to  your  countenance,— glad  or  sorry 

As  I  saw  it  inelin'd,    "Wlien  was  the  hour 

I  ever  contradicted  yonr  desire. 

Or  made  it  not  mine  too?     Or  which  of  your  friends 

Have  I  not  strove  to  love,  althougli  I  knew 

He  were  mine  enemy?  what  friend  of  mine 

That  had  to  him  deriv'd  your  anger,  did  I 

Continue  in  my  liking?  nay,  gave  notice 

Ho  waa  from  thence  discharg'd.     Sir,  call  to  mind 

That  I  have  been  your  wife,  in  this  obedience, 

Upward  of  twenty  years ;  ifi  in  the  course 

And  process  of  this  time,  yon  can  report, 

And  prove  it  too,  against  mine  honor  aught, 

My  bond  to  wedlock,  or  my  love  sad  doty. 

Against  your  sacred  person,  in  God's  name, 

Turn  me  away ;  and  let  the  foul'st  contempt 

Shut  door  upon  me,  and  so  give  me  up 

To  the  sharp'st  kind  of  justice.    Please  you,  sir. 

The  king,  your  father,  was  reputed  for 

A  prince  most  prudent,  of  an  escellent 

And  unmatoh'd  wit  and  judgment ;  Ferdinand, 

My  father,  king  of  Spain,  was  reckon'd  one 

The  wisest  prince  that  there  had  reign'd  by  many 

A  year  before :  it  is  not  to  be  question'd 

That  they  had  gather'd  a  wise  council  to  them 

Of  every  realm,  tiiat  did  debate  this  business, 

Who  deem'd  our  marriage  lawful :  wherefore  I  humbly 

Beseech  you,  sir,  to  spare  me,  till  I  may 

ISe  by  ray  friends  in  Spain  advis'd ;  whose  counsel 

I  will  implore :  if  not,  i'  the  name  of  heaven. 

Your  pleasure  be  fulflU'dl 

Wbl.  You  have  here,  lady, 

(And  of  your  choice)  these  reverend  fathers ;  meu 
Of  singular  integrity  and  learning. 
Yea,  the  elect  o'  the  land,  who  are  assembled 
To  plead  your  cause:  it  shall  be  therefore  bootless 
That  longer  you  desire  the  court ;  as  well 
For  your  own  quiet,  as  to  rectify 
What  is  unsettled  in  the  king. 

Cam.  His  grace 

Hath  spoken  well  and  justly :  tlierefore,  madam, 
It's  fit  this  royal  session  do  pi-oceed; 
And  that,  without  delay,  their  arguments 
Be  now  produo'd  and  heard. 

Q.  Katk.  Lord  cardinal, — 

To  you  I  speak. 
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Wol.  YouT  pleasure,  m&dam? 

Q.  Kath.  Sir, 

I  am  about  to  weep ;  but,  thinking  that 
"We  are  a  queen,  (or  long  have  dream'd  so)  certain 
The  daughter  of  a  king,  mj  drops  uf  tears 
I'll  tarn  to  sparks  of  lire. 

Wol.  Be  patient  jet. 

iQ.  Kath.  I  will,  when  yon  are  humble ;  nay,  before, 
Or  God  will  pnnish  me,     I  do  bcUe^e, 
luduc'd  by  potent  circumstances,  tliat 
You  are  mine  enemy ;  and  make  my  challenge 
You  shall  not  be  my  judge:  for  it  is  you 
Have  blown  this  coal  betwUt  my  lord  and  me, — 
Therefore  I  say  agmn, 
I  utterly  abhor,  yea,  from  my  soul 
Refuse  you  for  my  judge ;  whom,  yet  once  more, 
I  hold  my  most  malicious  foe,  and  think  not 
At  all  a  friend  to  truth, 

Wol.  I  do  profess 

You  speak  not  like  yourself;  who  ever  yet   ■ 
Have  stood  to  charity,  and  display'd  th'  effects 
Of  disposition  gentle,  and  of  wisdom 
O'ertopping  woman's  power.    Madam,  you  do  mo  wrong: 
I  have  no  spleen  against  yon ;  nor  injustice 
For  you,  or  any;  how  far  I  have  proceeded, 
Or  how  far  fai'ther  shall,  is  warranted 
By  a  eommisaon  from  tlie  consistory, — 
Yea,  the  whole  consistory  of  Eome.    You  charge  me 
That  I  have  blown  this  coal :  I  do  deny  it : 
The  king  is  present:  if  it  be  known  to  Mm 
That  I  gainsay  my  deed,  how  may  be  wound, 
And  worthily,  my  falsehood  1  yea,  as  mucli 
As  you  have  done  my  truth.    If  he  know 
That  I  am  free  of  your  report,  he  knows 
I  am  not  of  your  wrong.    Therefore  in  him 
It  lies  to  cure  me:  and  the  cure  is,  to 
Remove  these  thoughts  from  yon:  the  which  before 
His  highness  shall  speak  in,  I  do  beseech 
Yon,  gracious  madam,  to  nnthink  your  speaking. 
And  to  say  so  no  more. 

Q.  Kath.  My  lord,  my  lord, 

I  am  a  simple  woman,  mach  too  weak 

To  oppose  your  cunning.    You  are  meek  and  jinmble-mouth'd 
You  sign  your  place  and  calling,  in  full  seeming. 
With  meekness  and  humility ;  but  your  heart 
Is  cramm'd  with  arrogancy,  spleen,  and  pride. 
You  have,  by  fortune  and  his  highness'  fevors, 
Gone  slightly  oVr  low  r-tope,  ,ind  now  are  inounteil 
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Whei-e  powers  are  yoar  retainers;  and  your  words, 
Domestics  to  jou,  serve  jour  will  as't  please 
Yourself  pronounce  their  office.    I  must  tell  you, 
You  tender  more  your  person's  honor  than 
Your  high  profession  s^iritnal:  that  again 
I  do  refuse  you  for  my  judge ;  and  here, 
Before  you  all,  appeal  unto  the  pope, 
To  bring  my  whole  cause  'fore  his  holiness, 
And  to  be  judg'd  by  him, 

[iShe  eourtsies  to  the  King,  aiul  offers  to  depart. 

Cam.  The  queen  is  obstinate, 

Stubborn  to  JHsfiee,  apt  to  accuse  it,  and 
Disdainful  to  be  tried  by't:  'tis  not  well. 
She's  going  away. 

^.  Sen.  Call  her  again. 

Crier.  Katharine,  queen  of  England,  come  into  the  court. 

Grif.  Madam,  you  are  call'd  back. 

Q.  Eath.  "What  need  you  cote  it!  Pray  you,  Iteep  your  way: 
When  you  are  call'd,  return. — Now,  the  Lord  help  I 
They  vexme  past  my  patience  I— Pray  you,  pass  on: 
I  will  not  tarry ;  no,  nor  ever  more 
Upon  this  business  my  appearance  moke 
In  any  of  their  courts. 

\Exeunt  Quekn,  Geifpith,  and  her  other  Attendants, 

K.  Hen.  Go  thy  ways,  Kate: 

That  man  o'  the  world  who  shall  report  he  has 
A  better  wife,  let  him  in  nought  be  tmsted, 
For  speaking  false  in  that :  thoa  art,  alone, 
(If  tliy  rare  qualities,  sweet  gentleness, 
Thy  meekness  saint-like,  wife-like  government,— 
Obeying  in  commanding — and  thy  parts 
SoTcreign  and  pious  else,  could  speak  thee  out) 
The  qneen  of  earthly  queens : — she's  noble  born ; 
And,  like  her  true  nobility,  she  has 
Carried  herself  towards  me. 

Cam.  So  please  your  highness, 

The  qneen  being  absent,  'tis  a  needful  fitness 
That  we  adjonrn  this  court  till  farther  day : 
Meanwhile  must  be  an  earnest  motion 
Made  to  the  qneen,  to  call  back  her  appeal 
She  intends  unto  his  holiness.  [They  rite  to  depart. 

K.  Henry.  [aaUe.'\  I  may  perceive. 

These  cardinals  trifle  with  me :  I  abhor 
This  dilatijry  sloth  and  tricks  of  Eome. 
My  learn'd  and  well  boloTed  servant,  Oranmer, 
Pr'ythee,  return  I  with  thy  approach,  I  know. 
My  comfort  conies  along. — Bi-eak  up  the  court: 
I  say,  set  on.  {Exeunt,  in  manner  as  they  entered. 


Hosted  by  Google 


KING  HENRY  VIII, 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I.— Loudon.      Tlie  FaVux  at  Bridewell.     A  Room  in  the 
Qdbek's  Apartment. 

The  QuEBN,  and  lome  ofher  women,  at  wiork. 
Q.  Eath.  Take  thy  lute,  wenoh :  my  soul  grows  aad  with 
troubles ; 
Sing,  and  diaperso  them,  if  thou  canBt :  leave  working. 

80SG. 

Orphena  itlUi  Wa  Into  Tta&e  trcea, 
Andlha  mouDtain-tans  tbsC  freeze, 

Bow  theiDKlTss,  whea  lie  did  sing : 
To  his  music,  plsnS  and  flowers 
Evorapruns;  saaunandabowers 

Evfirr  thine  thAt  henrd  bim  play, 
EventhebUlowsoftbest-ii. 
Hnn^  ihi^lr  heada,  and  tbeD  la;  by. 

Killing  care  and  atlei  of  henrt 
Fall  asleep,  01  beurias,  die. 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

Q.Kath.  How  now! 

Gent.  An't  please  your  grace,  the  two  great  cai-dinala 
Wait  in  the  presenoe. 

Q.  Kath.  Would  they  speak  with  me  ? 

Geat.  They  irijl'd  me  say  so,  madam. 

Q.  Kath.  Pray  their  graces 

To  come  near.  [Erit  Gent.]    What  can  be  their  bus' 
With  me,  a  poor  weak  woman,  fallen  from  favor? 
I  do  notliko  tlioir  coming,  now  I  think  on't. 
They  should  be  good  men ;  their  affairs  aa  righteouB ; 
But  all  hoods  make  not  monks. 

Enter  Wolsby  and  OaMpeius. 

'"'o^-  Peace  to  yonr  highneasi 

Q.  Kath.  Your  graces  find  me  here  part  of  a  housewife ; 
I  would  be  all,  against  the  worst  may  happen. 
What  are  your  pleasures  with  me,  reverend  lords ! 

Wol.  May  it  please  you,  noble  madam,  to  withdraw 
Into  yoflr  private  chamber,  we  shaligive  you 
The  full  cause  of  our  coming. 

Q.  Kath.  Speak  it  here ; 

There's  nothing  I  have  doie  yet,  o'  my  ci 
Deserves  a  corner:  would  all  other  women 
Could  speak  this  with  .is  free  a  soiil  as  I  Sal 
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My  lords,  I  care  not  (ao  niucli  I  am  happy 

Atiove  a  number)  if  inj  actions 

Were  tried  by  every  tongue,  every  eye  saw  them, 

Envy  and  base  opinion  set  against  them, 

I  £iiow  my  life  so  even.     If  your  bnsineas 

Seek  me  out,  and  that  way  1  am  wife  in, 

Out  with  it  boldly:  truth  lovea  open  dealing. 

Wol.   Tanta  est  ergo,  te  meiitii  integritag,  regina  st 

Q.  Kaih.  O,  good  my  lord,  no  Latin ; 
I  am  not  such  a  truant  since  my  coming, 
As  not  to  know  the  language  I  have  liv'd  in ; 
A  strange  tongue  makes  my  cause  more  strange,  suspicious ; 
Pray,  speak  in  English;  here  are  some  will  thank  you. 
If  you  speak  truth,  for  their  poor  mistress'  sake,— 
Believe  me,  she  has  had  much  wrong:  lord  cardinal, 
The  willing'st  sin  I  ever  yet  committed 
May  be  absolv'd  in  English. 

^yol-  Noble  lady, 

I  am  sorry  my  integrity  should  breed 
(And  service  to  his  mfyesty  and  you) 
80  deep  suspicion,  where  all  faith  was  meant 
We  come  not  by  the  way  of  accusation. 
To  taint  that  honor  every  good  tongue  blesses, 
Kor  to  betray  you  any  way  to  sorrow, — 
Yoa  have  too  much,  good  lady ;  but  to  know 
How  you  stand  minded  in  the  weighty  difference 
Between  the  king  and  you ;  and  to  deliver. 
Like  free  and  honest  men,  our  just  opinions. 
And  comforts  to  your  cause. 

Gam.  Most  honor'd  madam, 

My  lord  of  York,— out  of  his  noble  nature, 
Zeal  and  obedience  he  still  bore  your  grace,- — 
Forgetting,  like  a  good  man,  your  late  censure 
Both  of  his  truth  and  him,  (which  was  too  far) — 
Offers,  as  I  do,  in  a  sign  of  peace, 
His  service  and  his  counsel, 

Q.  Katk.  [A4ide.'\  To  betray  me. — 

My  lords,  I  thank  you  both  for  your  good  wills ; 
Te  speak  like  honest  men ;  (pray  heaven,  ye  prove  so !) 
But  how  to  make  ye  suddenly  an  answer. 
In  such  a  point  of  weight,  so  near  mine  honor, 
(More  near  my  life,  I  fear,)  with  my  weak  wit. 
And  to  such  men  of  gravity  and  learning, 
In  truth,  I  know  not.    I  was  set  at  work 
Among  my  maida;  full  little,  heaven  knows,  looking 
Either  for  such  men,  or  such  business. 
For  her  sake  that  I  have  been,  (for  I  feel 
The  last  fit  of  my  gi'eatnesa,)  good  your  gi'aces, 
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Let  me  have  time  and  counsel  for  my  cause : 
Alaa,  I  am  a  woman,  friendless,  hopeless! 

Wol.  Madam,  you  wrong  the  king's  love  with  these  feara ; 
Yonr  hopes  and  Inends  are  infinite. 

Q.  Oath.  In  EnglanJ 

But  little  for  my  profit :  can  joa  think,  lords, 
That  any  Englishman  dare  give  me  counsel  J 
Or  be  a  known  friend,  'gainst  his  higtness'  pleasure, 
And  Jive  a  subject?    Kay,  forsooth,  my  friends, 
They  that  mnst  weigh  out  my  afflictions, 
They  that  my  trust  must  grow  to,  live  not  here : 
They  are,  as  all  my  other  comforts,  far  hence, 
In  mine  own.  eountrj,  lords. 

Cam.  I  would  your  grace 

Would  leoTe  yoar  griefs,  and  take  my  counseL 

Q.Kath.  Fow,  sir! 

Cam.  Put  your  main  cause  into  the  king's  protection ; 
He's  loving,  and  most  gracions;  'twill  be  much 
Both,  for  your  honor  better,  and  jour  cause ; 
For  if  the  trial  of  the  law  o'ertate  you, 
You'll  part  away  disgrao'd. 

Wol.  He  tells  yon  rightly 

Q.  Katk.  Ye  tell  me  what  ye  wish  for  both,— my  ruin : 
la  this  your  Christian  counsel  ?  out  upon  je ! 
Heaven  is  above  all  yet ;  there  sits  a.  Judge 
That  no  king  can  corrupt. 

Cwm.  Your  rage  mistakes  us. 

Q.  Saih.  The  more  shame  for  yel  holy  men  I  tlionght  ye, 
Upon  my  soul,  two  reverend  cardinal  virtues ; 
But  canlinal  sins,  and  hollow  he^ts,  I  fear  je: 
Mend  tliem,  for  shame,  my  lords.    Is  this  your  comfort! 
The  cordial  that  ye  hring  a  wretched  lady, — 
A  woman  lost  among  ye,  laogh'd  at,  scorn'd? 
I  will  not  wish  ye  "half  my  miseries ; 
I  have  more  charity;  hut  say,  I  wam'd  ye. 
Take  heed,  for  Leaven's  sake,  take  heed,  leet  at  once 
The  burden  of  my  sorrows  fell  upon  ye. 

Wol.  Madam,  this  is  a  mere  distraction ; 
You  turn  the  good  we  offer  into  envy, 

0.  Kath.  Ye  turn  me  into  nothing  ;  wpe  upon  ye, 
And  all  such  false  professors !    'Would  ye  have  me 
Put  my  sick  cause  into  his  hands  that  hates  me ! 
I  am  old,  my  lords. 

And  all  the  fellowship  I  hold  now  with  him 
Is  only  my  obedience.    TVhat  can  happen 
To  me  above  this  wretchedness  ?  all  your  studies 
Make  me  a  curse  like  tliis. 

Cam.  Your  fears  are  worse. 
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Q.  Kath.  Have  I  Hy'S  thus  long— (let  me  speak  myself, 
Since  virtue  finds  no  friends,)— a  wife,  a  true  oneJ 
A  woman  (I  dare  say  without  vain-glory) 
Never  yet  branded  with  suspicion  f 
Have  I  with  all  my  full  affections 
Still  met  the  king?  lov'd  him  nest  lieaven !  obey'dhim! 
Been,  out  of  fondness,  superstitious  to  him? 
Almost  forgot  my  prayers  to  content  him  3 
And  am  I  thus  rewarded  ?  'tis  not  well,  lords. 
Bring  me  a  constant  woman  to  her  husband, 
One  that  ne'er  di-eam'd  a  joy  beyond  his  pleasure ; 
And  to  tiiat  woman,  when  die  has  done  most, 
Yet  will  I  add  an  honor, — a  great  patience. 

TToi.  Madam,  you  wander  from  the  good  we  aim^  at. 
Q.  EaVi.  My  lord,  I  dare  not  make  myself  so  guilty, 
To  give  up  willingly  that  noble  title 
Your  master  wed  rae  to:  nothing  hut  death 
Shall  e'er  divorce  my  dignities. 

H^oi.  Pray,  hear  mo. 

Q.  Kath.  Would  I  had  never  trod  this  English  earth. 

Or  felt  the  flatteries  that  grow  upon  it! 

Ye  have  angels'  faces,  but  heaven  knows  yonr  hearts. 

"What  will  become  of  me  now,  wretched  lady  1 

I  am  the  most  unhappy  woman  living. — 

[To  her  wonten.]    Alas,  poor  wenches,  where  are  now  yonr 
fortunes ! 

Shipwreck'd  upon  a  kingdom,  where  no  pity, 

No  friends,  no  hope;  no  kindred  weep  for  nie; 

Almost  no  grave  allow'd  rae ;— like  the  lily. 

That  once  was  mistress  of  the  field  and  flourish'd, 

I'll  hang  my  head  and  perish. 

Woi:  If  your  grace 

Oonld  but  be  brought  to  know  our  ends  are  honest, 

You'd  feel  more  comfort.  . 

Q.  Kath.  Do  what  ye  will,  my  lords ;  and,  pray,  forgive  ma, 

If  I  have  ns'd  myself  unmannerly  ; 

You  know  I  am  a  woman,  lacking  wit 

To  make  a  seemly  answer  to  such  persons. 

Pray,  do  my  service  to  his  miyesty : 

He  has  my  heart  yet ;  and  shall  have  my  prayers 

While  I  shall  have  my  life.  -  Oome,  reverend  fathers, 

Bestow  your  counsels  on  me:  she  now  begs. 

That  little  thought,  when  she  set  footing  here, 

She  should  have  bought  her  dignities  so  deal-.  [Mceunt. 
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SCENE  IL—Ante-chamher  to  the  Krao's  Apartment. 
Enter  the  Dueb  of  Norfolk,  the  Duke  of  Sdffole,  the  Eael  of 
SuEHEY,  and  the  Lord  Chamberlain. 
JVor.  If  you  will  now  unite  in  jour  complaii.ts, 
And  force  them  with  a  constancy,  the  cardinal 
Cannot  stand  under  tliein. 

Oham.  If  yon  cannot 
Bar  his  access  to  the  king,  never  attempt 
Anything  on  him ;  for  he  hath  a  witchcraft 
Over  the  king  in's  tongue. 

Nor.  0,  fear  him  not ; 

His  spell  in  that  is  out :  the  king  hath  found 
Matter  against  htm,  tltat  for  ever  mars 
The  honey  of  his  language,    Ko,  he's  settled, 
Ifot  to  come  off,  in  his  displeasure. 

Svr.  Sir, 

I  should  be  glail  to  hear  Buch  news  as  this 
Once  every  hour. 

Nor.  Beliere  it,  this  is  true : 

In  the  divorce  his  contrary  proceedings 
Are  all  unfolded ;  wherein  he  appears. 
As  I  wonld  wish  mine  enemy. 

Sur.  How  came 

His  practices  to  light? 

Suf.  Moat  strangely. 

Sur.  0,  how,  how! 

Svf.  Tho  cardinal's  letter  to  the  pope  miscarried, 
And  came  to  the  eye  o'ttie  king:  wherein  was  read, 
How  that  the  cardinal  did  entreat  his  holiness 
To  stay  tlie  judgment  o'  the  divorce ;  for  if 
It  did  take  place,  "I  do,"  quoth  he,  "perceive 
My  king  is  tangled  in.  affection  to 
A  creature  of  the  queen's,  lady  Anne  Bullen." 
The  cardinal  I  [Thep  stand  aside. 

Eater  "WoLSEY  and  Cromwell. 
Not.  Observe,  observe,  he's  moody. 
Wot  The  packet,  Cromwell,  gave  it  you  the  king! 
Crom.  To  his  own  hand,  in  his  bedchamber, 
Wol.  Look'd  he  o'  th'  inside  of  the  paper  f 
Cront.  Presently 

He  did  unseal  them  r  and  tie  first  he  view'd, 
He  did  it  with  a  serious  mind ;  a  heed 
"Was  in  his  countenance.    You  he  bade 
Attend  him  here  this  morning. 

Wol.  Is  he  reatly 

To  como  abroad  ? 

Ctoiu.  I  think,  by  this  he  is. 
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Wol.  Leave  me  awhile. —  [Eccit  Ceomtveii. 

It  shall  be  to  the  duchess  of  Alen^on, 
The  Trench  king's  sister :  he  shall  marry  her. — 
Anne  Bnllen  ?     No ;  I'C  no  Anne  Bulieng  for  him : 
There's  more  in't  than  fair  visage. — Bnllen  1 
No,  we'll  no  Bnllens, — Speedily  I  wish 
To  hear  from  Eome, — Tlie  marchioness  of  Pemhroke  I 

2fbr.  He's  discouteuted. 

Suf.  May  he,  he  hears  the  king 

Does  whet  his  anger  to  him. 

Sun  Sharp  enough, 

Lord,  for  thyjnsUcel 

Wol.  The  late  queen's  gentlewoman,  a  knight's  daughter. 
To  be  her  mistress'  mistresal  the  qaeen's  queen ! — 
This  candle  burns  not  clear :  'tis  I  must  snuff  it ; 
Then,  oiit  it  goes. — What  though  I  know  her  virtnons 
And  well-deserving?  yet  I  know  her  for 
A  spleenj  Lutheran  ;  and  not  wholesome  to 
Our  canse.    Again,  there  is  sprung  np 
A  heretic,  an  arch  one,  Oranmer ;  one 
Hath  crawl'd  into  the  iavor  of  tie  king, 
And  is  his  oracle.  [Bemains  aloof,  meditating. 

Ncr.  He  is  vex'd  at  something. 

Saf.  1  would  'twere  something  that  would  fret  the  string, 
The  master-cord  on's  heart  1 

Si'f.  Theking,  thekingi 

Siiter  tite 'Kiso,  reading  a  echedvle  ;  nraZLoTELi- 

K.  Hen,  "What  piles  of  wealth  hath  he  accumulated 
To  his  own  portion!  and  what  espence  by  the  hour 
Seems  to  flow  from  him  I     How,  i'  the  name  of  thrift, 
Does  he  rake  this  together  ? — Now,  my  lords, 
Saw  you  tlie  cardinal! 

Niyr.  \Ad'eancing.'\     My  lord,  we  have 
Stood  here  observing  him :  some  strange  commotion 
Is  in  his  brain :  he  bites  his  lip,  and  stai'ts ; 
Stops  on  a  sudden,  looks  npoa  the  gronnd. 
Then  lays  his  finger  on  hia  temple ;  straight 
Springs  out  into  fast  gait;  then  stops  agam. 
Strikes  his  breast  hard ;  and  anon  he  casts 
His  eye  against  the  moon :  in  most  strange  postures 
We  have  seen  him  set  himself. 

K.  Hen.  It  may  well  be ; 

There  is  a  mutiny  in's  mind.    This  morning 
Papers  of  state  he  sent  me  to  pernse, 
As  I  requir'd;  and  wot  you  what  I  found 
There,  on  my  conscience,  put  unwittingly? 
Forsooth,  an  inventory,  thus  importing,— 
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The  several  parcels  of  his  plate,  his  treasure, 
Eicli  stuffs,  and  ornaments  of  household;  which 
.1  find  at  snch  proud  rate,  that  it  out-speaks 

Jfor.  It's  heaven's  will : 

Soma  spirit  put  this  paper  in  the  packet, 
To  bless  your  eye  withal. 

K  Men.  If  wc  did  think 

His  contemplation  were  shove  the  earth,  _ 
And  fix'd  on  spiritual  ohject,  he  should  still 
Dwell  in  his  musings;  but  I  am  afraid 
His  thinkings  are  below  the  moon,  not  worth 
His  serious  considering. 

[He  takes,  his  seat,  and  wSwpars  Loteli,  who 
goes  to  WoLSET. 
Wol.  Heaven  forgive  me  I — 
Ever  heaven  bless  your  highness. 

K.  Men.  Good  my  lord, 

Ton  are  full  of  heavenly  stuff,  and  bear  the  inventory 
Of  your  best  graces  in  your  mind;  the  which 
You  were  now  running  o'er ;  you  have  scarce  lime 
To  steal  from  spiritual  leisure  a  brief  span. 
To  keep  your  earthly  audit;  sure,  in  that 
I  deem  you  an  ill  hushand,  and  am  glad 
To  have  you  therein  my  companion. 

Wol.  Sir, 

For  holy  offices  I  have  a  time ;  a  time 
To  think  upon  the  part  of  business  which 
I  bear  i'  the  state :  and  nature  does  require 
Her  times  of  preservation,  which  perforce 
I,  her  frail  son,  amongst  my  hrethren.  mortal, 
Must  give  my  tendance  to. 

K.  Men.  You  have  said  well. 

Wol.  And  ever  may  your  highness  yoke  together, 
As  I  will  lead  you  cause,  my  doing  well 
"With  my  well  sayingi 

K.  Men.  'Tis  well  said  again ; 

And  'tis  a  kind  of  good  deed  to  say  well : 
And  yet  words  are  no  deeds.    Jly  father  lov'd  you : 
He  stud  he  did ;  and  with  his  deed  did  crown 
His  word  upon  you.     Since  I  had  my  ofBce, 
I  have  kept  you  next  my  heart ;  have  not  alone 
Employ 'd  you  where  high  profits  might  come  home, 
But  par'd  my  present  havings,  to  bestow 
ily  bounties  upon  you. 

Wol.  [AMde.]  What  should  this  mean? 

K.  Men.  Have  I  not  made  you 
The  prime  man  of  the  state  f    I  pray  you,  tell  me, 


Hosted  by  Google 


486  HISTOEICAL  SUAKSPEARIAN  EEABEE. 

If  wliat  I  now  pronounce  you  have  found  trae ; 

And,  if  yoa  may  confess  it,  say  withal, 

If  you  are  bound  to  ua,  or  no.     What  say  yon  ? 

Wol.  My  sovereign,  I  confess,  your  royal  graces, 
Shower'd  on  me  daily,  have  been  more  than  conld 
My  atndied  purposes  requite ;  which  went 
Beyond  all  man's  endeavors :— my  endeavors 
Have  ever  come  too  short  of  my  desires. 
Yet  ffl'd  with  my  abilitiea :  mine  own  ends 
Have  been  mine  so,  that  evermore  they  pointed 
To  the  good  of  jonr  most  sacred  person,  and 
The  profit  of  the  state.     For  your  great  graces 
Heap'd  upon  mo,  po<)r  nndeserver,  I 
Can  nothing  render  but  allegiant  thanks ; 
My  prayers  to  heaven  for  you ;  my  loyalty 
Which  ever  has  and  over  shall  be  growing. 
Till  death,  that  winter,  kill  it, 

-fi".  Men.  Fairly  aaswer'd ; 

A  loyal  and  obedient  subject  is 
Therein  illustrated  :  the  honor  of  it 
Does  pay  the  act  of  it ;  as,  i'  tho  contrary, 
The  foulness  is  the  punishment.    I  presume, 
That  as  my  Land  has  open'd  bounty  to  you. 
My  heart  dropp'd  love,  my  power  rain'd  honor,  more 
On  joii  than  any ;  so  your  hand  and  heart. 
Your  brain,  and  every  function  of  your  power, 
Should,  notwithstanding  that  your  bond  of  duty. 
As  'twere  in  love's  particular,  be  more 
To  me,  your  friend,  than  any. 

ffoi.  I  do  profess. 

That  for  your  highness'  good  I  ever  labor'd 
Moro  than  mine  own;  that  am,  have,  and  will  be. 
Though  all  the  world  should  crack  their  duty  to  you, 
And  throw  it  from  their  soul ;  though  perils  did 
Abound,  as  thick  as  thought  could  make  them,  and 
Appear  in  forms  more  horrid,  yet  my  duty, 
As  doth  a  rook  against  the  chiding  flood. 
Should  the  approach  of  this  wild  river  break, 
And  stand  nnshaken  yours. 

K.  Men.  'Tia  nobly  spoken: — 

Take  notice,  lords,  hehas  aloyal  breast, 
For  you  hove  seen  him  open't.— Read  o'er  this ; 

[Giving  Mm  papert. 
And  after,  this:  and  then  to  breakfast,  with 
What  appetite  you  have. 

\_Exit,frovining  iipon  OAKOiSAt  Woi.het:  the 
Nobles  throng  after  /lim,  tmiUjig  and, 
whispering. 
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Wol.  What  should  this  mean? 
What  sudden  anger's  this?  how  have  I  reap'd  iti 
He  parted  frowning  from  me,  as  if  ruin 
Leap'd  from  hia  eyes :  so  looks  the  chafed  lion 
Upon  the  daring  huntsmaa  that  has  galFd  him ; 
Then  makes  him  nothing,     I  must  read  this  paper; 
I  fear,  the  story  of  his  anger. — 'Tis  so; 
This  paper  has  nndone  me ; — 'Tis  th'  account 
Of  all  that  world  of  wealth  I  have  drawn  together 
For  mine  own  ends ;  indeed,  to  gain  the  popedom, 
And  fee  my  friends  in  Eorae.     0  negligence, 
Fit  for  a,  fool  to  fall  by  1  what  cross  devil 
Made  me  put  this  main  secret  in  the  packet 
IsentthekingJ— Is  thereno  way  to  cure  this? 
No  new  device  to  beat  this  from  liis  brains? 
I  know  'twill  stir  him  strongly ;  yet  I  know 
A  way,  if  it  take  right,  in  spite  of  fortune 
Will  bring  me  off  again.— What's  this—"  To  the  Pope  ? 
The  letter,  as  I  live,  with  all  the  business 
I  writ  to  his  holiness.    Nay  then,  farewell  I 
I  have  touch'd  the  highest  point  of  all  my  greatness ; 
And,  from  that  full  meridian  of  my  glory, 
I  haste  now  to  my  setting :  I  shall  fall 
Like  a  bright  exhalation  ia  the  evening, 
And  no  man  see  me  more. 


F   SUK- 


Nor.  Hear  the  king's  pleasure,  cardinal ;   who  commands  you 
To  render  np  the  great  seal  presently 
Into  our  hands ;  aud  to  confine  yourself 
To  Asher-house,  my  lord  of  Winchester's, 
Till  yon  hear  farther  from  his  highness. 

Wol.  Stay,— 

Where's  your  commission,  lords?  words  cannot  carry 
Authority  so  weighty. 

Svf.  Who  dare  cross  them, 

Bearing  the  king's  will  from  his  mouth  espresgly  ? 

Wol.  Till  I  find  more  than  will  or  woi-ds  to  do  it, 
(I  mean  your  malice,)  know,  offlcions  lords, 
I  dare  and  must  deny  it.    Now  I  feel 
Of  what  coarse  raeta!  ye  are  moulded, — envy : 
How  eagerly  ye  fellow  my  disgraces, 
As  if  it  fed  ye !  and  how  sleek  and  wanton 
Te  appear  in  every  thing  may  be  my  ruin ! 
Follow  your  envious  courses,  men  of  malice  ; 
You  have  Christian  warrant  for  them,  and,  no  doubt, 
In  time  will  find  their  fit  rewards.    Tliat  seal, 
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Yon  ask  with  such  a  yiolence,  tlie  king 

(Mine  and  your  master)  with  his  own  hand  gave  me ; 

Bade  me  enjoy  it,  with  the  place  and  lionors, 

Daring  my  life ;  and  to  confirm  hia  goodness, 

Tied  it  by  letters  patent: — now,  who'll  take  it! 
Sur.  The  ting,  that  gave  it. 

Y"^-  „  It  must  be  himself,  then. 

Sur.  Thou  art  a  proud  traitor,  priest. 

w^"^'  .1       ,        ,  PrmA  lord,  thou  liest : 

Withm  these  forty  honr.s  Surrey  durst  better 

Have  burnt  that  tongue  than  said  so. 

^■^"'•-      ,  Thy  ambition, 

Ihon  scarlet  sin,  robb'd  this  bewailing  land 

Of  noble  Buckingham,  my  father-in-law; 

The  heads  of  all  thy  brother  cardinals 

(With  thee  and  all  thy  beat  parts  bound  together) 

Weigh'd  not  a  hair  of  his.    Plague  of  your  policy  1 

Tou  sent  me  deputy  for  Ireland ; 

Far  from  his  succor,  from  the  king,  from  all 

That  might  have  mercy  on  the  fault  thou  gav'st  him : 

Whilst  your  great  goodness,  out  of  holy  pity. 

Absolved  him  with  an  axe. 

TK-*'fu-      ,    ^        ,  This,  and  all  else 

I  his  talking  lord  can  lay  upon  my  credit, 

I  answer  is  most  false.    The  duke  by  law 

Found  his  deserts;  how  innocent  I  was 

From  any  private  malice  in  bis  end. 

His  noble  jury  and  foul  cause  can  witness. 
If  I  lov'd  many  words,  lord,  I  should  tell  you, 
Tou  have  as  little  honesty  as  honor; 
That  I,  in  the  way  of  loyalty  and  truth 
Toward  the  king,  my  ever  royal  master. 
Bare  mate  a  sounder  man  than  Surrey  can  bo. 
And  all  that  love  his  follies. 
^*'"'';  By  my  soul, 

rour  long  coat,  priest,  protects  you  ;  thou  should'at  feel 

My  sword  i'  the  life-blood  of  thee  else.— My  loi-ds, 

Oan  ye  endure  to  hear  this  arrogance  ? 

And  from  this  fellow  ?    If  welive  thus  tamely, 

To  be  thns  jaded  by  a  piece  of  scarlet, 

Farewell  nobility ;  let  bis  grace  go  forward, 

And  diire  as  with  his  cap,  like  larks. 

.    ^^J-     ,     ,  All  goodness 

Is  poison  to  thy  stomach. 

^'"'-  Yos,  tliat  goodness 

Of  gleaning  all  the  land's  wealtli  into  one, 
I|ito  your  own  hands,  cardinal,  by  extortion; 
The  goodnesss  of  jour  intercepted  packets, 
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Ton  writ  to  the  popo,  against  the  kbg:  jonr  goodness, 
Since  you  provoke  me,  shall  he  most  notorious. 

Wol.  How  much,  methinka,  1  could  despise  this  mau, 
But  that  I  am  hound  in  charity  against  it. 

Siif.  Lord  cardinal,  the  king's  farther  pleasure  is, — 
Because  all  those  things  yon  have  done  of  late, 
By  your  power  legatine,  witliin,  this  kingdom, 
Fall  into  the  compass  of  b.  prcemunire, — 
That  therefore  such  a  writ  he  sued  against  you ; 
To  forfeit  all  your  goods,  lands,  tenements, 
Chattels,  and  ivhatsoever,  and  to  be 
Out  of  the  king's  protection ; — this  is  roy  chaise. 

Nor.  And  so  we'll  leave  you  to  jonr  meditations 
How  to  live  hetter.    For  your  stabhorn  answer 
About  the  giving  hack  the  great  seal  to  us. 
The  king  shall  know  it,  and,  no  doubt,  shall  thank  you. 
So  fare  you  well,  my  little  good  lord  cardinal. 

[Exeunt  all  except  Wolbey. 

Wol.  So,  farewell  to  the  little  good  you  bear  me. 
Farewell,  a  long  farewell,  to  all  my  greatness ! 
This  is  the  state  of  man :  to-day  he  puts  forth 
The  tender  leaves  of  hope ;  to-morrow  blossoms. 
And  bears  hb  hlushing  honors  thick  upon  him  : 
The  third  day  cornea  a  frost,  n  killing  frost ; 
And, — when  he  thinks,  good  easy  man,  full  surely 
His  greatness  is  a  ripening, — nips  his  root. 
And  then  he  falls,  as  I  do.    I  have  ventnr'd, 
Like  little  wanton  boys  that  swim  on  bladders. 
This  many  summers  in  a  sea  of  glory ; 
But  far  beyond  my  depth :  my  high  blown  pride 
At  length  broke  under  me;  and  now  has  left  me, 
Weary  and  old  with  service,  to  the  mercy 
Of  a  rude  stream,  that  must  for  ever  bide  me. 
Vain  pomp  and  glory  of  this  world,  I  hate  ye : 
I  feel  my  heart  new  open'd.    0,  how  wretched 
Is  that  poor  man  that  hangs  on  princes'  favors ! 
There  is,  hetwist  that  smile  wo  would  aspire  to, 
That  sweet  aspect  of  princes,  and  their  ruin. 
More  pangs  and  fears  than  wars  or  women  have : 
And  when  he  falls,  he  falls  like  Lucifer, 
Never  to  hope  again. — 

Enter  Ceomwkli.,  amasedh/. 

"Why,  how  now,  Cromwell  I 

Crom.  I  have  no  power  to  speak,  sir, 

Wol.  What,  amaz'd 

At  my  misfortunes?  can  thy  spirit  wonder 
A  great  man  should  deoiinc  ?     Nay,  an  you  weei', 
lam  fallen  indeed. 
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Crimt.  How  does  your  grace  ? 

Wol.  W!.y,  ivei'  ; 

Never  so  traly  happy,  my  cood  CromwuU. 
I  know  myself  now  ;  and  f  feci  witliiu  nie 
A  peace  above  all  eartJily  dignities, 
A  still  and  quiet  conscience.    The  king  has  cur'd  me, 
I  humbly  thank  his  grace ;  and  from,  these  shoulders, 
These  rnin'd  pillars,  out  of  pity,  taken 
A  load  would  sink  a  navy, — too  much  honor: 
O,  'tis  a  bnrden,  Cromwell,  'tis  a  burden 
Too  heavy  for  a  man  that  hopes  for  heaven ! 

Orom.  I  am  glad  your  grace  has  made  that  right  nse  of  it. 

Wol.  I  hope  I  have:  1  am  able  now,  methinks, 
(Out  of  a  fortitude  of  soul  I  feel) 
To  endure  more  miseries,  and  greater  far, 
Than  my  weak-hearted  enemies  dare  offer.— 
What  news  abroad  3 

Omn.  The  heaviest,  and  the  worst, 

la  your  displeasure  with  the  king. 

Wol.  God  bless  him ! 

Crom,  The  nest  is,  that  Sir  Thomas  More  is  chosen 
Lord  Chancellor  in  your  place. 

fpol.  That's  somewhat  sudden  : 

But  he's  a  learned  inan.    May  he  continue 
Long  in  his  highness'  favor,  and  do  justice 
For  truth's  sake,  and  his  conscience ;  that  his  hones, 
When  he  has  run  his  course  and  sleeps  in  blessings. 
May  have  a  tomb  of  orphans'  tears  wept  on  them  I 
■What  more? 

CVwB.  That  Cranmer  is  retum'd  with  welcome, 

Install'd  lord  arehbishop  of  Canterbury. 

Wol.  That's  news  indeed! 

Chvm.  Last,  that  the  lady  Anne, 

Whom  the  king  liatli  in  secrecy  long  married. 
This  day  was  view'd  in  open,  as  his  (jueen. 
Going  to  chapel ;  and  the  voice  is  now 
Only  about  her  coronation. 

Wol.  Therewastheweightthatpnlledmedown.  OCromw 
The  king  has  gone  beyond  me :  all  my  glories 
In  that  one  woman  I  have  lost  for  ever: 
No  sun  shall  ever  usher  forth  mine  honors. 
Or  gild  agmn  the  noble  troops  that  waited 
Upon  my  smiles.    Go,  get  thee  from  me,  Cromwell; 
I  am  a  poor  fallen  man,  nnworthy  now 
To  be  thy  !ord  and  master :  seek  the  king ; 
(Tliat  sun,  I  pray,  may  never  set !)  I  have  told  him 
What,  and  how  true  thou  art :  ho  will  advance  thee ; 
Some  little  memory  of  me  will  stir  Mm, 
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(I  know  hia  noble  nature)  not  to  let 
Thy  hopeful  service  perish  too:  good  Cromwell, 
Neglect  him  not ;  make  use  now,  and  proyide 
For  thiae  own  future  safety. 

Crom.  0  my  lord, 

Must  I,  then,.leave  yout  must  I  needs  forego 
So  good,  so  noble,  and  so  true  a  maaterS  _ 
Bear  witness,  all  that  have  not  hearts  of  jroii, 
"With  what  a  sorrow  Cromwell  leaves  his  lord. 
The  king  shall  have  my  servioe ;  but  my  prayers, 
For  ever  and  for  ever,  shall  be  yours. 

Wol.  Cromwell,  I  did  not  think  to  shed  a  tear 
In  all  my  miseries ;  but  thon  hast  forc'd  me. 
Out  of  thy  honest  truth,  to  play  the  woman. 
Let's  dry  our  eyes:  and  thus  far  hear  me,  Cromwell; 
And, — when  I  am  forgotten,  as  I  shall  be. 
And  sleep  in  dull  cold  marble,  where  no  mention 
Of  me  more  must  be  heard  o^— say,  I  taught  thee, 
■^ay,  Wolsey,— that  once  trod  the  ways  to  glory, 

And  sounded  all  the  depths  and  shoals  of  honor,— 
Found  thee  a.  way,  out  of  his  wreck,  to  rise  in ; 

A  sure  and  safe  one,  though  thy  master  mias'd  it. 

Mark  but  my  fall,  and  that  that  niin'd  me. 

Cromwell,  I  charge  thee,  fling  away  ambition: 

By  that  sin  fell  the  angeb ;  how  can  man,  then. 

The  imago  of  his  Maker,  hope  to  win  by't  ? 

Love  thyselflaat :  cherish  those  hearts  that  hate  thes : 

CorrupSim  wins  not  more  than. honesty. 

Still  in  thy  right  hand  cai-ry  gentle  peace. 

To  silence  envious  tongues.     Be  just,  and  fear  not : 

Let  all  the  ends  thou  aim'st  at  be  thy  country's. 

Thy  God's,  and  truth's;  then  if  thou  fall'st,  O  Cromwell, 

Thou  fall'st  a  blessed  martyr ! 

Servo  the  king ;  and,— pr'y thee,  lead  me  in : 

There  take  an  inventory  of  all  I  have. 

To  the  last  penny ;  'tis  the  king's :  my  robe. 

And  my  integrity  to  heaven,  is  all 

I  dare  now  call  mine  own,    O  Cromweli,  Cromwell! 

Had  I  but  serv'd  my  Gtod  with  half  the  zeal 

I  serv'd  my  king,  he  would  not  in  mineage^ 

Have  left  me  naked  to  mine  enemies. 
Crom.  Good  sir,  have  patience. 
Wol.  So  I  have.    Farewell 

The  hopes  of  conrt!  ray  hopes  in  heaven  do  dwell,         [Eiennt. 
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SCENE  n.— Kimbolton. 

d  hetitcen  GniFriTH  and 

Grif.  How  does  yonr  grace  ? 

ICith.  0  Griffith,  sick  to  death ! 

My  limbs,  like  loaden  branches,  bow  to  the  earth, 
Willing  to  leave  their  burden.    Reach  a  chair ; — 
So, — now,  methinks,  I  feel  a  little  ease. 
Didst  thou  not  tell  me,  Griffith,  as  thou  led'st  me, 
That  the  great  child  of  honor,  Cardinal  Wolsey, 
Was  dead! 

6rif.  Yes,  madam ;  but  I  think  your  grace. 

Out  of  the  pain  you  sntfer'd,  gave  no  ear  to't. 

Kath.  Pry'theo,  good  Griffith,  teD  me  how  he  died : 
If  well,  heatepp'd  before  me,  happily. 
For  my  example. 

drif.  Well,  the  voice  goes,  madam : 

For  after  the  stout  earl  Northumberland 
Arrested  him  at  York,  and  brought  him  forward 
(Aa  a  man  sorely  twnted)  to  hb  answer, 
He  fell  eick  suddenly,  and  grew  so  ill. 
He  could  hot  sit  his  mule. 

Kath.  AlaB,  poormani 

Grif,  At  last,  with  easy  roads,  he  came  to  Leicester; 
Lodg'd  in  the  abbey ;  where  the  reverend  abbot. 
With  all  his  convent,  honorably  receiv'd  him ; 
To  whom  he  gave  these  words, — "  0  father  abbot. 
An  old  man,  broken  with  the  storms  of  state. 
Is  come  to  lay  hia  weary  bones  among  ye ; 
Give  him  a  little  earth  for  charity  I  " 
So  went  to  bed ;  where  eagerly  his  sickness 
Pursu'd  him  still :  and,  three  nights  after  this. 
About  the  hour  of  eight,  (which  he  himself 
Foretold  should  be  hia  last)  full  of  repentance. 
Continual  meditations,  tears,  and  sorrows. 
He  gave  his  honors  to  the  world  again. 
His  blessed  part  to  heaven,  and  slept  in  peace. 

Eath.  So  may  he  rest;  his  faults  lie  gently  on  him! 
Yet  thus  far,  Griffith,  give  me  leave  to  speak  him, 
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And  yet  with  charity.    He  was  a  man 
Of  an  nnbounded  storaach,  ever  ranking 
Himself  with  princes ;  one,  that,  by  euggestion, 
Tied  all  the  kingdom:  Bimony  was  fair  play; 
Hia  own  opinion  was  his  law:  i'  the  presence 
Ho  would  say  nntratlis ;  and  be  ever  double, 
Both  in  his  words  and  meaning.    He  was  never, 
But  where  he  meant  to  ruin,  pitiftil : 
His  promises  were,  as  he  then  was,  mighty ; 
But  hia  performauce,  aa  ho  ia  now,  nothiDg. 
Of  his  own  body  he  was  ill,  and  gave 
The  clergy  ill  example. 

Orif.  Noble  madam, 

Men's  evil  manners  live  in  brass ;  their  virtues 
We  write  in  water.    May  it  please  your  highness 
To  hear  me  speak  his  good  now  ? 

KO'th.  Yes,  good  Griffith; 

I  were  malicious  else. 

G''if.  This  cardinal, 

Tliough  from  a  humble  stock,  undoubtedly 
Was  fashion'd  to  much  honor  from  hia  cradle. 
He  was  a  scholar,  and  a  ripe  and  good  one ; 
Exceeding  wiae,  fair  spoken,  and  persnading : 
Lofty  and  sour  to  them  that  lov'd  him  not; 
But,  to  those  men  that  sought  him,  sweet  as  summer, 
And  though  he  were  unsatisfied  in  getting, 
(Which  was  a,  ain)  yet  in  bestowing,  madam. 
He  was  most  princely :  ever  witness  for  him 
Those  twins  of  learning,  that  he  rais'd  in  you, 
Ipswich,  and  Oxford !  one  of  which  ftell  wilh  hira, 
Unwilling  to  outlive  the  good  that  did  it ; 
The  other,  though  nnfinisJi'd,  yet  8o  famous. 
Bo  excellent  in  art,  and  still  so  rising, 
That  Christendom  shall  ever  speak  his  virtue. 
His  overthrow  heap'd  happiness  upon  him; 
For  then,  and  not  till  then,  he  felt  himself 
And  found  the  Weaaedness  of  being  little : 
And,  to  add  greater  honors  to  his  age 
Than  man  could  give  him,  he  died  fearing  God. 

Eath.  After  my  death  I  wish  no  other  herald, 
No  other  speaker  of  my  living  actions. 
To  keep  mine  honor  fl'om  corruption. 
But  such  an  honest  chronicier  aa  Griffith. 
Whom  I  most  hated  living,  thou  hast  made  me. 
With  thy  religious  truth  and  modesty, 
Wow  in  his  Mhea  honor :  peace  be  with  him  !— 
Patience,  be  near  me  atill ;  and  set  me  lower : 
I  Jiave  not  long  to  trouble  thee.— Good  Griffith, 
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Cause  tho  musicians  plaj  me  that  aad  note 

I  nam'd  my  knell,  whilst  I  sit  meditating 

On  ttiat  celestial  harmony  1  go  to.  [Sad  and,  iokmn,  mime. 

Grif.  She  is  asleep :  good  wench,  let's  sit  down  qniet. 
For  fear  we  wake  lier:— softly,  gentle  Patience. 

The  Vitlan.  Enter,  toUmnly  tripping  one  after  another,  nm  Per- 
sonages, clad  in  white  robes,  wearing  oa  their  heads  garlands 
of  hays,  and  golden  vviards  on  tkeiv  faces  ;  branches  of  iays, 
or  palm,  in  their  handi.  They  fint  congee  unto  her,  then 
dance;  and,  at  certain  changes,  the  first  two  hold  a  spare  gar- 
land over  Iter  head  ;  at  vihich,  the  other  four  make  renerend 
court'sies :  then,  the  two  that  held  the  garland  deliver  the 
same  to  the  other  next  two,  who  observe  the  same  order  in 
their  changes,  and  holding  the  garland  oner  her  h^d :  whieh 
done,  they  deliver  the  same  garland  to  the  last  two,  who,  like- 
wise observe  the  same  order  ,■  at  which  (as  it  were  by  inipira- 
tion)  she  makes  in  her  sleep  signs  of  rejoicing,  and  holdeth 
■up  her  hands  to  heaven:  arM  so  in  their  dancing  they  'canish, 
canning  the  garland  with  them.     The  m/usic  continues. 

Katk.  Spirits  of  peace,  where  are  yef    Are  yo  all  gone, 
And  leave  me  here  in  wretchedness  behind  ye  ? 

Orif.  Madam,  we  are  here. 

Kath.  It  is  not  you  I  call  for  : 

Saw  ye  none  enter,  since  I  slept? 

Grif.  None,  madam. 

Kaih.  No  f    Saw  you  not,  even  now,  a  blessed  troop 
Invite  me  to  a  banquet ;  whose  bright  faces 
Cast  thousand  beams  upon  me,  like  the  sun  ? 
They  promia'd  me  eternal  happiness ; 
And  brought  me  garlands,  Griffith,  which  I  feel 
I  nra  not  worthy  yet  to  woarr  I  shall,  assnredly. 

&Tif.  I  am  most  joyful,  madam,  such  good  dreams 
Possess  your  fancy. 

Kath.  Bid  the  mnsic  leave, 

They  are  harsh  and  heavy  to  mo,  [Muiic  ceases. 

Pat.  [Aside  to  Giwe.]  Do  you  note 

How  much  her  grace  is  alter'd  on  the  sudden  ? 
How  long  her  face  is  drawn  f    How  pale  she  looks. 
And  of  an  earthly  cold  ?    Mark  her  eyes  1 

Grif.  [Aside  to  Pat.1  She  is  going:  pray,  pray. 

Pat.  [Aside  to  Geif.]  Heaven  comfort  her ! 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  An't  like  your  grace, — 

Kath,  Yon  are  a  saucy  fellow ; 

Deserve  ive  uo  more  reverence? 
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Gri^.  Yon  are  to  Ijleme, 
Knowing  she  will  not  lose  Jier  wonted,  greatness, 
To  use  so  rude  liehavior :  go  to,  kneel. 

Mess.  1  humbly  do  entreat  your  highness'  pardon ; 
My  haste  made  me  unmannerly.    There  is  staying 
A  gentleman,  sent  from  the  ting,  to  see  you. 

Kath.  Admit  him  entrance,  Griffith :  bnt  this  fellow 
Let  mo  ne'er  see  agdn.  [Exeunt  Griffith  and  Messenger. 

lie-enter  Gmtfith  wiOi  CApncres. 
If  my  sight  fell  not, 
You  should  be  lord,  embassador  from  the  emperor. 
My  royal  nephew,  and.  jour  name  Capuctus. 
Cap.  Madam,  the  same, — yoar  servant. 
Kath.  0  my  lord, 

The  times  and  titles  now  are  alter'd  strangely 
With  me,  since  first  you  knew  me.     But,  1  pray  you, 
"What  is  your  pleasure  with  mo  ? 

Cap.  Nohle  lady, 

First,  mine  own  service  to  your  grace ;  the  next. 
The  king's  request  that  I  would  visit  you ; 
Who  grieves  much  for  yonr  weakness,  and  by  me 
Sends  you  hia  princely  eommendations. 
And  heartily  entreats  yon  take  good  comfort. 

Kath.  O,  my  gooA  lord,  that  comfort  coraes  too  late  ; 
'Tis  like  a  pardon  after  execution : 
That  gentle  physic,  given  in  time,  had  cur'd  me ; 
But  now  I  am  past  all  comforts  here,  but  prayers. 
How  does  his  highness  ? 

Cap.  Madam,  in  good  health. 

KatJi.  So  may  he  ever  do  1  and  ever  flourish. 

When  I  shall  dwell  with  worms,  and  my  poor  name 

Banish'd  the  kingdom! — Patience,  is  that  letter, 

I  caus'd  you  write,  yet  sent  away? 

Pat.  No,  madam. 

\Gicing  it  to  EiTHARiKE. 
Kath.  Sh-,  I  most  humbly  pray  jou  to  deliver 
This  to  my  lord  the  king. 

Cap.  Most  willingly,  madam, 

Kath.  In  which  I  have  commended  to  his  goodness 
The  model  of  our  chaste  loves,  ETs  young  daughter, — 
The  dews  of  heaven  fall  thick  in  blessings  on  her ! — 
Beseeching  him  to  give  her  virtuous  breeding ; 
(She  is  joung,  and  of  a  noble  modest  nature, — 
I  hope,  she  will  deserve  well)  and  a  Jittle 
To  love  her  for  herTnother's  sake,  that  lov'd  him, 
TfeaTen  knows  how  dearly.    My  nest  poor  petition 
Is,  that  his  noble  grace  would  have  some  pity 
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Upon  my  wretched  women,  that  so  long 

Have  followed  hoth  my  fortunes  faithfully: 

The  laat  is,  for  my  men ;— they  are  the  poorest, 

But  poverty  conld  never  draw  them  from  me  ;— 

That  they  may  have  their  wages  duly  paid  them, 

And  something  over  to  remember  me  by : 

If  heaven  had  pleas'd  to  have  given  me  longer  life, 

And  able  means,  we  had  not  parted  thus. 

These  are  the  whole  contents :— and,  good  my  lord 

By  that  you  love  the  dearest  in  this  world, 

Aa  you  wish  Christian  peace  to  souls  departed, 

Stand  these  poor  people's  friend,  and  uree  the  kintr 

To  do  me  this  last  right. 

„  C'^P-  By  heaven,  I  will, 

Or  let  me  lose  the  fashion  of  a  man  I 

Kath.  I  thank  yon,  honest  lord.    Remember  me 
In  an  humility  unto  his  highness : 
Say,  his  long  trouble  now  is  passing 
Ont  of  this  world ;  tell  him,  in  death  I  bless'd  him, 
For  so  I  will.— Mine  eyes  grow  dim.— Farewell, 
My  lord.- Griffith,  farewell.— Nay,  Patience, 
You  must  not  leave  me  yet :  I  mnst  to  bed ; 
Call  in  more  women.— When  I  am  dead,  good  wench. 
Let  me  be  ns'd  with  honor :  strew  me  over 
Witli  maiden  flowers,  that  all  the  world  may  know 
I  was  a  chaste  wife  to  my  grave :  embalm  me, 
Then  lay  me  forth :  although  unqneen'd,  yet  lilt© 
A  qneen,  and  daughter  to  a  ting,  inter  me, 
1  can  no  more.  [Exeunt,  leading  Kathaeikb. 


ACT  V. 

Cmmnerfsmadc  Arcbblshoptif  Ctraterbuiy  and  Primsto  of  all  England,  unil  fa 
EBpocially  favored  by  the  King.  Tlieso  bonore,  and  the  strong  Protestant  tenflon- 
clea  of  the  Archbishop,  eiijls  tbo  hatred  of  Gardiner,  Bishop  of  Winchester,  who 
erentcs  i  atmng  court  party  agijnat  Cranmcr,  who  is  arridgnea  befora  the  conncU 
on  the  chirgo  of  Salding  heretical  opinions  dangeroBB  to  theatate. 

SCENE  II.— The  OoutteU-chanAer. 
Enter  theljOT-o  Ohanobllob,  the  Duke  of  ScrFOLK,  the  DnxB  of 
iNoBFoi.K,  Eael  of  SumtBY,  Lord  Chamberlain,  Gaediskb, 
and  CEOMWELt,  The  CnASCEU-OR  places  himteif  at  the  up- 
per end  of  the  tails  on  the  l^  hand ;  a  teat  being  left  void 
above  him,  as  for  the  Aechbishof  op  UANTEEBtrRY.  liie  rett 
seat  themselves  in  order  on  each  side.  Cromwell  at  the  Imeer 
end,  as  secretary. 


Hosted  by  Google 


KING   IIESET   Till.  407 

Chan.  Speak  to  the  business,  master  Bocretary: 
Why  are  we  met  in  conneil  f 

Grom.  Please  your  honors, 

The  cliief  causa  concerns  his  graue  of  Canterbury. 

GaT.  Has  he  had  knowledge  of  it! 

Orom.  Yes. 

jVor.  "Who  wuits  there ! 

D.  Keep.  Without,  uiy  noble  lords  5 

Gar.  Yes. 

J>.  Keep.  ^y  lord  archbisliop ; 

And  has  done  half  an  hour,  to  know  your  pleasures. 

Gkan.  Let  him  oomo  in. 

B.  Keep.  Your  grace  may  enter  now. 

[Chabmeb  approach^  the  Council-table. 

Chan.  My  good  lord  archbishop,  I  am  very  sorry 
To  sir,  here  at  this  present,  and  hehold 
That  chwr  stand  empty :  but  we  all  are  men, 
lu  our  own  natures  frail,  and  capable 
Of  our  flesh ;  few  are  angels :  out  of  which  frnilty, 
And  want  of  wisdom,  you,  that  beat  should  teach  us, 
Have  misdemean'd  yourself,  and  not  a  little, 
Toward  the  king  first,  then  hia  lawa,  in  filling 
The  whole  realm,  by  your  teaching  and  your  chaplains, 
(For  so  we  are  inform'd)  with  new  opinions, 
Divers  and  dangerous ;  which  are  heresies, 
And,  not  reform'd,  may  prove  pernicious. 

Oar.  Which  reformation  must  be  sudden  too. 
My  noble  lords ;  for  those  that  tame  wild  horses 
Pace  them  not  in  their  hands  to  make  them  gentle. 
But  stop  their  mouths  with  stubborn  bits,  and  spur  them. 
Till  they  obey  the  manage.     If  we  suffer 
(Out  of  our  ea^ess  and  childish  pity 
To  one  man's  honor)  this  contagious  sickness, 
Farewell  all  physio :  and  what  follows  theuJ 
Commotions,  uproars,  with  a  general  taint 
Of  the  whole  state :  as,  of  late  days,  our  neighbors, 
The  npper  Germany,  can  dearly  witness. 
Yet  freshly  pitied  in  our  memories. 

Gran.  My  good  lords,  hitherto,  in  all  the  progress 
Both  of  my  life  and  office,  I  have  labor'd. 
And  with  no  little  study,  that  my  teachings 
And  the  strong  course  of  my  authority, 
Mi?bt  go  one  way,  and  safely ;  and  the  end 
Was  ever,  to  do  well :  nor  is  liere  living 
(I  speak  it  with  a  single  heart,  my  lords,) 
A  man  that  more  delssts,  more  stirs  against, 
Both  in  his  private  conscience  and  his  place, 
Dsfacers  of  a  public  peace,  than  I  do. 
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Pray  heaven,  the  king  may  never  find  a  lieart 

Willi  Jess  allegiance  in  it  I    Men,  tliat  make 

Envy  and  crooited  malice  nourishment, 

Dare  bite  the  heat.    I  do  heseecli  your  lordships. 

That,  in  this  case  of  justice,  my  uccuaers, 

Be  what  they  will,  may  stand  tbrth  face  to  face. 

And  freely  urge  against  me. 

Siif.  Nay,  my  lord, 

That  cannot  ho :  you  are  a  counsellor. 
And,  by  that  virtue,  no  man  dare  accuse  you. 

Gar.  Mj  lord,  because  we  have  business  of  more  moment, 
We  will  he  short  with  you.     'Tia  his  highness'  pleaaure, 
And  our  consent,  for  better  trial  of  you, 
From  hence  yon  be  committed  to  the  Tower ; 
Where,  being  hut  a  private  man  again. 
You  shall  know  many  dare  accuse  you  boldly. 
More  than,  I  fear,  you  are  provided  for, 

C'ran.  Ah,  my  good  lord  of  Winchester,  I  thank  yon ; 
You  are  always  my  good  friend ;  if  your  will  pass, 
I  shall  both  find  your  lordship  judge  and  juror, 
You  are  so  merciful ;  I  see  your  end, — 
'Tis  my  undoing:  love  and  meekness,  lord, 
Become  a  churchman  better  than  ambition: 
Win  straying  souls  with  modesty  agwn, 
Cast  none  away.    That  I  ehall  clear  myself. 
Lay  all  the  weight  ye  can  upon  my  patience, 
I  make  as  little  doubt,  as  you  do  conscience, 
In  doing  daily  wrongs.     I  could  say  more, 
But  reverence  to  your  calling  makes  me  modest. 

Gar.  My  lord,  my  lord,  you  are  a  sectary; 
That's  the  plain  truth ;  yonr  planted  gloss  discovers, 
To  men  that  understand  you,  words  and  weakness. 

Crom.  My  lord  of  Winchester,  you  are  a  little, 
By  your  good  favor,  too  sharp ;  men  so  noble, 
However  faulty,  yet  should  find  respect 
For  what  they  have  been :  'tis  a  cruelty 
To  load  a  falling  man. 

Ctir.  Good  master  secretary, 

I  cry  your  honor  mercy  ;  you  may,  worst 
Of  all  this  table,  say  so. 

Crom.  Why,  my  lord? 

Oar.  Do  not  I  know  you  for  a  favorer 
Of  this  new  sect?  ye  arc  not  sound. 

Crom.  Not  sound  ? 

Gar.  Not  sound,  I  say. 

Crom.  Would  yon  were  half  so  honest  I 

Men's  prayers  then  would  seek  you,  not  their  fears. 

Gar.  I  shall  remember  this  bold  language. 
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Crom.  Do. 
Eememlier  jonr  bold  life  too. 

Clian.  This  is  too  much; 

Forbear,  for  sRame,  my  lords. 

G(w.  I  liave  done. 

Cmre.  And  I. 

Chan.  Then  thus  for  you,  my  lord :— it  fltands  agreed, 
I  tfike  it,  by  all  voices,  that  forthwith 
Yon  he  convey'd  to  the  Tower  a  prisoner ; 
There  to  remain,  till  the  king's  farther  pleasure 
Be  known  unto  us :— are  you  all  agreed,  lords? 

All.  We  are. 

Gran.  Is  there  no  other  way  of  mercy, 

But  I  mnEt  needs  to  the  Tower,  my  lords! 

OaT.  "What  other 

Wonld  yon  expect  %     You  are  strangely  troublesome. — 
Let  some  o'  the  guard  he  ready  there. 

Enter  Gnard, 
,     Cran.  Forme! 

ilust  I  go  like  a  traitor  thither? 

Gar.  Receive  Lim, 

And  see  him  safe  i'  the  Tower. 

Gran.  Stay,  good  my  lords, 

I  have  a  )ittle  yet  to  say.    Look  there,  my  lords ; 
By  -virtue  of  that  ring,  I  take  my  cause 
Out  of  tie  gripes  of  cruel  men,  and  give  it 
To  a  most  noble  judge,  the  king  my  master. 

Chun.  This  is  the  ting's  ring. 

^r.  'Tis  no  counterfeit, 

Suf.  'Tis  the  right  ring,  by  heaven:  I  told  ye  all, 
When  we  first  put  this  dangerous  stone  a  rolling, 
'Twould  fall  upon  ourselves. 

jyo^_  T>o  you  think,  my  lords, 

Tiie  king  will  suffer  but  the  little  finger 
Of  this  man  to  be  vex'd? 

Chan.  'Tis  now  too  certain: 

How  much  more  is  his  life  in  value  with  him  I 
Would  I  were  fairly  out  on't. 

Crom.  .  My  mind  misgaPe  mo, 

In  seeking  tales  and  informations 
Against  this  man, 
Ye  blew  the  fire  that  burns  ye,— Now  have  at  ye  1 

Enter  tlte  Kino,  frovining  on.  them ;  he  takes  Ms  seat. 

Gar.  Dread  sovereign,  how  much  are  we  bound  to  heaven 
In  daily  thanks,  that  gave  ns  such  a  prince ; 
Not  only  good  and  wise,  but  most  religions : 
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Oue  that,  in  all  obedience,  makes  the  church 
The  chief  aim  of  his  honor ;  and,  to  strengthen 
That  holy  dnty,  out  of  dear  respect, 
His  royal  aelfia  judgment  comes  to  hear 
Thfi  cause  betwixt  her  and  this  great  offender. 

K.  Jlen.  You  were  ever  good  at  sudden  commendations, 
Bishop  of  Winchester.     Bat  know,  I  come  not 
To  hear  such  flattery  now,  and  in  my  presence; 
Tliey  are  too  thin  and  base  to  hide  offences. 
To  me  you  cannot  reach :  you  play  the  spaniel, 
And  think  with  wagging  of  your  tongue  to  win  me: 
But,  whatsoe'er  thou  tak'st  mo  for,  I'm  sure 
Thou  hasta  cruel  nature  and  a  bloody.— 
{To  Cbakmsb.]    Good  man,  sit  down.    Kow  kt  rao  see 

proudest, 
He  that  dares  moat,  but  wag  his  finger  at  thee : 
Ky  all  that's  lioly,  he  had  better  stai-ve, 
Thau  but  once  think  this  place  becomes  thee  not. 

Sur.  May  it  please  your  grace, — 

-ff-  Sen.  No,  sir,  it  does  not  please 

I  had  thought,  I  had  had  men  of  some  understanding 
And  wisdom  of  my  council ;  but  I  find  none, 
WaB  it  discretion,  lords,  to  let  this  man, 
This  good  man,  (few  of  yoa  deserve  that  title) 
This  honest  man,  wait  like*  dirty  footboy 
At  chamber  door!  and  one  as  great  as  you  are? 
Why,  what  a  shame  waa  this  I  Did  my  commission 
Bid  ye  so  far  forget  yourselves?     I  gave  ye 
Power,  as  he  was  a  counsellor  to  try  him, 
Kot  as  a  groom :  there's  some  of  ye,  I  see, 
More  out  of  malice  than  integrity. 
Would  try  him  to  the  utmost,  had  ye  mean ; 
Which  ye  shall  never  have  while  I  live. 

Chan.  Thus  far, 

My  most  dread  sovereign,  may  it  like  your  grace 
To  let  my  tongue  excuse  all.    What  was  purpos'd 
Concerning  hia  imprisonment,  waa  rather 
(If  there  be  faith  in  men)  meant  for  Lis  trial. 
And  fair  purgation  to  the  world,  than  malice, — 

E.  Eeri.  Well,  well,  my  lords,  respect  him ; 

Take  him,  and  use  him  well,  he's  wortliy  of  it, 
I  will  say  thus  muoh  for  him,— if  a  prince 
May  be  beholden  to  a  subject,  I 
Am,  for  hia  love  and  service,  so  to  him. 
Make  me  no  more  ado,  bnt  all  embrace  him : 
Be  friends,  for  shame,  my  lords!— My  lord  of  Canterbury, 
I  have  a  suit  which  you  must  not  deny  me; 
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That  is,  ft  fail-  young  maiil  that  yet  wants  baptUm, 
You  most  be  godfather,  and  answer  for  her. 

Oran.  The  greatest  monarch  now  alive  may  glory 
In  such  an  honor :  liow  may  I  deserve  it, 
That  am  a  poor  and  hnmble  subject  to  you? 

K.  Hen,.  Come,  come,  my  lord,  you'd  spare  your  spoons : 
You  shall  have  two  noble  partners  with  yon !     _ 
The  old  duchess  of  Norfolk,  and  lady  marquess  Dorset: 
Will  these  please  you  ?— 

Once  more,  my  lord  of  Winchester,  I  chai^  you, 
Embrace  and  love  this  man. 

Qar.  With  a  true  heart 

Anil  brother-love  I  do  it. 

Gran.  And  let  heaven 

Witnea?,  how  dear  I  hold  this  confirmation. 

K.  JTen.  Good  man,  those  joyful  teai-s  show  thy  true  heart : 
The  common  voice,  1  see,  is  verified 
Of  thee,  which  says  thus,  "  Do  my  lord  of  Canterbury 
A  shrewd  turn,  and  he  is  your  friend  for  ever.  — 
Come,  lords,  we  trifle  time  away ;  I  long 
To  have  this  young  one  made  a  Christian. 
As  I  have  made  ye  one,  lords,  one  remain ;  r  b-        / 

So  1  gi-ow  stronger,  yon  more  honor  gain.  y£,xeuni. 

Wccioaeour  selections  wllh  the  chrlalenlns  of  tho  Princess  EUjibQth;  aftct- 
i^uxls  so  amons  in  EogllalL  History,  u  "  Geo*  Queen  Besa."  As  Sbskspcare  pro- 
ducoa  this  Dramalle  History  111  the  l»tl«p6rioa  ot  thai  Queen's  reign,  lie  tjiltes 
oecn^on  to  conTCy  to  lier  most  oonrliy  ™logy,  by  putting  into  ae  speeehes  of 
Cranmer  prophetic  tIsIods  nf  the  greatness  and  glbry  of  EUiabeCli's  reign. 


SCENE  IV.— TSe  Falaee. 
EnUr  trumpets,  sounding;  then  two  Aldermen,  Lord  Mayor, 
Garter,  Osabmeb,  Dukb  oj-  Hobfoik,  with  hu  Manhala 
staff,  DcKB  OF  Suffolk,  ivio  Noblemen  hearing  great  stand- 
ing homls  for  ike  ehrkt^in^  gift*;  then,  four  Noblemen 
hearing  a  canopy,  -under  which  the  Dcohebs  of  Nohfolb, 
godmother,  bearing  (fie  ehiU  richly  haUted  in  a  mantle,  ac. 
Train  lorae  Sy  a  Lady ;  then  follows  the  Mabohioness  of 
DoBSBT,  the  other  godm^other,  and  Ladies.     The  troop  pans 
enee  ahout  the  »tage,  and  Garter  speaks. 
Gart.  Heaven,  from  thy  endless  goodness,  send  prosperous 
life.  long,  and  ever  happy,  to  the  high  and  mighty  prmcess  ol 
England,  Elizabeth! 

Flourish.    Enter  Kiso  andjrain. 
Cra-n.  \Kw.eling:\  And  to  your  royal  grace,  and  the  good 
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My  noble  partners,  and  mjaeif,  thcs  pray; — 
All  comfort,  joy,  in  this  moat  gracioua  lady, 
Ileavea  ever  laid  up  to  make  parents  happy 
Hay  hourly  fall  upon  ye  I 

K.  Men.  Tiiani;  you,  good  lord  archlisLop : 

What  is  her  name! 

Cran.  Elizabi^th. 

if.  Sen.  Stand  np,  lord. — 

[The  KiKa  Ussea  tU  child. 
\vitb  this  tis3  take  my  blessing:  heaven  protect  thee! 
Into  whose  hand  I  give  thy  lite. 

Gran.  Amen. 

K.  Hen.  My  noble  gossips,  ye  have  been  too  prodigal : 
I  thank  ye  heartily ;  eo  shall  this  lady, 
When  she  has  so  much  English. 

<^«».  Let  me  speak,  eir. 

For  heaven  now  bids  me ;  and  tbe  words  I  utter 
Let  none  think  flattery,  for  they'll  find  them  truth. 
This  royal  infant,  (heavea  still  move  about  her  1) 
Thongh  in  her  cradle,  yet  now  promises 
Upon  this  land  a  thousand  thousand  blesMngs, 
Which  time  shall  bring  to  ripeness:  she  shall  bo 
(But  few  now  living  can  behold  that  goodness) 
A  pattern  to  all  princes  living  witli  her. 
And  all  that  shall  succeed:  Seba  was  never 
More  oovetons  of  wisdom,  and  fair  virtue, 
Than  this  pure  soul  shall  be:  all  princely  graces, 
That  mould  up  such  a  mighty  piece  as  this  is, 
With  all  the  virtues  that  attend  the  good. 
Shall  still  be  donbled  on  her ;  truth  shall  nurse  her. 
Holy  and  heavenly  thoughts  still  counsel  her: 
She  shall  be  lov'd  and  fear'd:  her  own  shall  bless  hei'; 
Her  foes  shako  like  a  field  of  beaten  com, 
And  hang  their  heads  with  sorrow :  good  grows  with  her : 
In  her  days  every  man  shall  eat  in  safely. 
Under  his  own  vine,  what  he  plants;  and  sing 
The  merry  songs  of  peace  to  all  his  neighbors : 
God  shall  be  truly  known ;  and  those  abont  her 
From  her  shall  read  the  perfect  ways  of  honor. 
And  by  those  claim  their  greatness,  not  by  blood. 
Nor  shall  this  peace  sleep  with  her :  but  as  when 
Tlie  bird  of  wonder  dies,  the  maiden  phcenis. 
Her  ashes  new  create  another  heir, 
As  great  in  admiration  as  herself; 
So  shall  she  leave  her  blessedness  to  one, 
(When  heaven  shall  call  her  fi-om  this  cloud  of  dj 
"Who,  from  the  saored'ashes  of  her  honor, 
Shall  star-like  rise,  as  great  in  fame  as  she 
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And  so  stand  fis'd :  peace,  plenty,  lovo,  tmtli,  terror, 
That  were  the  servants  to  this  chosen  infant. 
Shall  then  be  his,  and  like  a  vine  grow  to  him : 
"Wherever  tlie  bright  sun  of  heaven  shall  shine, 
Hia  honor  and  the  greatness  of  his  name 
Shall  be,  and  make  new  nations ;  ho  shall  flonrish, 
Anil,  like  a  mountdn  cedar,  reach  his  branohes_ 
To  all  tlie  plains  about  him : — our  children's  children 
Shall  see  this,  and  bless  heaven. 

JC  Hen.  Thon  speakest  wonders. 

Cran.  She  shall  be,  to  the  happiness  of  England, 
An  aged  princess ;  many  diiys  shall  see  her, 
And  yot  no  day  without  a  deed  to  crown  it. 
Would  I  had  known  no  more  I  but  she  must  die,— 
She  must,  the  sdnts  must  have  her,— yet  a  virgin; 
A  most  unspotted  lily  shall  she  pass 
To  tlie  ground,  and  all  the  world  shall  mourn  her. 

K.  Hen.  O  lord  archbishop, 
Thou  hast  made  me  now  a  man  I 
This  oracle  of  comfort  has  so  pleased  me. 
That  when  I  am  in  heaven  I  shall  desire 
To  SCO  what  this  child  does,  and  praise  my  Maker.— 
I  thank  ye  all.— To  yon,  my  good  lord  mayor, 
And  your  good  bretliren,  I  am  mnch  beholden ; 
I  have  received  much  honor  by  your  preseno;. 
And  ye  shall  find  me  thankful.— Lead  the  way,  lords:— 
Ye  must  all  see  the  queen,  and  she  must  thapk  je ; 
She  will  be  sick  else.    This  day,  no  man  think 
He  has  business  at  his  house;  for  all  shall  stay: 
This  little  one  shall  make  it  holiday.  [Exeunt. 
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